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A CARD. 


MIESSRS. 

‘ T\ ERSAI 

[iigh-class Merriment, well-made Jokes, 
Jokes (and readers) set off with the best designs. 
with useful hints. 


. | . | 
it much less th 


an prime cos 


No connection with wid eer Firm. 


> ° 7 r 


BO THE PUBLIC 

MEssks. FuN & Co., finding 
if necessary, In consequenoe of 
the continued development of 
their business, to open their 
NXXAV. Emporium of Wit and 
jiumour, take the opportunity in 
announcing the same of referring 
.o other matters worthy the at- 
tention of their numerous cus- 
tomers and patrons. 

The stock of pens (assorted, 
sharp-pointed steel for incisive 
writing, and goose-quill for gen- 
tler purposes) has been largely 
augmented. 

Ink, a judicious admixture of 
gall and sugar, has been laid on 
at so much per quarter, which, 
as we intend to give no quarter 
whatever, cannot but be an im- 

ASSES. mense saving. 
z Pamcira, DravonTssan. Foolscap, for conversion into 
_ d-coverings for those whom 
| they may fit, has been provided with a due regard to the enormous strain 
| on this department. 
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FUN 
PROVIDERS O1 


Patent Puns (so simple, a child 
Old Jokes repolishe l equal io 
All wpa marked with plain (or handsome) figures, 


ads should furnish 








AND Co.,, 


might ‘‘manage” them), electrical Quips, and powerful Cranks, 
new. Only the best materials used. State Parties supplied 
m which no deviation will be made, and every ‘‘article” sold | 

' 
racer system, 


zy ; y* 
throughou On OUY Aig 


Arrangements have been entered into with numerous Comic Merchants 
for a constant supply of Humour. 
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Our CART-TOONIST. 








Pegasus will be jobbed for the season, and will probably require a | 
good deal of ‘*job bing” before he 
will consent to gallop. 

F, AnD Co, are in telephonic 


communication with Nine Muses 
and Co. 
Verses, don-bon mottoes, and 


opera bouffes transmitted on the 
shortest notice. 

The new Emporium will consist 
- extensive premises, on which will 
be built a large number of superior 
arguments, as well as several sati- 
rical, whimsical, and jocular struc- 
tures of novel design. 

F. and Co. present gratis here- 
with (in lieu of other matter, for 
which no extra charge would have 
been made) authentic portraits of 
the gentlemen of the firm; and, 
while thanking their customers and 
patrons for past favours, trust, by 
strict attention to business, to merit 


a continuance of the same. Mn 9 
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Just you pitch it a bit 


here,” he 


into hot water for what I turn out, and perhaps get the sack. 
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| THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. \ 
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DOTS B THE WAY. 
RING IN THE NEW YEAR 
CEN . the g 3 New . | 
> the SluVer bells 
’ 7 : i’ ? 
£iOw © Mus SWeuis 7 
Ring OU “< VOUS Ss . 
A New Year is born! 
Tho’ snow hes on the groun 
Bright now be ee 
On, witha s cold care 
he Old Year has ted: 
e when the trees are ha 
\ 2 roses ¢ : 
\ \ storn V 'd ~ 
- : 
> 
4 Vives Cas \Y ws 
> ‘ 
4 = 
Wreakag : M: 
tee 
; . . a) 
Hail to this the New Year, ASAE RN ah 
t : oe 4 WA a » 
wa ? ° > eg iy A ath 
r oP warm su Y C SoZ . 
\ _ \¥ , > * Wien 
VrsSc eS s iY 
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, r vey | 
Mums the Word! 
IN the ers he 2? Ir., the Aberdeen | ce 
credited with having discovered a clue to the D cht my 
terv ** Anxious, h mwever, [0 Catcl the pr 2 tNhey ! 
" ’ their 1 > the pres Wi < ’ > t ” 
under the circ stances it would have bee ter for the 
to hol eir tongue, . se by the expression °° 
¢ } . — > ’ eh 2Issa 
7 eir hand t $ a this clue w 
turn ree me There has been a dea! of bungling hither 
i they have not been equal to the freks of the offenders 
i oe » hana ¢ ‘ } TY. yeee \ hie the : 
+SO lt is LO S ss RU 8 ey \\ sé VS ~ X of £4445 cb ibead rw 
| homours, 
. . i * 
hI) GAS-TRIC. 
Seasonable Query OE ee : 
-* ' S On t ' JlasN’r IT BREN TERRIBLE? We've 
’\ ceo : at ate _ + eage ceonly — tho rie " » 
LIOES ENPEeLAMON NeCessrrmy cee me TEN BEEN OBLIGED To LIGHT? NEARLY ALL DAY, 
aie . -< , + (tree eemtes tH Ebi hse fee dary). **\ Ks, Ol, YES! Wer 
WERE OBLIGE rO HAVE GAS POR DINNER YESTERDAY,” 
. ** , , ‘ > . . ** ; ~ sy ,’ ° >. a 4 
Gross MISMANAGEMENT. —When a bookseller does not = i, On, Ma, IM sUKE WE DIDN'T; WE HAD BOILED 
‘yy +s ‘ 9? 
Sell 144 comes of ‘Ti (‘omic Annual : 




















THE LUNACY SAFEGUARD.—A Tale of a Valuable Ancestry. 
[lis sire, exceedingly self-willed, Now Brown (a man, as we shall see, ‘* It's very mice,” they said, ‘and yet, 
Had robbed a rate collector, Of evil inclinations, bor all this gay misdoiny 
Committed perjury, and killed Kevarded Weldy’s They ‘ll hang you-—much to our regret !” 
A wealthy bank director; With e1 1S Se hat S. explained, pooh-poohing, 
Ilis grandsire men of moral twist . How his relations, all inchin'd 
Described him as ‘‘a dasher’’) Thus, WHCS Poor &. | ' Po evil unrestricted, 
Had been a thief, a bigamist, ‘Os travels Sipa Had all been proved unsound of mind 
A forger, and a smasher. \nd f rt a * caw In other words, convicted, 
' Got lost to obsery :, 
Tlis grandsire’s sire (whose life affords That Brown (whose character w (in hearing this his friends were free 
A skeich of skill distorted) With glaring imperte With their felicitations ; 
Ilad slain three Quakers, seven lorcs, At once impersonated = h but when he tried to prove that he 
And nincteen babes (assorted) ; And claimed his gay connexions Belonged to his relations 
His grandsire’s grandsire had the curse - a (You ‘ll possibly conceive his spleen 
Ot genius mis firected And Ss, conunuing to roam, And bosom-rent condition) 
I only know that he was wors And having no sus| ILO Ile found that wicked Brown had been 
Than all the rest collected. Of all this treachery at home, And collared his position 
And graceless imposition, P 
Mis aunts and uncles, too, had brave Lnjoyed, in vulgar phrase, his '‘ whack Mehind the talismanic shield 





Stern virtue’s scorn, unheeding, 

And been disgracefully depraved 
And criminal exceeding ; 

Ile ’d had an uncle, too, whose 
Were horribly unseemly— 

He'd killed and eaten seven boys ; 


Joys 


Of little dissipations, 
Then unexpectedly came back 
To home > and its re! ons, 
And 


Delighting to unravel 


then he called on folks around, 





Of lunatic relations, 

That Brown indulged his unconceal’d 
Old Bailey inclinations ; 

lis right to have his naughty way 
Was never once disputed ; 

While Sendydd, os I'm grieved to say, 


: . With view to ravish and astouns . 
And 4im he prized extremely. “ ; Ay = _ !) Was neatly executed, 
Hlis tangled skein of travel 


This man, inheriting the ame 

Of all these felons blended— 

(For why should I conceal his name ?) 
Was Mr. Weldy Sendydd., 





' 
‘ 







Hle told them how in various climes 
(The while they chuckled mute ly) 
> 'd done the most atrocious crimes, 
Describing them minutely. 





Pur CoLtiseum ?—Of course it does, 


Wh 


shouldn't the ** Colley see 'em,” in fact, if it 


eyes are in proper order? 





























OUR ROUND OF THE THEATRES. 


IIOUGH evening dress is a bore, 
In Christmas’s toils we are 





bound again; 
We join the dress-circle once 
more, 





To do the theatrical round again. 
It isn’t a time with advice 
To come down severely, or 
banter mimes, 
So all that we say shall be nice 
Of comedies, dramas, or pante- 
mimes. 


sual call 


give you the gist ©! 


Obeying the 
Of duty, we 
them 
(Of course, we have visited all— 
You'll see, from the followin: 
list of them. 
Without supernatural aid 
Their numbers, no doubt, na 
resisted us . 
But, ichow, we weren’t afraid, 
For Foyverty’s Fairy assisted 





The Garden” has Little Boy Blue, 


/io- Pe fp (which an interest gives) in it, 


a wonderful Shoe, 
And L:ttle Old Woman wh, 








** HERE WE ARE AGAIN! 


Rovat MostT-PLAcgs. 


cling and gorgeousness gain 
(And writing), the best plan to do so 
lo di pin one night at ‘* The Lane”’ 
Where Ilarris’s A’obinson Crusoe is 


The Standard has S/réaa’, and that 
Is cert ly or mill 
\ hi n, | ; ( 
Is « pat | at the Pavilion. 
The /:7/y disport at *‘ The Wells,’ 
The | st they five is de- 
s€Ccl 
The Jin at Sangers’ excels, vs 
The Grecian is more than re- YA by 
spectable. vy 1] 


’ 

| You’ll at the Britannia find BS) 

The wonderful ore that Ev- NERY 

‘ hanted is 4 Bales 

If towards Mother Punch you're | 
inciinea, 

You ll tind at the Surrey she 
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& cao #2 


\ ho ‘re left i” thy 


aneine «4 
cancel! fy a 
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They ’re all good, as pantomimes go, 


Through the list I have pretty well past of them, | 


And Lit/e Fack Horner, you know, 


At the Eleph. and Cas, is the last of them. | 
Burlesque is again to the fore, 

And rather esteemed of the laity, 
At Royalty P/z/o you Il roar, 


47 


{74 ¢‘in’s tivsterate at the Gaiety, 





You ‘ll at the Lyceum enjoy 
A comedy played with telicity, 
And fazence still rules the Sav 


(At last a// their light lectricity), 
Phe Adelphi has Zaken jrom L7/ 


Some not unfamiliar material ; 
Lhe biul of Macfarlane is rie 


At tiat aftern 


If theatrical A’772/s you seek, 


They bear, at the Globe, the appellatis 


»ou’ll find at the Op’ra Comique 
\[r. Sims’s agreeable relative. 

Tie Olympic, the Member Jor S. 
Will show, let us say for a week o 

The fun of the piece, and no less 
Is sure to elicit a <hriek or two, 
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Tue Lyceca.--Two Roses. 


The Haymarket, Comedy, Strand, 
The Court, Prince of Wales’s—it ’s 
The Vaudeville, Princess’s, and 
The Cri’ show their bills without ch 


+ ef 
Wu be | 


you and have a good stuff of 
here’ ne ha 


nave occasion i stary 
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/here’s a dish of the Drama to carve ' 


on place, the Imperial, 


r two, 


strange in “‘em— 
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ange in em. 
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cin, 
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SPORT AND ITS TROUBLES. 
THE SPREAD OF THE OBSTRUCTIONIST SPIRIT. 
(4 Letter from Our Own Sportsman.) 


DEAR JONES,— 
I have rented a capital house 
In a suburb delightfully handy for town, 
And, knowing your skill at the snipe and the grouse, 
I’m perfectly bent upon having you down ; 
My mind, I assure you, incessantly runs 
On bringing you down; and I’ve plenty of guns, 








Your sporting propensities being so keen, 
I count upon seeing you here for a spell, 
For—as your acuteness will probably glean— 
I’ve rented a capital shooting as well. 
This item will keep you from holding aloof :— 
‘* Five hundred magnificent acres of roof.” 


The agent’s account was no meaningless chaff, 
Or *‘side” for the better securing of flats ; 
In the limited space of a roof and a half 
I came upon seventeen coveys of cats ; 
It was perfectly true, what he said in the spring, 
That ‘‘the kittens were healthy and strong on 
the wing.” 


Of course it ’s a fact that the neighbours preserve, 
Which only gives weight to the agent’s remark 
That ‘**It’s best to maintain some amount of reserve, 
And always proceed with the sport after dark.” 
But ¢hen, he assures me, the sport is complete, 
If you wait till the constable’s passed on the beat. 


Your dogs, unaccustomed to work on the slates, 
Might possibly suffer some dangerous falls ; 
Dut—hang it! I have it, as sure as the fates— 
We might set the pointers to work on the walls! 
They d yield to command and persuasion con- 
joint, 
And have no objection to stretching a point. 


Later.) 
DEAR JONES,— 
I regret that the tensional state 
Of Irish affairs (as I ’d reason to ear, 
Was certain of happening early or late), 
Is duly reflected most painfully here ; 
Entailing results of the awkwardest sort— 
I speak of the tenants’ obstruction to sport. 


I’m deeply and dismally troubled to find, 
What I hardly expected, to give them their due, 
In each of the neighbouring tenants, a mind 
Distinctly opposed to the sport I pursue. 
[ assure you I seldom am greeted with smiles— 
Nay, even with courtesy, out on the tiles. 


Nay, quite on the contrary, many turn out 
With jugs and revolvers whenever I shoot, 
While others appear at their windows and shout, 
And hurl a tin kettle, a jug, or a boot; 
To show the complexion their enmity wears, 
They say that the cats I’m pursuing are theirs! 


So the gun must be shelved and the sportsman be still, 
And Tabby must rove, unmolested, about, 
And ‘‘sport”’ must be simply a title, until 
This spirit of restless obstruction dies out ; 
When I heard of the Irish misdoings I said, 
**You may say what you like, but this spirit 
will spread,” ; 








“One Good Turn,” etc. 
THE Marquis of Bath turned down 11,000 pheasants at 
Longleat this season. It would be interesting to know at its 
close how many of this number “turned up” again. 


Snakes! 


SERPENTS now coil round the arms and in the hair of 
fashionable women. This is not surprising, seeing how long 
they have worn boas round their necks ! 
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“IRISH HOT.” 


Pat (who has been egected, and has been nursing his wrongs in a neighbouring 
shebeen).—*' COME OUT O’ THAT; I’M DRUNK ENOUGH FOR YE NOW!” 
[Bangs away with shillaleh at the door. 





CURT COMMENTS. 


A Miss B. STRONG, of Ross, has produced some artistic and poetical New Year's 
Cards with a drawing of the Bacchante, with a view (a sea one), to obtain funds for 
the Seamen’s Home and other nautical charities. In addition to the beauty of the 
cards, the cause for which she pleads is so good that her claim for patronage is a 
Sivvong one. 

There has been a positive epidemic of panics,—theatres, churches, chapels, and 
a music hall having all been visited in this terrible way. To those who cannot, 
under such trying circumstances, be equal to presence of mind, there is but one real 
safeguard—adsence of body. 





Latest from Portland. 


‘* The glitter of riches often serves to draw attention to the worthlessness of the 
possessor,” particularly when a cove ’s sneaked a diamond bracelet at great risk 
and it turns out ‘‘a regular duffer.” 

‘‘ Gaol-birds do not like the ground-ce/l, it’s often far too damp to be pleasant.” 

‘* Birds of a feather flock together” when caged in quod, which fully accounts 
for the cool retired prison becoming quite a Anave-tavy at times, 


Too Frequent Ingratitude. 


Every kindness ought to meet withareturn. Yes, so it ought, but be kind 
enough to lend a friend an umbrella, and see if it does, that’s all. 





Mr. JOHN BriGur says that he likes to see hundreds in arms; but they should 
be babies in their mothers’: it's the only way to get any peace at all; and he thinks 
any price may be paid for that, when the dear little chicksies are getting up their 
high notes, The dear old man! 


A Mere Mur-mur! 


DURING the agilation amongst the Metropolitan Police, a waggish superintendent | 
always alluded to the complainants as the ** mur-myr’’-midons of the law! 

















| ANUARY 1. ISS°, 























Yi 

Wf» ot aa, 

Cove ‘ 

S7 a= - — ih: a = 

Vs / Pad mre — i; f i Na 4 J/ 

f ye aaa . (, “4 
A / : a - -_ ’ . y wh / 
FF 


— Sidi Wit ijij, 
Wp 
MG : 
Gy Yip yy 
HL 





/ 























ete 
I ng Set 


' 
(Psat 
WEL 


ips 


. 
N 
. 

FSS 


eS 
Ny 
.s 


N RS 
N N\ 














4// 
a7 


| LOW 





























“MARRY COME UP.” 
Cook. —**TomM’'S GETTIN’ QUITE A MAN, AIN’T HE, MARY? I DESSAY HE'LL BE LOOKIN’ OUT FOR A WIFE SOON [> 


TO MARRY ONE OR OFHER OF ’EM!” 


Tom.~—** THERE THEY GO AGIN. It’s JEST ORFUL! LEFT MY LAS’ PLACE FOR THE SAME THING. ALWAYS A-BOTHERIN’ OF ME 








“Honey soit qui mal y pense.” 
Bees are now hived by electricity with great success. On the power 
being applied they are so ‘* shocked”’ that they fall in a kind of trance, | 
nd are at once ‘‘trance’’-ferred toa new hive. Next, we Suppose, we | 
hill have our bees for convenience of swarming inhabiting the cells of 
yalvanic batteries ! 


The Playful Old Creatures. 





| Fust published, Price Twopence, 
| 


TWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS 
BY BEST ARTISTS OF THE DAY. 





D ses ijialenibilahineaiaariiaiaamalaaiisiamaaidiads 
| Now Ready, One Shilling ; post-free, 1s. 2d. 
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‘by the other night, and he says he's paid bitterly tor the experience, THIRTY PAGES OF PICTURES 
| - | By vangee Foie, t 4 rionge yh oe oe. H, Tuck, 
2 . Griset, E. G. Dauziet, H. SANpERcock, J. W. HouGHTON 
| Cumulative Horrors. M. Strretcn, and Lieut.-Col. Seccompr. ‘ 


CENTRALIZATION. —Rouchs going to a monster meeting. WITH PROSE AND VERSE 
DECENTRALIZATION —Roughs dispersing therefrom. 
INDECENTRALIZATION —The mock Litany-mongers who abound at 


such vatherings, and in defiance of all that is sacred spout their blasphemies | G. Manvitte Fenn, Tue AvTuor or “ Litiirut Levag,” 
{ And other distinguished Authors. 





with impunity. 





“FUN” ALMANAC for 1882. 


LITERARY MATTER BY BEST AUTHORS. 


. ; . ° ° ; j 
ld ladies of seventy can be winning while playing whist, dear + OO D S CO Vi IC AN N U AL f 1 889 
boys; at least, so that jovial little card, Lord Harry, remarked at the or ° 


By CuHas. G. Letanp (Hans Breitmann), Dutton Cook, Goprrry TuRNER, 
H. S. Leich, Byron Wasser, MatruHgw Browns, A. A. Dowty, 


Hormpay SoNnG For THE Sv, PAUL's INDUSTRIAL SCHOOL Boys,— | To be had ot any Bookseller and Newsagent, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 
“ Surrly in the mosuing ! “FUN® OFFICE, 1§3 FLEET STREET, E.C. 


















DOME fs 
LEAD. 
| BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST!! 
| For oe oa of Gold Medal Por — 











CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in 


Cron 


F JAMES & SONS, soe maxers. PLYMOUTH, 2" spurt 


roce Ww 


Arias Cad bur ys 


| | the cup, it proves 
oo ao : rt addition of 
rt, the npr *.4 Fea new Starch. 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING! !! 
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IMPERIAL PHOTOGRAPHY. 


| The exiled Taycoon of Japan has engaged in business as 
a photographer at San Francisco. 
I WILL take you standing, sitting, but you 'll 
have to stand the sitting, 

For a Taycoon who is exiled can’t afford to 
stand a thing ; 
, And I think a might-be monarch, who has had 
to do a flitting, 
| Should be commonly regarded less at stand 
than on the wing. 





_And the very best emporium—that style pre- 
vails at ‘Frisco, 
Which goes in as much for tall talk as it does 
for lowly lives ; 
I’ve before my regal Jens you may compose 
yourself, and risk, oh! 
F’en your sisters, and your cousins, and your 
maiden aunts and wives. 





For, far excellence, 2 prince has a delightful 
way of *‘ taking,” 

Be it civil lists, or merely the affections of 
the crowd 
'(Though I can’t say that in my case the lost 
burden caused much aching), 
| And I’ll take you plain or coloured, and 
| I’l] take you mild or loud. 


| As my parentage will vouch for, I’ve a special 
gift for poses 
Of the angular and awkward, modern super- 
high-art style, 
And the people who’d be taken with stitf 
fingers and blue roses, 
Will find out in my collodion that they ’ve 
thoroughly struck ile. 





} 
Come, walk up, a prince awaits you, and will 
royally adjust 
The position of your flounces and your attitude 
of bust ; 
And his knowledge of Court customs will 
enable him to place 
Even shoddy German traders in a pose akin 
to grace. 


Ile of course knows to perfection how to 
simper and salaam ; 
In the act of Aari-kari would you figure, here 
Iam; 
It would be a nice memento, mounted with 
superior care, 
To diminish the acuteness of your relatives’ 
despair. 
Then what backgrounds I can give you! No 
perspective, and all that 
Mean subserviency to Nature—backgrounds 
beautifully flat, 
| With birds stuck on them like wafers, and the 
trees stuck through like sticks ; 
| Why, against that, Venus Victrix, poor old 
thing, might still play tricks ! 


| Then, if ever I recover my dominion, or part, 
| Think, oh, think! what signal lustre will be 
shed upon your carte! 

When a Taycoon has retaken his hereditary 

seat, 
| To be taken by a Taycoon takes a coon from 
otf his feet! 
O Gem-ini! 

| THE police are said to be at their wits’ ends 

about the IH[atton Garden Post Office robbery. 
| They must not fofe as much; they must get 
u-f~ earl-ier, and never say die-amond till they 
|can meet each other with the exclamation, 
| ‘* We have discovered the thieves, V pal!” 


| A “*CAPITAL” PIECE OF FURNITURE,— 
I An ** interest “4 ] le 
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handed as we could wish. 
vass in Greece, to be carried in Greece, ultimately to sit in Greece, remember, are operations 
calculated to result at best in the candidate’s ‘‘ fatty” degeneration. 
under such circumstances are wellnigh impossible. 
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“THE PHILISTINE WRETCH.” 
NEARLY A CASE OF MANSLAUGHTER. 
siisthetic Youth (who has been sending Wigeles off to sleep by reading poetry).—‘*' THRY 
TELL ME ’TIS MY BIRTHDAY, AND I’LL KEEP IT WITH DOUBLE POMP OF SADNESS.”’ 
Wiggles (suda:n/y waking up).—‘* DONT, OLD MAN; HAVE A STRONG S. AND B. AND 
A LIT OF LUNCH TO START ON, THEN WE’LL TKY AN AFTERNOON AT THE AQUARIUM ; 
AND AFIER A JOLLY GOOD FEED Af THE ‘CRI,’ LET’S DROP IN AND SEE THE 
GAIETY SHOW. SCOTT’S WOULDN’f BE A BAD NOTION FOR SUPPER—CURRIED LOD- 
STER AND WELSH RAEBIT, YOU KNOW; AND WE’LL GET SOME FELLOWS IN, AND 
HAVE A (UIFT GAME AT ‘NAP.,’ TO FINISH UP WITH, AT MY ROOMS.” 
[At this period Wiggles had to run and fetch a doctor, 
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A Greecy Fate. 
No wonder the members of the new Greek Chamber are not quite so spotless and clean- 
To go through an election in the Kingdom of the Hellenes, to can- 


‘* Stainless” politicians 
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FUN. 
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(Wen 


f iture, 


Not Much. 


I xNew that Love and Hope were 
frail, 
But never entertained a notion 
That / should illustrate the tale 
Of Woman’s wiles and Man’s devo- 
tion. 
Despair, with one terrific blow, — 
Has bowled me over like a skittle. 
It seems but half an hour ago 
since I adored her—‘ust a little. 


}Iow oft we stole the spoony walk— 
In streets adjoining Piccadilly— 
When Passion prompted all my talk, 
And made my talk intensely silly ! 
Of things we said and vows we swore 

I scarcely recollect a tittle ; 
She blushed confessions o’er and o’er, 
Till I believed her—just a little. 


A hated rival crossed my path, 
And seized the false and fickle rover ; 
I might have slain him in my wrath, 
3ut he was two yards high and over. 
\y joys are ead ; my dreams are fled, 
Like bubbles bright, but, ah! so brittle ; 
And yet I only wrote, and said 
Phat I despised her—just a little. 











EXHIBITIONS. 


RovAL AcADEMY WINTER EXHIBITION OF WORKS BY THE 


Tut 
ILD MasTeRS.—Although displaying numerous examples from many 
shuice collections, the present assemblage is perhaps not so rich, asa 
whole, as some of its predecessors ; nevertheless, there are abundant 
pecimens of rare excellence to delight the lovers and instruct the earnest 


iudents of the **Old Masters.” 

Tue Grovesnor GALLERY Winter Exhibition is chiefly notable 
for the large collection of pictures by G. I. Watts, R.A., which are in 
themselves a monument of that gifted artist’s rare and exalted abilities. 
ight be almost tempted to say, Watt’s it all about? but it is 
ot so. There isa very admirable collection of water-colours, surpassing 
previous displays in these rooms, and containing many noteworthy works 
»y young men of exceptional abilities. 


Tur Society oF British ARTISTS has gathered together in its 
present Winter Exhibition a considerable number of good praiseworthy 
works, although there are perhaps none of particularly high standard. 
Most of the members maintain their relative positions, but outsiders do 
not suffer by comparison. Whilst the elder artists are well represented, 
‘he younger men show strength and power, boding well for a vigorous 
A large number of indifferent and inferior works have found 
places on the walls which would have been better filled by others that 
have been returned to the artists with the ‘‘ Council’s regrets.” 

THe RoyAL Society OF PAINTERS IN WATER-COLOURS’ Winter 
I’xhibition is a fair average collection, amongst the most remarkable 

ks being Sir John Gilbert’s ‘* The King;” J. W. North’s ‘‘ Season 
of Mist ;”’ Alfred Hunt’s ‘* Durham ;” Clara Montalba’s ‘‘ Coming into 

rt; J. D, Watson’s ‘*A Warm Reception;” Wilmot Pilsby’s 
‘“Withies ” and ‘*Sunday Morning ;” Birket Foster’s ‘St. Gervaise, 
Day” and “ The Falls of the Tummel;” Basil 


; 
i 


Falaise— Market 
Uradley’s ** Getting in the Barley;” and ‘‘ Red Lotus Lilies,’’ by Walter 
Duncan, Most of the other works in the gallery will commend them- 
selves by their merits as well worthy of attention. 

Tuk INstiTUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER- COLOURS, — The pre- 
sent Exhibition may be characterized as above the average, many 
works of superior calibre being in the collection ; as such, we may point 
to F. J. Gregory’s ** Greenhithe” and ‘A Calm on the Medway ;” 
Harry Hine’s *‘ Early Morning,” ‘‘ Pré Mill House,” and ‘ Rough 


|) Sea;"’ G, J. Wimperis’s *‘ Low Tide;” John Fullylove’s ‘‘ Cottages 


n Leicestershire ;” W. Small’s ‘‘ Squire Western and his Daughter ;” 
Mark Fisher's ‘* Near Hontluer” and ‘* Pasturage by the Sea; G. G. 
INilburne’s **An Appointment;” T. W. Wilson’s * First Love ;” T. 
ollier's ** Stacking Peat;" J. D. Linton’s *‘ The Earl of Leicester ;’’ 
:, Clausen’s ** An Interior—Study ;” H. G. Hine’s ‘* Mill at Offham, 
Sussex ;’° and C, Green's * Cup and Ball” and ‘‘ Yours Devotedly.” At 
itime when ‘black and white” is being more deeply studied, better 
nderstood, and generally appreciated, the drawings by Mr. C. Green 
t as abl Many other works in the gallery 
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AN EVIL DAY FOR FUN. 
l'un sits holding his head and rocking himself to and fro in an agony 
of fear and perplexity. ; 

Now and again he gazes at himself in the glass to ascertain whether 
the fixed stare of idiotcy or the meaningless glare of insanity is visible 
in his eye. Now and again he looks at his spirit bill to discover whether 
he has inadvertently brought on de/irium tremens. Now and again he 

inches himself, or inserts his penknife in his calf, to find out whether 
he is dreaming some dreadful dream. Now and again he rubs himself 
with a lucky sixpence to undo any evil spell which might possibly be 
upon him. Then he goes through a series of processes to the end of 
ascertaining whether it is the world that is mad—whether the com- 
munity of his fellow-creatures has de/. trem.—whether they it is who are 
acting under the influence of sleep—whether ¢hey are labouring under 
some nasty spell. And at length he almost begins to think that ¢/at 
must really be the state of the case. 

For there is something peculiar about things —some strange, unwhole- 
some, horrible, revolting mixing up of the awful, the sad, the tragic, the 
comic, and the burlesque—which FUN (who is good at understanding 
things, mostly) can mof understand, and doesn’t want to either ! 

Twice lately has there fallen upon Fun the black shadow of a tragic 
occurrence—a shadow that has chilled him until he has drawn tighter 
about him his particoloured cape,and awed and grieved him until he 
has thrown down his bauble and _ hidden his face. 

The first time it seemed to be a murder. He seemed to hear a pistol- 
shot ; he seemed to see the head of a people fall; then linger in agony 
for many weeks; then die. Ile seemed to hear the wail of the people 
go up; to hear regret and indignation on every tongue ; to hear vows of 
vengeance upon the murderer, and reports of groups of men drawn 
together fer vengeance. Then he thought he heard rumours of an 
approaching trial. He, deluded as he was, fancied that all this was tragic, 
serious, and awful. But gradually, as he observed, it seemed to his 
senses that laughter mingled with the sounds of grief and anger. 





Then | 


Fun seemed to be ina place where the murderer sat at a table; and | 


they told FUN that it was a court of justice, and that the murderer was | 


on his trial. But—was it all part of one troubled and incongruous dream, 
or a dream in the midst of other events that were real ?—FUN seemed to 


have a feeling that he had got into a theatre by mistake, and struggled | 


always to get out of it and find the court of justice; yet others around 
him seemed to think it was the court; and I UN’s brain ached with all 
this. And one who was called the prisoner (but seemed to FuN’s be- 
wildered sense to be the clown) flung ceaseless gibes and roaring jests at 
one called the judge (who seemed like the pantaloon). And this went 





on for many weeks, and the merriment grew fast and furious; and to | 
Fon’s wild puzzlement it seemed that there was going up and down | 


traps, and rallies, and many trick-acts, and turning of somersaults per- 
petually, and blue and red fires ; so that FwN could bear no more, but 
hurled himself from the pandemonium and fled. 

And the second time it seemed as if some respected and earnest man, 
with many relatives and friends who loved him well, was lost between 
earth and sky. And none could tell if he had gone to the sky or not 
And /Ais seemed a grave and sad thing too; for search was made all 
round the coasts, and in foreign lands, for some trace of the missing 
man or a balloon—for a balloon was in it. But while FuN was 
thinking sadly on this tao, this too seemed to turn to merriment ; for 
there were those—whether men, or devils, or vermin, FUN could not 
make out in his bewilderment—who made a gay jest of casting upon the 
sea sham balloons to lead the searchers on fool’s errands, and bottles 
containing lying manuscripts purporting to come from the lost man. 
And at this stage FUN seemed to grow full of loathing, contempt, and 
abhorrence, and to wonder why devils were allowed to stray on the 
_— and why all noisome vermin were not swept away from the face 
of it. 

And still FUN knows not whether he wakes or sleeps—whether he is 
mad or sane —whether he is in the midst of a vision that makes the frame 
shudder. 

But this one thing he knows—that since he has found out upon what 
foundations mirth and merriment are built up now, and to what use 
they are turned now, and what occasions are thought fitting for them 
now, he will have no more of this his profession henceforth, but will 
burn his bauble, lest the world may think that he hath formed it out 
of a mute’s staf, 


Harrison Ainsworth. 


Tie ‘glad New Year” has begun by bringing to an end the long 
and successful life of Mc. Harrison Ainsworth. The recent bestowal of 
honours by his native townsmen put a crown upon his career. By his 
works he has charmed, spellbound, and delighted millions during his 
lifetime, and millions may mourn his loss now that he is dead; but it 
is some consolation to know that ‘‘his works live after him,” and their 
wer will reign supreme, though he has ceased to reign. 
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Paddies Evermore. 


Ata recent Lend League Ladies’ Meeting at Ballydehob, the police 
cautioned them that they would be prosecuted if they persevered, and 
were answered by the singing ofa revolutionary air, ‘‘ Paddies evermore.’ 


On, these Lady Leaguers truly 
Act as sure none others can ; 
They deny and scorn so throughly 
The supremacy of man ! 
Do they cry, the pretty darlings, 
When they’re chided? No such thing! 
But with voices clear as starlings 
They contemptuously sing. 





-—— 0 > oe. - 





When police, on force relying, 
Lid them mind what they ‘re about, 
'T is their method of replying 
** Paddies evermore ”’ to shout :— 
Though we always thought that Paddies 
Meant, in either prose or song, 
Not the lassies but the laddies ; 
But it seems that we were wrong. 





English folk might think it folly 
And a sign of mauvais ton, 

If, say, Paul called Azmself Polly, 
Or if Jane called Aerself John. 

But O’Briens and O’Gradys 
Inconsistencies ignore, 

So no doubt these [rish ladies 
Will be ‘** Paddies evermcre.” 


eee 





| A Long Line of Relations. 
| Iv is said that ‘* Prince Bismarck will shortly make im- 


| portant statements concerning the relations between Prussia 
and the Vatican.” The sisters, and the cousins, and the 
aunts in the line of country indicated must be careful what 
'they are about, or things will look very Prussian-blue for 


| them 


| 





Latest from Washiugton. 


SAYS Judge Porter to Guiteau, 

** Your insults I veto !”’ 

(;uiteau says to his Judge, 

** Your remarks are mere fudge.” 


POLLY-THEISTS.—Worshippers of Mary. 











NECK OR NOTHING, 


Ninrod.—‘** POOR TorrpincTON GOT AN UGLY FALL LAST WEDNESDAY, 
BROKE HIS COLLAR-BONE!” 
oman Young Lady (who itotices men's dress). —‘*OH, DEAR! 
IIIs COLLAR-BONE ! 


liow DREADFUL! 
THINK OF HIS POOR COLLAR!” 











THE FIRST WEEK. 


(NeW D1ARY-LEAVES TURNED OVER.) 


Monday.—Kise solemnly—and earlier than usual, somewhere about 
| half-past ten—full of the awe-inspiring thought that this is another mile- 
| stone on the road of life (poetic idea that, but seem to have seen it some- 
where). And at once, in the matter of that getting up, I must amend! 
| I’ll buy an alarum, and fix it perpetually at cight. Mustn’t overdo it. 
| This will tend to the properly social breakfast of a family man, as dis- 

tinguished from the naughty newspaper repast of the solitary. Into 
town, and don’t talk to Brown in "bus, because he belongs to a con- 
vivial club where newspaper men go—and I must begin to drop low 
company at my time of life. Home carly for dinner, instead of going 
to my club for sherry and bitters and a chat. Result: dinner not ready, 
_andarow. Never mind, must begin to practise paticnce. 
| Tuesday.—Well, it wasn’t exactly eight. But if I did stop the alarum 
| and go to sleep again, one can’t revolutionize one’s existence all at once. 
And it wasn’t more than half-past nine, after all. Practised patience 
by settling row, and hearing the other party remark that she was glad 
I knew when I was wrong at last! Had to say just a word or two to 
Brown—on business. In fact, I am going to—well, rather use Brown 
than otherwise. To the club: must mix with one’s fellow-men. But 
no sherry and bitters, and resolutely refuse whist. Quiet evening in 
bosom of family. How the baby does vociferate! Teeth, of course ; 
but he couldn’t make more noise if they were tusks. 

Wednesday.—Ha! up at seven this time. Not the alarum, though 
—the baby ! Rather a row about baby, I''m afraid, and this time I don’t 
exercise all the patience requisite to entitle one to rank with the pro- 
verbial Job. In fact, I rather bang the door than otherwise. Bad, this 
—at another milestone on road of life, etc. ; but Angelica zs irritating 
at times. Stay out to dinner, and telegraph ‘‘business.” It’s insult to 
injury, I’m afraid, but—well, I do get home before twelve ; and I was 
adamant in refusing that last whisky punch at the clu!. 





| 


{ 


! 


Thursday.—Splendid offer in the City, in Peruvians. But no, I have , 
given up this kind of rash speculation, this commercial gaming ; must | 
think of wife and fainily. Feel that 1 really owe myself something for | 
resisting, and am carly at club; and I think the waiter said /wo sherry | 
and bitters. In good humour home to dinner, and find Angelica 1s | 
dining with her mother. Not a good humour, but rather too much 
grog—and words subsequently. 

Friday.— .... Those Peruvians! Brown cleared four thousand 
over them, and sneers at me offensively for waiting. Buy; this isn't | 
speculation, it’s certainty! Shun club, and am amiable, as usual, at 
home. So is Angelica, which is not so usual. 

Saturday.—Why was I so ridiculous about giving up gaming—that ts 
to say, why didn’t I give it up yesterday, and not the day before? Pcru- 
vians nowhere. Fifteen hundred to the bad. After melancholy day in 
City go to club to cheer myself up. Whist till past dinner-time, Why 
did I renounce it ?—win forty pounds, which is something, in spite of 
Peruvians. Don’t tell Angelica, because she has always told me so. | 
Don't tell about whist either ; would only make her think the drawing- 
room wanted a new carpet. 

Sunday.—Throw bootjack at that confeunded alarum and smash it: | 
man can’t bea slave to that kind of thing; destroys his individuality, 
hang it! Invitation from Brown. Good fellow, Brown, lends me the | 
four thousand without interest. Dine at his convivial club, and even | 
the newspaper men rattling amusing company. But something awlully 
powerful in convivial cigars, or it may have been convivial oysters. 
Seem to create inextinguishable thirst—and home four o'clock, Qh, | 
dear, the first week ’s just about the same as the last. Well, we'll put 
off the turning over of the new leaves till—till 1883. | 


a 


A Nominal Suggestion. 


Mr. Dr Gex, Q.C., has been appointed Treasurer of Lincoln’s Inn 
to the natural De-Gex-ion of the unsuccessful candidates. 
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A FAIRY TALE.—FRAGMENTARY. 
(More WONDERFUL THAN ALL THE FICTITIOUS ON?s.) 
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Once upon a time there was an enchanted palace, named the War Office, where an old miser, named The Authorities, slept a long enchanted sleep; while seiitries of 
red tape held him bound, and also watched over the bounty money and medals, due to many a deserving soldier, that they might not be given to him. 
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he entered, the whole fabric—walls, Authorities, 
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Mrs. Britanniaa—“YOU ASK TOO MUCH, M. ¢ 
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FUN. 








A WELL-EXECUTED PLAN. 


(Being FUN’s Prophetic Description of the next Fire in a London 


Theatre.) 


Our special reporter, inquiring around, 
Has noticed that very acute and profound 
Sensations exist on a theme that requires 
Attention—the theme of theatrical fires. 


The many remarks that have reached him attest 
That the feeling which animates every breast 

Is one of disgust, in its liveliest shape, 

At the present inadequate means of escape. 


The common opinion was loudly exprest 
That the matter should not be permitted to rest 
Till measures effective, and thorough, and sure, 
Were taken to render the public secure. 


Our special reporter took pains to amass 
The views and opinions of every class, 

In order to thoroughly well understand 

The feeling in vogue on the subject in hand, 


He found the opinionists’ principal goal 

Was banning the manager body and soul, 
With notions for rending him body and limb, 
And plans of ingenious tortures for him. 


The Carpenter said that the first thing to do 

Was sawing the manager slowly in two ; 

And then he proceeded to put into shape 

‘/is capital plans for ensuring escape. 

He went the whole round of the home of the play 
And showed, in a pithily practical way, 

His method of bolting and barring, contrived 

To yield at a touch when the moment arrived. 


The Mason, not much of an orator, toiled 

To explain 4uw the manager ought to be boiled. 

‘* There ’s safety,’ he said, ‘‘in one method alone— 
That ’s building the stairways entirely of store.” 

There wasn’t a doubt that the manager ought 

To be slowly disjointed, the Clothier thought ; 

Then briefly he mentioned /4e thing that would pay,— 
Unburnable clothing for folks at the play. 


The Attendants remarked (though they didn’t condemn) 
That if the affair were entrusted to them, 

Each being supplied with the key ofa door, 

The audience never need fear any more. 


The Public, by anger and bitterness stirred, 
Were first too indignant to utter a word ; 
I’rom subsequent gasps it was gleaned that they yearned 
For the hanging of everybody concerned. 
ot x % # * 


Then a play was announced, and the audience went, 
And put on those clothes which that Clothier sent ; 
The Carpenter—highly intelligent man— 

tiad made all the doors and the bolts to his plan ; 


The stairs were of stone, and as broad as could be, 
And every Attendant was given a key ; 

And things were as safe as the heart could desire, 
When one of the audience shouted out ‘‘ Fire!” 


sut the Carpenter party of whom I have sung, 
‘Lo save himself sevenpence-farthing, had hung 
The doors without hinges, and so it transpired 
That they couldn’t be opened, now that was required. 


They couldn’t in any event, if you please, 
Kecause the Attendants had lost all the keys ; 
Moreover the Mason, most prudently bent 

On saving elevenpence, cost of cement, 


Had gaily omitted the same from the stair, 

Which fell when the audience hurled themselves there. 
And the patent unburnable dresses were shed, 

As the maker had glued them to save him in thread, 


But it wouldn’t have mattered had all been in shape, 
As the Audience set themselves sof to escape ; 

Their plan was to block up the exits, and shout 

And fight as if mad—and ¢/ey carried it out. 


And after it all, when they came to inquire, 

They found that there never had been any fire ; 
As it happened, they all had escaped from a grand 
Manslaughtero-suicide, splendidly plann’d! 














“PORTE” IN A STORM. 


yr to the exigencies of the weather, the Porte has postponed until 


spnng the introduction of reformsin Armenia, —Lorp Di ERIN, Da 


OUR ROUND OF THE ENTERTAINMENTS. 
AT Christmas-time (amd other times) you'll generally tind 
Some folks who are not very much to theatres inclined ; 


And there are other people who to cater for them aim— 
Now let us note the pabulum provided by the same. 


The Canterbury Music Hall, for elegance and ease, 

Is eminently calculated connoisseurs to please, 

Of ev'ry ballet spectacle you ’Il find it has the pull 

In something which they acvertise **Cabul, Cabul, Cabul.”’ 


The Oxford has a programme which, they tell us, is immense : 
There ’s the lady they ve engaged at an unlimited expense, 
There ’s Jolly Nash, whose laughing sengs we never can resist, 
There ‘s Leybourne and Fred Albert and a fair ventriloquist ; 


They ’ve balladists, contortionists, and pantomimists too, 

Miss Kussell singing songs as years ago she used to do, 

These ’s Sydney Franks, Miss Stewart, Bessie Bellwood, and the rest ; 
There’s liquor too; but that’s a thing we never, never test. 


Then the Westminster Aquarium has lets of things to see, 
And all the extra shows and things are absolutely free ; 
Farini’s Tattooed ‘ Nobleman,” a novelty will rank ; 
Miss Beckwith you’ll discover with her brother in a tank. 


The Moore and Burgess Minstrels, in St. James's greater hall, 
Will quite repay the visitor who goes and makes a call. 

The quips and cranks and jokes and things are far from falling flat ; 
There’s such a song about ‘‘a Girl who wears an Archer hat.” 


They ’ve ballad concerts now and then at what they call ‘‘the Vic, ;” 
The Mohawks at the distant Agricultural are ‘slick ;” 

And at the Agricultural they have a country fair ; 

And mirth and joke and jollity are quartered everywhere. 


The Increase of Crime in Ireland. 


‘‘ THERE never was ary party, faction, sect, or cabal whatsoever, in 
which the most ignorant were not the most violent; for a bee is mot a 
busier animal than a blockhead.” So says Pope, and his words apply 
to uneducated ruffians in Ireland, who think to advance their ends by 
slaughtering inoffensive women and mutilating harmless cattle. Mr. 
Herbert Gladstone says that the state of Ireland is exaggerated tenfold 
by the English Press; but, unfortunately for this sweeping statement, 
everybody must notice that the list of dond fide outrages enlarges daily. 
These crimes show what harm a handful of fanatical maniacs can work 
on the minds of an uncultivated, illiterate peasantry,—who otherwise 
would be cultivating their land, breeding and converting their pigs into 
gentle bacon, instead of attacking each other. Surely at last they will 
find out that to kill with intent to salt is better than to assault with 
intent to kill. 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


ELL, well, on the whole I’m in- 
clined to think it is a good thing 
Christmas does come but once a 
year. Not that I don’t enjoy Christ- 
mas—I do extremely. I like the 
jollity, and merry-making, and par- 
ties, and things (though I don’t think 
I should care to be the host to the 
Moreton Brothers), and I like Christ- 
mas Day itself—especially when it 
comes on a Sunday ; the tradespeo- 
ple ‘‘keep it” on the Monday, and 
forget all about asking for Christmas 
boxes until too late: why, I had to 
run half-way down the street after the 
postman to give him his; but I’m 
glad Christmas comes only once a 
year; and if you want a reason from 
a single-handed noticer of theatrical 
novelties, well, look at the theatres ! 
How am I to get through that lot 
before the next Christmas novelties 
appear ? 


The Drury Lane pantomime is a 
triumph of gorgeousness and “ gag,” and there is as strong a cast as 
could be wished for. The people at Covent Garden have put on a 

| wonderful Shoe which admirers of humour and mechanism will (strange 

| to say) be sorry to see the ‘‘last ”’ of. Taken from Life at the Adelphi 

| is a clever melodrama of the /V/or/d and Youth pattern, with perhaps a 
trifle more literary merit, which you’ll own is not extravagant praise. 
| It is just a question to me whether A/addin at the Gaiety isn’t as funny 

- the famous Forty; the dresses are very novel, and Mr. Edward 

| Terry’s is a welcome return, Mr. Pinero’s Syuire has created « sensa- 

tion in more senses than one. Some of these things I hope to touch 
upon in detail next week, 








On Boxing Night the Lyceum gave us a scene of luxury and beauty 
before the curtain, and what seemed like a look into the past on the 
stage, Like all looks into the past, though, things were seen ‘‘ with a 
diflerence.” In Zwo Hoses, Lottie, Jack, and Our Mr, Jenkins were not 
yuite the pleasant persons I used to think them. Digby Grant alone 
stands the test of time. This confirms me in an impression which I 
have always had, that this piece is a triumphant example of dexterously 
‘fitting a company.” The mannerisms and peculiarities which are the 
life-blood of Grant are more or less personal to Mr. [rving; the same 
may be said of Our Mr. Jenkins and the late Mr. Honey, and, ina much 
less degree, of Jack and the late Mr. EI. J. Montague. 

Mr. Irving’s Grant is still the tinished study it always was, with many 
thoughtful touches added, though the lavish adulation he has received 
is, I think, scarcely called for,—he surely fails to give the right variety 
|to the recurring ‘‘ How dare you?” addressed to Jack. I should take 
| the first to be an exclamation of pure anger at what he must think an 

outrage; the second, a sort of agitated ‘‘surprise that such thinge can 
ibe;” and the third (when I should suppose him to have recovered 
| himself), a piece of pompous self-assertion, Then, again, the impatient 
‘*Ah! ah! ah!” addressed to Lottie, becomes a sort of funny little 
| bark which is irritating. But on the whole the performance is worthy 
| of the actor, who shows by innumerable little touches the man of 
| genius, thought, and resource, giving very perfect picture of the hum- 
bug who has even humbugged himself. 





Mr. David James’s genial face and manner were heartily welcomed 
in the person of Our Mr, Jenkins, who was deservedly applauded for a 
very complete performance. Some judicious excisions have been made 
in Jenkins’s speeches over the *‘ sample case,’’ and it is a pity but what 
the same supervision had been exercised over some in the third act. 
Mr, Terriss is a very good Jack, but lacks tenderness somewhat. Mr, 
G, Alexander (a new comer) gave a careful rendering of Caleb LDeecie, 
and Mr. Howe played Furnivall carefully. 








The Ida of Miss Helen Mathews (who appeared vice Miss Fanny 
Josephs, indisposed) was very praiseworthy, particularly in the second 
act (but why in the name of wonder, Mr. Irving, hasn't she a three-fold 
dining-room screen to hide behind instead of a ridiculous fire-screen 
that would scarcely hide a fly?) ; but, with every disposition to favour a 
painstaking lady, I can only describe Miss Winifred Emery’s Lottie as 
superficial ; she works conscientiously and does her best, but there is 

decided want of depth. 


? ] } f sha le . } ath 2 } } - 
¢ d old days « e Koyalty seem to have returned, the days 








of 








merry ‘‘ Patty Oliver,” when we always got our farce to begin with, our 
two-act domestic drama, and our bright well cast burlesque to complete 
Some weeks ago I said ‘the Royalty is nothing without 


the tale. 
burlesque, and, with such a company, why not Aave a burlesque? 
Mr. Henderson has wisely taken my advice—(of course! of course! mm) 
advice)—and the result is brilliant success. 


~uto is the model of what a burlesque should be, except that it lacks | 





rather in ‘‘ character ’—sparkling lines, funny puns, coherent story, and 


first-class mounting have made it a draw already. 
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Tuk Rovacttr: \-VENISON AN INSU! 


Orpheus is full of vivacity, and she has forgotten none of her cunning as | 
Mr, Glenny is a funny Aristzeus, and Master Gerard a supple | 
Mr. W. J. Hill is Pluto—and everybody knows what W. J. | 


a dancer, 
Cerberus. 


Hill is ; his inimitable drollery is rather thrown away on the part, though. | 


By the way, Mr, Hill sings a very comical duet with Miss Wadman on ° 


the **Glou-glou”’ air from Za Mascotte—that evidently wants another | 


verse ; what do Mr, Hill and Miss Wadman say to this ?— 


I;URYDICE, When tenderly you call me duck, 
And sing it to me in the wrong key, 


PLUTO, When underneath your chin I chuck, 

And for the act you call me don(g)key ; 
Eury. Ah, then, for causes not remote, 

To which we cannot well be blinded, 
PLUTO, We of the duck and donkey’s note 

Are irresistibly reminded. 
URY. Duckling’s note is sweet, 
PLUTO. Donkey’s that can beat. 

Low his gentle voice is, haw! hee-haw ! hee-haw ! | 
EuRY. Soft their pretty quack. 
PLUTO, Duckling ’s best to eat, 
EuRY, Donkey ’s best to beat, 
PLUTO. Though his gentle voice is haw! hee-haw! Xc. 





Miss Wadman’s Eurydice is very pleasant and amusing, her singing 
being particularly good ; Miss Maude Taylor is a sprightly Proserpine, 
and Miss Trevor deserves a word for a rather funny ‘Classical Tilly 
Slowboy.’’ There is a bright, down-Kast, Kocky-Mountain air about 
Miss Ella Chapman’s Charon, with its distinctive dancing, singing, and 
banjo-playing, which is very taking and refreshing. 

Mr. Sims's piece at the Opera Comique is outrageously funny, and 
thoroughly Simsian. Thoroughly Simsian in the madness of a mirth 
which yet has ‘* method in’t” ; and a big point in its favour is that, amid 
all the wild, intricate, and diverting complications the characters get into, 
the audience is never allowed to lose the thread fora moment, and the 
story is held so well in hand that a few sentences at the end set every- 
thing right. /other-in-Law is a piece to be seen by every one witha 
taste for what the author rather harshly calls ‘* frivolous” comedy. It is 
a piece thoroughly clever, thoroughly funny, and thoroughly pure. 





Miss Sallie Turner gives full effect to the character of the Mother-in-Law, 
Mr. Vernon makes the most of the perplexed author Talfourd Twigg, 
Mr. Bishop is splendid in make-up and manner as the joke-cutting lawyer, 
and Miss Houliston is a very pleasant Rosa Matilda, a lady whose pecu- 
liarities are sufficiently indicated by her name. The company, indeed, 
is very good all round; but the characters are of the class that ** play 


themselves,’’ making no great call upon the actor, NESTOR. 








Miss Thompson's 
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SOME ENCORE VERSES 
To THAT Toric SONG WE GAVE IN OUR LAST BUT ONE, | 


WE go to the play, and we greatly admire, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

The doors to be opened in case of a fire, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

But cannot help thinking, to make it all right, 

In case of a theatre ‘‘ catching alight,” 

They ought to be use-able every night, | 
We are such a couple of fools! 





We think more security ought to be found, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

J°or workers in collieries under the ground, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

We think when a train is smashed up on the rails, 

And it’s shown what an option of codes there prevails, 

The men who compile them should people our jails, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We’re pleased to remark we ’ve been frequently dunned, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

For the Mansion House Ellis Political Fund, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

The Treaty of Commerce ’twixt England and France 

Shows little appearance of rapid advance ; 

We don’t think the thing has the ghost of a chance, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


Ne eee 


We'd bring nary blush to America’s face, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

But the trial of Guiteau we think a disgrace, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

We think ’t would be best to withdraw the police, 

And give Mr. Guiteau immejut release, 

For, when he is lynched, they can try him in peace, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


London Cottage Mission. 


To aid in building a new mission hall for this deserving 
charity, a Bazaar is to be held at the Myddelton Hall, Isling- 
ton, onthe 11th, 12th, and 13th inst. ; all whose mission it is 
to be charitably disposed can render valuable aid by their 
patronage, and get good value for their money, in giving their 
support. This, though in our columns, is not said in Fun, 








Fons. —** WHAT 

Brown.—* Ou! I pon’r KNOW; I THINK I'LL HAVE A SCOTCH €OLD,.” 

Fones (inclined to be waggtsh).—‘' AH, DO, 
LAST WEEK}; IT WAS FIRST-RATE,” 
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COLD WITHOUT. 
WILL YOU HAVE, Brown?” 








I HAD AN ENGLISH ONE 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND HIS OSTRICH BROOD. 


It is not for me, Sir, to say in what particular paths of life I have 
distinguished myself. It is not for me, in fact, to anticipate the epitaph 
a sorrowing nation may inscribe upon my tomb. But yet, Sir, in case 
any question should arise on this point when I am gone—in case, say, 
rival inscriptions be urged, or disputes arise as to the exact words 
which would most fitly find a place on my memorial slab—I would ven- 
ture to suggest that the following short and simple legend would appro- 
priately represent what may haply prove the crowning labour of my 
Extra-Special life :— 

‘*He BROUGHT UP FouR YOUNG OsTRICHES BY HAND!” 

Yes, Sir, that is all. Few words, you see, and simple as may be; 
and yet, to those who know the living ostrich intimately, or have studied 
in books the habits of that leggy bird, they will, methinks, tell a story 
at once eloquent and adventuresome, and convey a suggestion of pluck 
and determination so abnormal that it is certainly not for me to dwell 
upon them. 

‘* Tle brought them up by hand!” Yes, let that be the record of the 
future ; but meanwhile, as you may have guessed, such an epitaph would 
be slightly premature. As a matter of fact, that is to say, I am still en- 
gaged in bringing my four young and downy ostrichlings up by hand, 
and the operation is by no means completed, 

You will recollect, no doubt, in what a sudden way seven nearly- 
hatched ostrich-eggs were ieft on my hands early in November. How 
thereupon the members of my household and myself devotedly took to our 
beds, each of us with his or her egg, and never allowed one of the seven to 
get cold for close upon fifteen days, is also matter of history, though the full 
details of that fortnight of domestic heroism still remain to be written. 
But since our devotion was rewarded by the hatching of five young birds 
(one, alas! never lived to come down from the attic where it broke its 
shell, but came to a sooty end up the chimney) you have heard nothing 


- Of the brood. The truth is that ill-omened Co-operative Ox of ours has 


monopolized my time and attention, and the fact that I am still bringing 


iA. 4 


up four feathery younglings by hand is in itself a significant proof, I 
think, that they have been saved for some great end. 

Far be it from me to boast, but there is something pleasurable, say 
what you will, in being the first ostrich farmer in my native isle ; and it 
was mainly this feeling that sustained me when, during that severe spell 
of weather we had some weeks since, I thrice left my warm couch each 
night and administered beet-tea to my callow charges through a glass 
tube. 

But amply have I been repaid or my care, and I only wish you could 
look in now, Sir, and see me as I sit writing in my secondhand green- 
house, with my four young ostriches around me gambolling in their 
downy glee, and already giving fair promise of that development of tail- 
feather which fills the ostrich farmer’s soul with jocund joy. 

There is always a fly in the ointment, though, and the inherited in- 
stinct which leads my young birds to swallow any odd articles of hard- 
ware they find about is already becoming annoying. So long as they 
kept to rusty nails, pieces of flowerpots, and the covers of empty meat- 
tins, I laughed at what I thought a queer idiosyncrasy ; but when it came 
to them swallowing between them a valuable Chubb’s latchkey and a 
presentation silver fruit-knife, which I carelessly left about, I seriously 
thought of muzzling them. 

I have not yet done so, however ; in fact, the bird which bolted the 
Chubb has grown so much more than the others that I am not sure it 
would not pay to feed him on old keys altogether. 

But this point, and many others of equal interest, I propose to raise 
shortly at a small gathering I have convened at my house to consider 
*¢ Ostriculture ” in all its phases. I have invited Dr. Darwin, Professor 
Huxley, the Secretary of the ‘‘ Zoo,” Mr. Tegetmeier, and other ornitho- 
logists to attend, and if the ostriches only survive, I anticipate a most 
instructive meeting. 

Meanwhile, as Biddy, my favourite bird, is making a spirited attack 
upon my heels, I will say no more, but proceed to distribute the sixteen- 
pence in bronze, sent by an appreciative returned South African colonist, 
amongst my lanky pfrofevee:. 
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THE DAWN OF GENIUS. 


The Vicar.—** 1 AM SURE THE INSPECTOR WILL BE ASTONISHED,” 
Miss Brown. —** THE MIXTURE OF QUAINTNESS AND ORIGINALITY IN THESE CHILDREN’S REPLIES LEADS ME TO EXPECT THAT THOSE 
OF THEM WHO ARE NOT PORTS IN AFTER YEARS WILL BE DISTINGUISHED NOVELISTS.” 








A Great Blunder. 
Oscar Wilde says be is disappointed with the Atlantie.—Dasly Pager. 
THeRk’s Oscar Wilde, that gifted chylde, 


Fair Poesie’s anointed, 
Has, like a brick, the Atlantic 
Crossed, to be disappointed. 
Poor Oscar Wilde, zsthetic chylde : 
The Atlantic ought to know it! 
A fault so grave to misbehave 
And disappoint a poet ! 





Very like a Whale. 
‘*A DEAD whale was washed up on the beach at Milford last Sunday 
morning. 


smelt nearly a mile away. 
ever been seen with the eye or perceived with the nasal organ, 


This is the éa//es¢ thing in whales that has 
There 


generality of people would not a whale themselves of the opportunity, 


AN IrtsH REPTILE LEFT By ST. PATRICK.—The Erin Co-bra! 


is a well-known dirge entitled ‘‘ Let us wail,” but we should think the | 


It measured sixty feet in length, and was so /igh it could be | 


Fust published, Price Twopence. 


“FUN” ALMANAC for 1882. 


TWELVE PAGES OF ILLUSTRATIONS 
BY BEST ARTISTS OF THE DAY. 
LITERARY MATTER BY BEST AUTHORS. 
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Now Ready, One Shilling ; post-free, ts. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1882. 


THIRTY PAGES OF PICTURES 


By Gorpon Tuomson, J. F. Sutitivan, F. Barnarp, Hat Lup.ow, H. Tuck, 
E. Griset, E. G. Datzset, H. SANDERCock, J. W. HouGHuTon, 
M, Srrrtcu, and Lieut.-Col. SeccomsBe. 


WITH PROSE AND VERSE 


By Cuas. G, Letanp (Hans Breitmann), Dutton Coox, Goprrey TURNER, 
H. S. Leigh, Byron Wesser, Matruew Browns, A. A. Dowry, 
G. Manvitte Fenn, THe Autuor or “ Littiput Levge,” 
And other distinguished Authors. 





To be had ot any Bookseller and Newsagent, at all Railway Bookstalls, and at 
“FUN" OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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ALLEN & HANBURYS 


THE Oil for delicate §4 PERFECTED ” 


Stomachs. Does not 








Press Trade Mark, a Plough. 


cause the usual nausea or after-taste. 


See opinions of the entire Medical 
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THE RECOVERED SON. | aa eae 
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(A Ballad of the Other Side of the Question, by 
a Wrone-headed Contributor whom we have 
since dischargid.) 
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In deep and agonizing doubt, | ie | 
And grim remorse that knew no stint, —— ee Mii Al im" tT 
SY A wretched father cremnes from out Wei (ett - ay 
SY His humble home behind the Mint; ee | iy HN (lye ‘ia 
SS As pale as some de ected ghost i! ‘eas! Se A ET 
Sg With inward bitterness and gall, mig Juli SAN \ i" 
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He sat upon a corner-post 
Beside his favoured house of call. 
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A broken tale he tried to spin, 
From which, as near as I could learn, 
He seemed to bea partner in 
A paying burglary concern ; 
His story—not devoid of force, 
Yet inconsecutively spun— 
Appeared to point to some remorse 
About a lost and injured son. 
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IIe’d sold this son—so ran the tale— 
To pine within some Arab’s grip, 
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Beneath the subterfuge and veil AV 
} U] OFtnoas xX apprenticeship ; Fy AN \\ 
It seemed that when this act was done 
ha ‘ no! O! 4 i t >< 
| It ¢ ne LO him tO le irn bis 
f that great op’ning for his son, 
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The paying burglary concern. 


‘‘TTe might have had an honoured nam 
And learned to burglarize and that,” 
The father said, ‘* inst cad of shame 
Attaching to an acrobat ; 
now, of father’s care nel 
Ile don’t know how to steal a blow! 
(The very lowest kind of theft, 



































| | As I suppose, that burglars know.) 
| O reader, spare this father’s acts = 
Their seemingly deserved abuse, aa 
And let’s examine all the facts =| 
In hopes of finding some excuse : - 3 Ht “AN 
SE The parent, poor and ill-advised, Re * 
Without one trusty guide on earth, —_ na 
Had never fully realized ae ae 
es | The gutter’s elevating worth. ! 
In tearing, at that early time 
32 : (Which lacked the after-light to come), 
His child from out the wholesome crime 
And healthy squalor of the slum, 
Ile scarcely grasped the fearful fall 
(At which the sense in horror starts) 
— From these advantages to all 
The acrobat’s unholy arts. 
BO I1is understanding failed to see 
. __ (Because his mind was so depraved) HOW IT CAME ABOUT. 
That when at home one mzst be free, 
Tuck, And go abroad to be enslaved ; | Chila of Inquiring Mind.—‘' YOU MUST BE VERY OLD, Betty.” 
Iie had no notion, being thick, Betty —JIST NINETY, MIs 
That happy freedom’s very roots C. of J. M.—“*ARE YoU, THOUGH? Do you THINK YOU'LL EVER BE TWO OR 
Are nurtured by a mother’s stick, THREE HUNDRED? I s’POSE SOME PEOPLE LIVE AS OLD AS THAT, DON’T THEY?” | 
And fostered by a father’s boots. B.—** Nor NOwW-A-DAYS, Miss. THEY DID USED TO ’AVE SICH ’ABITS IN TIMES 
_— ee ee ee ee ee GONE BY, AND VERY ONPLEASANT ’ABITS THEY WAS, ‘COS AFTER REACHIN’ A FEW 
nt AF esesagl ae HUNDREDS THEY GOT SO ORFULL BAD AT LAS, THEY ALL AD TO BE DROWNDED. 
To hopes benign and genial joys ’ 
To tell him folks were searching out <= —_————= = == 
and at | ; The parents of those very boys. Reform it altogether. | 
2.C. Paternal love is not a whim ; | 
I knew he grieved for what he’d done, THE Chaplain of the Middlesex Hospital has written to the papers on behalf of a young woman | 
— And was the means of causing him and her child, the husband having been struck down fatally by fever within a week or two of his | 
To re-embrace his injured son. | arrival in London with his family. By the time this appears in print we have no doubt the | 
| public will have generously responded and given the ‘‘ fresh start’ asked for; but what about | 
y The grateful father since has taught | the fever den near the Euston Road alluded to? We should think it was time the sanitary in- 
a His child the calling of its dad ; | spector made ‘‘a fresh start” in that direction. | 
) I lent him cash, and he has bought [ 2a acme te | 
A little ‘*jemmy ” for the lad ; | 
I’m contident that he will win | A Willing Villain. | 
A name to give his parent joy. A FORGER now expiating his crime in penal servitude bitterly complains that he was always 
iH * s * * taught from his youth up he ought ‘to set to work with a ae, ’ but that he had scarce'y com- 
Last night I ht him breaking in— me nce 1 to practically carry out the advice of his father than he found himself ina place where he 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


SUPPOSE as long as there is 
a demand for such plays as 
Taken from Life (and there 
seems to be a pretty strong one 
just now) they will be written, 
and I suppose as long as they 
are written they will be styled 
‘“‘new and original.” The 
piece, let me say at once, is 
a thorough success—and that 
is the justification of its exist- 
ence. Mr. Henry Pettitt, the 
author, has felt the audience- 
pulse withconsummate acumen, 
and gives them as much clap- 
trap as they can reasonably de- 
sire. The Adelphi management 





have mounted the piece to per- 
fection, and it is very respect- 
ably acted 

Df "7" 


( 


ING THE CHANNELL, 


All the necessary ingredients of a play of this class are forthcoming. 
We have a mortgage, a communicative villain (with a ‘‘comic man” 
‘under his thumb” for ‘‘dirty work”), a will, an abducted child, a 

istering cub of a hero who is always threatening to thrash some one 
‘or requesting somebody to ‘‘ take a piece of advice,” o 


9 | 
‘ 


cad 


‘like a dog, ’ 
ulling attention to his virtues generally (one of which is a clandestine 
arnage with the sister of the man whose guest he is), or committing 
yme other such impudcence, 

Then we have the virtuous heroine (white frock and hair down all 
complete, also plain merino gown and black shawl for poverty), the 
vengeful villager, with a sick wife, turned out of his cottage (wife dies, 
of course), and the smart female servant; add to this the young engaged 
couple always ‘‘on the snap,” with a few minor characters, and we are 
complete. 

[xcept that we must have a ‘* sensation scene ”—and on this occasion 
we get ‘within a measurable distance” of the Clerkenwell explosion. 
Ve have the historical innocent-looking barrel (nice little bit of clap- 
trap introduced here, with little child listening to the ‘* tick-tick,” and 
saved, saved! by the nice, gentle, kindly user of dynamite), and a big 
bang comes, and a hole in the prison wall (which we have seen (fwice 
Jready), and neat slices of wall fall from the neighbouring houses, supers 

ream, the hero breaks prison, and the curtain descends on a really 
well-managed and effective scene. 





Iby-the-way, there were peculiarities about Clerkenwell Prison, it seems, 
which rendered it high time that wall was blown down. Judging from 
) Separate peeps through the wall, it was the custom to bring cells 
ito the exercise ground for the convenience of visitors, and clear them 
.way for exercise-time ! 
Consi lera 


'y the 


ble stage knowled, e, 


ge, experience, and study are evidenced 
put together, the story made steadily progressive, 
1 with clear directness ; but there is nothing in it a person of 
intelligence might not accomplish with decent application ; the 
. of education required to bring any » the pitch 
ng it ‘new and original” must, however, be enormous. 


way the piece is 


one t 


I have never been ableto regard Mr. Warner as a ercat 
spite Ol many Opi- ss 
nions more valu- 
able, perhaps, than 
my own, and I 
think both he and 
Miss Gerard have 
more than they 
can manage in 
Taken from Life. | 
Both seem to me 
excellent in quiet 
passages and little 
uts of comedy, 
but their pathos 's 





actor, in 
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torture or anxiety in it. © r, hi 
presence, which carries ofi inany defects both in himself and the parts. 


Mr. Fred 
Thorne gives a 
very careful per- 
formance of Titus 
Knott. Mr. 
Brooke plays as 
well as anybody 
in the piece as 
the socialist. Mr, 
Beveridge, who is 





subjected to a ~ 
good deal of vul- A, 
gar abuse during aN. 
the piece, makes : 

the most of a not 

dificult part— tie ApenrHt.—MAacuire’s APPEAL TO Dexpy—Do 


** the villain ;”’ but 
Mr. Price’s Den- 
by is rather tame, particularly for a gentleman who is generally ce- 
scribed as violent-tempered—a fact that would be scarcely discoverable 
without the information. 


YOU WOULD BEEK DENBy. 


Miss Edith Bruce is duly sprightly as the inquisitive Mary Maguire, 
whose queries are not to be stopped by any brusqueness of Mr. Knott’s, 
1 suppose she would excuse her inquisitiveness with the remark, ‘‘ I’m 
Maguireing information.” 
Greystone and Bob Channell respectively should practise the art of 
vraisemblance. They appear to be on excellent terms with each other 
until they speak, and seem, indeed, to regard the speeches set down for 
them as rather vexatious interruptions to a pleasant conversation. 


there is no programme of 


Two things are noticeable at the Adelphi : 
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THE ADELPHI.— BoUND TO WARNER AND Opry. 


the scenery in the play-bill, and pit and gallery tickets can be purchased 
at the box office, available any night. NESTOR, 





FIsH is being again put forward as the best and most nourishing food 
for those who do brain-work. Not only so, but different kinds of fish 
best suit certain classes of brain-workers, Thus, politicians should eat 
plaice; poets sole; musical composers cods’ sounds; surveyors perch; 
missionaries ‘* mafzves ;’’ Cambrian bards whales ; and so on, each of us, 
according to our calling, thus obtaining the particular ‘‘ phos-for-us” 
Nature intended us to have. 


Absence of Mind, 


THE most surprising case we have recently heard of is that of the old 
sealaring gentleman who on arriving at an hotel began to unpack himself, 


and only found out his mistake on arriving at the ‘* bottom of his chest ” 
without coming to his boots. 








A Pointed Allusion. 
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a ant?’ hac cinre 


The actor, however, has a pleasant, manly 





The lady and gentleman who play Bella | 
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penny DE PROFUNDIS. 
<a ’'T 1s well to court the Comic Muse, 
And build the light and lively rhyme, 
For friends to smile as they peruse 
My verse for just a little time. 
Good souls, they greet my frolic lay, 
Where’er the jovial feast be spread ; 
They laugh to hear me sing to-day, — 


But will they laugh when I am dead ? 








AS 





I love to ply the jester’s art, 

And hold that all the ills on earth, 
When rightly viewed, may well impart 
| .\ theme for merriment and mirth. 

4 Not over-cynical the vein 
: | That serves to bring me daily bread ; 
But will the bantlings of my brain 
Make any laugh when I am dead? 





SS. ee 

—— 
Sa 
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“— | Methinks ’t would be a happy thing 


To say Non omits moriar, 
rally de: | And leave my lays for some to sing 
overable | When I am flown to realms afar. 

No doubt a rival will arise Una \ Sa Mit 
| To play the songster in my stead ; iV eee \ NRA A 
| 
| 
} 
! 


) 4 . } + . . f A ‘) MWh i ’ : 
But, friends, do all that in you lies, 11 TX A a 
Ms 


Maguire, | ; 
vs And strive to laugh when I am dead. 


ki nott’s. 
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A New Casus Bell-i. 


THE agitators against bell-ringing in cities continues. /e//- 
icose del/-igerents declare church bells should be silenced, 
without even the right of a-fea/ against their sentence. Once 
'it was proper to call people to worship thus, but it was a 
| 4c//-ementary custom, and is now quite behind the age. 
| The ‘passing ”’ bell, de//ow these unde/Jievers, ought by this 
time to have ‘‘passed” altogether, and every triple - bob 
‘‘major” should be forthwith placed on the retired Jist. This 
is, in fact, an utilitarian age, and bells are out of fashion, like 
the rest of the dell letires ; whilst quarter-jacks no longer 
| ‘*chime” in with the popular taste. Society is likely, there- 


‘amme of 
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SOME MISTAKE SOMEWHERE, 





“y | 'fore, to speedily revert to the s/atu quo ante bell-um; in | Bus-driver (to our bicycling friend Brown, who is taking his lamp to be seen 
J" >». | other words, will go back to a state of unem-bell-ished sim- | fo).—** YER AIN'T SEEN OLD JEMMY ‘TOWLER THIS MORN’N, ’AVE YER?” 

| | plicity. Brown.—“ 1 weG PARDON——” 
}\ ‘ ' : Bus-driver,—** WIM AS DRIVI S THE 9.40 ADELAIDE.” 
‘ | GARDENING IveEM.—The rolling-stock is certainly of the | Brown.—** 1— REALLY—ER—— | | 
Vly railway plant order. It requires great care in being moved | Bus-ariver.—“*Ou, 1 BEG PARD’N, BUT I THOUGHT AS HOW IF YOU 
t —more than it generally gets. WAS ON THE ROAD FOR OLD BILLY BUGDEN, YER MIGHT ’A SEEN ’IM.” 
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THE INFLUENCE OF MIND OVER MATTER. 








bie ss i The foll wing, act ording to the Field, is the a ‘tual State of the law, as brought into not e j 1 connection with a recent case at the (5) juice ste! (Ju irter Sessions | iis 
little bit of law is precisely in Mr. Fun’s line—in point of fact, it supplies him with comic copy of the truest kind, without so much as an effort at imagination on hi 
/ part. He has only to say that the statements in these verses, as far as the stars, ure simply a paraplirase f what he found in his new paper, withoul any tittle added 
it of his own id 
VG, | Why # the law so simple ?—Pshaw ! And if, when you've detached the thing, ‘ * * ‘ 
r J ’ ' ' nne y . : ; , ‘ . 
Why don’t they complicate the law? Some reason prompts your taking wing, This is the law, as just revealed 


Too much simplicity ’s a kind 


And you, upon some future day, 
| Of insult to a powerful mind. 
| 


Within the pages of the ied ; 
Return and take the thing away, 


Whether with truth we’re not advised, 


purchased But, oh ! we shouldn't be surprised, 


'ESTOR, 


shing food 
ids of fish 
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ach of us, 
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l'UN reads with scorning unconcealed, 
\ case that’s mentioned in the el’, 
| .\ little case in which we see 

| . * 

| The simple laws of larcenee. 


It seems that somebody had rent 

A boiler from a tenement ; 

But when the owner tried to bring 
To justice those who had the thing, 


The sapient Law got up to say 

(In Law’s untangled, simple way) 
That ‘*‘larceny” must not be mixe:! 
With taking anything ‘‘ affixed.” 


** Receive” a boiler unattached, 

And lo! to jail you'll be dispatched ; 
But you ‘‘ receive,” untouched at all, 
A boiler rent from any wail! 


A boiler unattached and free 
Is just a chattel, dcn’t you see? 
But in a boiler fixed, you deal, 
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It will be needful, then, to learn 

If you iatended to return 

When going off the former tim: 
before the Law can gauge your crime, 


If you did mof intend, you see, 

You have committed larcenec, 

And changed by thought—no matter how— 
That boiler to a chattel now! 


But granting when you made your track 
You had a thought of coming back, 
The botler then will simply be 

al piece of real propertee. 


And, in this case, a person who 
Receives this property from you, 
Will simply do, in point of fact, 
An honest, gentlemanly act. 


Whereas the man with whom you place 
The boiler in the former case 
Would be a thing the Law would try— 


. , ’ 
A erin T ‘ f CieerTy t ¢ ye 
4, Bali | ‘ 


vented (h)entails, tl 


And, by the way, we mustn't: 
An issue hanging on to this : 

The owner, say, regains the prize, 
llis boiler, and intestate dies ; 


To whom that boiler shall descend 

Must necessarily depend 

On thoughts that burglar chanced to frame 
Whien first detaching of the same; 


For if the burglar on that day 
Designed to take the thing away, 
The boiler, being ‘‘ real,”’ would run 
Directly to the eldest son, 


But if the other case stands gouod, 

The boiler, as a chattel, would 

se then divided inte shares 

Of equal size among the heirs. 

A Fow. PARALLELISM.—The English in- 
Americans cocktail 
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HUMANITARIAN LUNATIC. 
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AND HIS SU PPORTERS. 
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SOME OTHER THINGS HE MAY sachadia A RISK OF 
Afi ( pt Cc.) lessness Softening of the brat 








WH. AT'S SIN A? NAME 4 ? 


I'LL tell youa funny thing as ’appened to me when I was a model— 
a artist’s model, you know—rare nice thing being a artist's model, I can 
| tell you, gettin’ well paid for iui’ on an easy chair, or standing doing 





celebrated sculptor. 








| nothing 


, 1 ri . c 
all aay, te pied ity to eat as oye. ior 


these artist chaps alw ays send US | centlemen ina good dinner, an 
thing to drink, you know; but that has nothit with whiz 
going to tell you. 

Well, you must know that whenever an election of Academicians, or 
Associates, or anything of that kind is going on, we gentlemen—models, 
you know—are always waiting about to catch the name of the fortunate 
fellows that get elected ; and then, if we know any of them, away we 


rush as ’ard as we can pelt to be the first to tell them the good news, as 
that always means a ’ansome tip. 


nd ‘2 9 
exce pt a kit 1g grana like, al 
some- 
iy to do ' I was 


You ’ll easily understand ’ow anxious 
we are to catch the names as they’ re given out. 

Well, one of these times I ’ad been waiting about ever so long, and 
getting rather tired, when I ’eard the name of Mr. Griffin, the 
Ilurroo! says I, that’s my man! You see, I’d 
ure of Jupiter that ’e was making 


Was 


been sitting to Mr. Griffin for the fig 

What do you think of that, now ?—me ‘aving my ’ead taken off for 
Jupiter? Wasn’t that grand, eh? W ell, that’ s my man, says I; and 
off I started as ’ard as I could go to ’is studio down in Pimlico Way ; 
and when I got there, bother if? e’adn’t gone for the night, and there 
wasn’t no one there to answer the bell; so, < _ a good deal of asking 


Bush, but nobody couldn’t 


about, I found that ’e lived out at Shepherd’s 
which was a little 


tell me exactly what part, nor the name of the street ; 
bit awkward, wasn’t it, now ? 

Shepherd’s Bush is rather a biggish place, and a goodish step from 
where I was; but I’m not a man to be knocked over by a pea-shooter, 
I can tell you; so after ’aving something to eat and drink, away I 
started again, determined to find my man, if possible. 

Well, as I’ave just observed, Shepherd’s Bush is rather a biggish place, 
and I found it a bit of a puzzling where to begin; so after looking 
out a bit, I sot. 998 i ‘d try the oil-shops as being most likely to 
know. Then I went the bakers, then to the butchers, and so on, 
until I thought I’d asked at — eve ) shop in the place, but none 
of them knew anything about Mr. Griffin, the artist. By this time the 
shops got pretty nigh all shut up, so then I thought I’d try the public 
‘ouses. Now, this ‘was rather slower work ; naturally, ye know, a man 
cannot go into a pub, and out of it again, as quick as ’e cana butcher’s 
or a baker’s, so that by the time I found one that knew Mr. Griffin, I’d 
been into a dozen at least, and it was getting rather late—maybe nigh 
twelve o'clock. However, when I got the address, away I went as ’ard 
as I could, and soon found the ’ouse, but it was all dark. Well, ’aving 
come so far, and ‘ad so much trouble, I was not to be put off, so I gave 
a loud knock, but no one answered, and this I’ad to do two or three 
times. At last a female voice cried out, — 

‘*Who’s there? and what do you want?” 

‘*T believe Mr. Griffin, the artist, lives ‘ere? and I want to see ’ 
said I, 

‘* But it’s far too late, and you cannot see him to-night.” 
‘* Sorry to disturb ’im, mem, but I must see ‘im on most important 
business,” 

‘* Wait a minute and I'll come down.”’ So presently the door was 
pened by a lady, who wanted to know what my business was. 
** Well, my busin with Mr. Gri mem. 


*Cii, my MOad SS 1s 
’* > ei ‘ . a + 
But Mr. Griffin is in bed, and y 


imn, 





** Well, mem, in that case, of course, it can make no manner of dif- 
ference,’’ said I; 1 so [ told ’er what I’d come about, and you should 
ave seen ‘ow the woman started and shouted out, 

‘*fohn! John! get up immediately. You’rea Royal Academician.” 

**T ’ope there ’s no mistake, mem, but John is not the Christian name 
of the Ag ath an I’m seek ing.” 

‘ItisJo + tell y uu. Certainly I ought to know what’s his Christian 


name, when 1D ve been his wife for the last ten years,’’ cried the lady in 


a shrill voice. 


‘* Well, mem, I don’t mean no offence,” says I, *‘ but the gentleman 
I want to see is Mr. Charles Griffia, and he’s a sculptor, and ’as his 
studio down Pimlico way.” 

‘*Nothing of the kind, I tell you; nothing of the kind,” said the 


lady, getting very excited. ‘‘ His name is John Griftin, and he’s an 
architect, and his offices are in Finsbury Circus,” 


‘*Then, mem, I’m afraid I’ve——” And afore I could say any more 


big man came, ‘alf walking, ’alf tumbling downstairs (rubbing ‘is 
eyes as if ’e’d just been kicked out of bed in the middle of ’is first 
sleep, and didn’t know whether it was ‘is own ’ouse or not) calling 
out,— 

‘‘What’s the matter ? what’s the matter? What isa:i mifounded 


noise about, eh? 

‘* Why,” said his anxious wife, ‘‘here’s a man come to tell you that 
you’re an Academician, and he will insist that your name is Charles 
Griflin, and that you’re a sculptor; when he must know very well that 
your name is John Griffin all the time, and not Charles, and you never 
were a sculptor at all.” 

‘*}fum ! there must be some little mistake here,” began the gentle- 
man, rubbing his chin and looking very grave, when ’e was interrupted 
by ’is wife. 

‘* Nothing of the kind, you stupid fellow. Ilow can there be any 
mistake, when the man has come all the way to tell you that you’re a 
Royal Academician, and you won't believe it?” 

‘* Ah,” ’e went on, just as if ’e ‘adn’t been interrupted a bit; ‘ah, 
there’s evidently some mistake here. I think we had better wait and 
see what the newspapers say in the morning.” 

** Oh, bother a newspapers,” cried the wife. 
papers, say i Why, John, you are without exception one of the 
greatest stupi s Tevermet with, Here, when a man comes all this way 
from Picca Eiuy and wakes you up in the dead of the night to tell you 
such good news—that you are a real Koyal Academician—you won't 
believe it, just because he’s fool enoug yh to say that your name’s 
Charles instead of John, and that you're a sculptor, when you know 
well enough that you ’re an architect all the time. Why, your own 
mother wouldn’t believe you could be such a silly.” 


‘* Bother the news- 








A Church Aisle. 


THE inhabitants of the Isle of Arran wish to erect another church 
there. The island is only about twenty miles long and ten miles wide, 
and is not densely populated. As they have already fourteen churches, 
the Duke of Hamilton has refused to give a site for the proposed addi- 


tional church. THe considers the notion to be Arran-t nonsense. 
Killing 1 not Murder. 
THIS is eminently the case in Egypt, where, if you kill a native 
I’gyptian, it is conveniently brought in as a case of fed/ah-de-se, 
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SOME MORE ENCORE VERSES 


To tuaT Topic SONG IN OUR LAST BUT TWO, 


HEN we would get any one into a row, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 
We have in our minds an effectual 

how, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
We'll bite off our noses and slice off 
our ears, 
Well snip at our arms and our legs 
with a shears, 
Then say it was Aim, and he’ll get 
seven years, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We grieve Mr. Dillonand Mr. Parnell, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
Tho’ free of their city, ain’t free of 

their cell, 

We are such a couple ot fools! 
We want to be virtuous, orderly, nice, 
So, consulting the Middlesex Magis- 

trates thrice, 
We ’ve crowded the streets with im- 
portunate vice, 

We are such a couple of fools! 





Though theatres both of us fondly adore, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
‘* Mr. Pinero’s Pieces” is getting a bore, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
He may not have copied Zhe Syutre, it is clear, 
But these are our thoughts and we places ’em here,— 
**Tt’s not that we doubt him, but isn’t it queer?” 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We wouldn’t give much for a servant girl’s chance, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

When masters of dancing lead them such a dance, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

As juvenile Arabs we wouldn’t be shipped, 

We'd die before letting our tickets be snipped, — 

And now we’ll leave off, or you ’re sure to get hipped, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 








ROBBERY STATISTICS 


A coop robbery, like a good murder, has gre tractions for a 
certain class of newspaper readers ; hence it is the i: :crest of a journal, 
in such cases, to pile up the agony as much as possible, so as to sustain 
the interest until something fresh occurs to knock it out of the public 
mind, This is how we are supplied with authentic details of affairs of 
the sort :— 

Monday, ‘GIGANTIC RKOBBERY.—A gentleman’s house broken 
into—His wife's boudoir entered— Z 500,000 worth of jewels stolen.” 

Tuesday, ‘“‘Tur GrReaT ROBBERY.—Further discoveries—Loss of 
property estimated at £250,000.” 

Wednesday, ‘*The Robbery at a gentleman’s house.—The police 
making investigations.—Loss not so large as was at first anticipated— 
believed to be not exceeding £100,000.”’ 

Thursday. ** Robbery from a gentleman’s room.—The police on the 
track—Latest particulars—Articles supposed to be missing found intact 
— Loss now put down at from £750 to £1,000.” 

Friday. ‘*A recent Robbery.—The police have obtained a clue— 
The occurrence formerly somewhat exaggerated—Loss in jewellery, &c., 
now declared to amount to only 430.” 

Saturday. *‘ ATROCIOUS TRAGEDY.—STARTLING DISCLOSURES. — 
The thief who lately broke into a gentleman’s house has been caught, 
with all the stolen goods in his possession, consisting of a clothes-brush, 
a wooden paper-knife, and a pair of Abyssinian gold solitaires—value 
2s. Od, 

And the gentle public, having their attention rivetted on the Atrocious 
Tragedy, find no leisure to calculate how many times two shillings and 
ninepence will go into five hundred thousand pounds. 


ce 
One Good “ Turn,” &c. 
man who ‘‘turned” an honest penny having been promptly 
at the instance of the Mint authorities for coining, had the 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL OSTRICH-FEATHERS HIS NEST. 


WHo shall dare say, Sir, there is nothing new under the sun, when I 
myself am daily enjoying an entirely original sensation, shared, I imagine, 
by no other householder in these extensive realms? You, Sir, who 
already know the exquisite pleasure which is associated with sitting 
under one’s own vine and fig-tree (I prefer a walnut-tree myself, but the 
feeling is very much the same) can to some extent enter into my new joy, 
but not wholly so. No, Sir; not until you actually keep ostriches upon 
your own back premises can you fully understand with what jocund 
glee it is that I now sally forth, when necessary, with a dinner-knife in 
my hand, and cut the trimmings for my wife’s new bonnet ! 

Next to being able to gather her new dresses ready-made from the 
garden, I really think the above sensation is the most ecstatic a mere 
mortal can expect to feel, and this very afternoon, after plucking enough 
tail-feathers to adorn all my little girls, and give a handsome set to their 
Aunt Mary Anne on her approaching birthday in addition, I felt so 
jubilant and defiant that for awhile I was impelled to rush off to Regent 
Street in order that I might snap my fingers derisively at all the leading 
bonnet-shops in that thoroughfare. ; 

Thus my New Year, as you see, opens most encouragingly, but you 
must not suppose there is no cloud on the horizon. On the contrary, 
there is a very black one, as big, not as a man’s hand, but as a whole 
man—being, in fact, the Kaffir keeper who came over in charge of the 
parent ostrich birds in November last, and disappeared, as you will 
remember, with the adult birds shortly after. 

This Kaffir, Mujumba by name, turned up again on Boxing Night, I 
much regret to state, after knocking up thirteen of my neighbours in 
mistake and scandalizing the whole terrace, he being in liquor at the 
time, fell down my area and indulged in such vehement Anglo-Kaffr 
ejaculations that I was glad to get him to bed in the coal-cellar as soon 
as possible. 

The next morning this iniquitous negro had the effrontery to come up- 
stairs and claim board wages from the night he ran away, and, on my 
threatening to kick him out, went away muttering, and returned in two 
hours, in three four-wheel cabs, with the chairman, secretary, and execu- 
tive committee of the Aborigines’ Defence League, who, without asking 
my leave, proceeded to hold a meeting in my hall, and passed a resolu- 
tion (on my refusing to pay Mujumba £5, and give £1 Is. to the funds 
of the League) holding me up to public reprobation as the foe of the 
helpless aborigines and the spoiler of the alien. They then each abused 
me in turn, and went off in their growlers shaking their heads at me as 
a very bad lot. 

The secretary was quite right, though, in assuring me that I should 
live to regret my heartless treatment of the ingenuous Mujumba, for every 
day since has that wretched Kaffir, in company with any rascally abori- 
gine he has been able to pick up, come up and made a disturbance 
before my door, besides, as I believe, having designs on the young 
ostriches. 

This morning he was accompanied by a Lascar and a John Chinaman, 
the latter of whom went round the terrace on the pretext of selling 
tonquin beans, and told all the servants he remembered seeing me, as 
a young man, a prisoner in the convict settlement at Singapore; a vile 
calumny, which that unscrupulous old Mr. Pettifer at No. 18 will be sure 
to turn to evil account. 

The Aborigines’ Defence League declare too that they will show me 
up at Exeter Hall at their May Meeting, and, were it not for my young 
birds’ constant development, I should be very much upset. As it is, 
though, I defy them and all my enemies, for—and this is in strict confi- 
dence, Sir!—I have just learned from the returned colonist at No. 10 
that in three weeks more the healthiest bird will be fit to bear me! 

Only think ! the sensation that awaits my first appearance on ostrich- 
back in the Row! 








So it Ap-“ Piers.” 


THE dispute between the Thames Conservancy and the London Steam- 
boat Company ought to be quickly settled, and without litigation. Both 
sides can of course demand the judgment of their ‘‘ Piers,” 





Mersey on Us! 


THERE were ninety fewer ships arrived in the Mersey last year than 
in 1550. The difference is not astonishing. Such statistics are necessarily 
vessel-ating” in their character. 





, THREE men have been fined for what is known in the poultry trade as 

dubbing ” fowls, which consists in cutting off the combs and wattles 
of the cock birds. As this piece of cruelty arises from the rules of the 
poultry societies, the officials connected therewith are the real culprits. 
We should have no hesitation in “ dubbing ” them—cruel brutes. 
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January 18, 1882. 
T. ' 
I SINE LINEA. 
e, VEIL your face, Titus, clothe 
ho Yourself in shame, for this disgrace of mine ; 
ing Oh, goody Cesar, loathe f 
he The rake who counts one day without a line. 
OY A day of no account, 
ad And whose account would bankers’ clerks appal, 
. Whose incidents amount 
- Only to rest and happiness—that’s all. 
the A day you’d say was not ; 
ere A day of dreams, and dumbness, and delight ; 
igh A day without a dot, 
1eir Without a line, to recollect all night ! 
. SO 
ent It came to pass, somehow, 
ing As crimes will in this world’s disgusting state, 
For which your noble brow 
you Was far too high, my moral potentate. | 
ry, It came to pass that I,— 
ole I, the galled galley-slave of pen and ink,— 
the Could not write, wouldn’t try; | 
will Couldn’t make copy,—better, wouldn’t think. 
t, a Nor thoughts that bring in pence, 
; in Nor thoughts that bring in pride to one’s poor skull ; 
the I wasn’t e’en intense, — 
ffir Only superbly, beautifully dull ! 
on It wasn’t nightingales, 
It wasn’t roses, and it wasn’t love,— 
Up- Love, faugh! MS. in bales 
hs Bulge from the coats where laid a woman’s glove. 
wo 
cu- It was no burning care | 
ing For progress, or for freedom, or for right, | 
olu- Nor such care’s fruit—despair ; 
nds It was divine stagnation and delight. | 
* 
= And, ah! how it was kind, ~ ASS 
ng That wicked day, sterile and desolate, -) S rs eR el Ns 
With inkless hands and mind, AW SARA RANE 4 aR, 77 Fee 
ahd Delivered wholly from its paper-weight ! RETURNING GOOD FOR EVIL. 
wd So, do your worst or best, Young Syuire.—‘* AM, STEALING WOOD AGAIN, MuGains.” 
1 O model Cesar, whose mild spirit pines Mungins aa Te AIN'T NO STRALIN’. Mp Re at curt - 
ince For work,—here’s my request : Ma BIN A-LECHTUREIN’ DOWN ‘ERE. ene as os g taleaedey FOURG MAN, 
ung Give me the holiday without the lines. Ee ee eg ot te eee ee ee Cee 
TO EVERYTHINGS AS YOU; SO I’VE JINED HIS LOT, AND DOWN WITH 
an, sag nog peat eget ?— 
: : oune Oguire.—°* WELL, WELL AKE AS MUCH WOOD AS YOU L : 
nrg Mare! Mare, quite Contrary! THEN, MUGGINS; BUT BE SURE YOU ALWAYS KEEP UP A ROARING pn 
i THE boy who translated ** trans mare,” ‘across a horse,” AND SIT BY IT AS MUCH AS POSSIBLE, IT WILL BE JUST AS WELL TO 
mien now ‘‘seas”’ the meaning of ‘‘ mare” more clearly, ACCLIMATIZE YOURSELF TO HEAT.” 
-me 
ung Literary Somnambulism. through my own volumes ; you may have to go back ten or even fifteen 
is, | years, but you ‘re pretty sure at last to discover the origin of these fine 
anfie IN a recently published letter respecting the resemblance of the plot | bits. Yet what more natural than that latter-day dramatists and 
$0 of The Squire to that of the novel *‘ Far from the Madding Crowd,” Mr. | novelists should draw on me for their inspirations—at only a penny a 
Comyns Carr suggested that perhaps Mr. Pinero was a literarysomnam- | week, too! I ’ve a precious good mind to raise my price.” { 
tin bulist who unconsciously appropriated ideas evolved from the brains of | And Mr. FUN came to the conclusion that, in addition to his large 
others. This curious suggestion set Mr. FuN a-thinking as to whether | and recognized circle of readers, there must also be a considerable 
such a thing could be possible with anybody at all, and then whether it | number of literary persons who do him the honour to peruse hie a ves 
could be possible with Mr. Pinero, and then—if so— whether it could be | during their hours of slumber. hte ki 
possible with every one else, not even excepting his noble self. me . a 
am- ‘‘Dear me!” said he, after a troubled reverie; ‘‘can it by some ex- “ 
30th traordinary a have i Ro I, whom the wiser part of the Deed Amusing. 
world regard as the very fountain of wit and humour,—that / have after Ne : : 
ot seia sale delighting my friends with brilliant sayings unconsciously ted a — of a case at the Clerkenwell Police Court on 
filched from their genuine authors? Oh, horrible, too horrible, quite | ; aturday the 7th, when a lodging-house keeper charged a lodger with 
soo-too howeible!” stealing two pawn tickets, a witness created some amusement by ad- 
than Impressed by this disturbing notion, and determined to sift the matter ae that she had received “a mortgage deed ae from the prisoner 
arily thoroughly, Mr. Fon closely cross-examined all those friends or ac- " tak ~ ome ring in pledge for £2. The idea of laughing at 
juaintances who knew him best, and was hugely relieved to find that ; is y | qd only biry the name of our unknown benefactress had 
none had ever heard of or seen him walking in his sleep, or reading in sty. Th Son ‘id wouk mane ne iped to hand her name down to poste- 
bas dh his sleep, or writing in his sleep, or doing anything whatsoever that ya! 1e inc ivi ual who could invent such an ingenious term is no 
ttles would justify any one calling 42m a literary somnambulist. tit > by yet f a should say she has done some ** spouting” in her 
the Then Mr. Fun took toskimming the works of sundry modern authors, hall el oy rp we shall hear of nothing so vulgar. Never again 
vrits. o see if such a charge might be substantiated against them. But after | > nn teh er eo to our ** uncle's,” it aunt allowed, nor allude to 
running through a dozen plays and a score or so of novels, he suddenly | Poppins o7% the corner. The language of the future will speak of 
xclaimed— | efiecting a mortgage upon—the family flat iron. 
BLI ‘* Why, all the best things in these writings I’ve heard betore. In ee es 
| ne tO think t, J them all myself. Look A **Pas pe Dev ~The father of twins. 
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QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS. 


Gent (addressing Servant), —‘‘ PRAY, HAVE YOU A FIRST-CLASS TICKET?” ¥ 
Servant. —‘* PRAY, SIR, WHO AUTHORIZED YOU TO ASK ME?” Gent, —** YOU ARE AN IGNORANT WOMAN, 
Servant.—‘** AND YOU, SIR, ARE AN IMPUDENT MAN. IGNORANCE AND IMPUDENCE ARE SUPPOSED ALWAYS TO TRAVEL TOGETHER, 


AND SEEING YOU HERR, I GOT IN,” 








CURT COMMENTS. | Price One Shilling ; post-free, 1s. 2a. 
Tue right of railway companies to clip the tickets of passengers is | DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


being stoutly contested. A barrister has had to pay 41s. for resisting, ie 
. ; WV ‘en ” 
and a doctor has been fined £2 and £1 19s. costs for the same thing. | By the Author of ‘‘My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. 


Seen een ttt sass the comasied sek | icky Ge frm vl oro aught ht canbe id to 
objectionable.” —Pudblic Opinion. 

vants is not the way fo keep the peace. |  ** The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelling as it was some five-and- 
A pathetic letter appears in last Wednesday’s 7Ze/eeraph from *‘ An | twenty or thirty years ago."—Pictorial World. | , 

Old Clown,” deploring the decay of pantomime, the result, he says, of | A very amusing story of old coaching times."—Reynolds's. 

the great length of the ** openings ” to this kind of entertainment. The 

Old Clown, who must be the age of A/athewselah, forgets that instead | __ " 

of being less of pantomime than formerly, there is more, only it occurs - , 

in mom 3 called Ne farcical comedies,” they now are full of ** Clowning.” The Latest Addition to the Round Table Series, 
William Thompson, a man of colour, described as a ‘* fire-eater,’’ has 


been fined five shillings for creating a disturbance in the streets. He T 4 F 0 U F F N 0 F + 0 0 U ETT ES, 


collected a crowd by putting lighted lucifer matches into his mouth, 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 





and when tol! to move on made use of such bad language that he was > : 
locked up. It seems, therefore, that his offence was not what he put By ERNEST WAKKEN, 
into his mouth, but what came out of it. ILLUSTRATIONS BY HAL LUDLOW, 
ere mareerente May now be had at all Booksellers’, Prick ONE SHILLING. 
How To MAKE CHICKEN SALAD,—Onut of ‘‘heny’-thing. 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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Hard Lines, 


** DEAR SPOONER,—Please to understand 
Some alteration have I will ; 
Your copy comes so late to hand 
You keep the presses standing still. 
A hundred times I’ve had to speak, — 
This makes a hundred times and one ; 
Your copy for the coming week 
Will please be here ¢o-morrow,—FuN.” 


** DEAR Mr. Fun,—I will concede 
You Aave some grounds for so complaining ; 
My copy does come late indeed, — 
But then it’s very entertaining. 
Again, my dilatoriness, 
Of which you are so fond of speaking, 
As when I ’ve shown you youw’ll confess— 
Is not ‘my own peculiar’ seeking. 


‘* You say, and firmly, ‘ please to send 
Your copy to me by to-morrow :’ 
I ask you, how can verse be penn’d 
When baby’s racked by wind and sorrow? 
‘How can I promise ¢Azs shall reach 
In time to obviate ‘ half-timing ’?— 
I ask you, zs the infant screech 
Conducive, as a rule, to rhyming ? 


**You say a hundred times and one 
You ’ve hinted I’m a laggard. Truly! 
But walls are thin, and, Mr. Fun, 
The next door children ave unruly ; 
Can prose be writ to ‘ime, perforce, 
No matter when I may begin it, 
If on the stairs they ’re playing ‘horse,’ 
With screams and tumbles ev’ry minute? 


** You say that I must alter, then, 
And stick to this like any lichen : 
Could you, Sir, write to order when 
The slavey zwi// sing in the kitchen? 
I’d tell her not to, but she’d cry, 
Give warning, and go home ‘to mother’; 
And when you lose one slavey, why, 
You know not when you'll get another. 


** Could you, Sir, write amid the strum 
Of next door’s—left’s—pianoforte, 
Or opposite’s harmonium 
(They ’re playing now A che /a morte)? 
A bicyclist lives at the back— 
You want my copy sent in sooner— 
He blows the bugle till he’s black ; 
Yours truly, MARTIN LUTHER SPOONER.” 


Song of the Petitioners for the 
Release of the Bribery Prisoners. 


Air—'‘‘ Drink to her who long.” 


WINK at those who long 
Escaped the public eye ; 
The patriotic throng 
Whom gold could ever buy ! 
Oh, voters’ hearts were made 
For agents’ hands alone, 
By other a played 
They yield no silver tone ; 
Then wink at those who long, Xc, 


For many a treasured place 
When WEALTH and WorRTH would stand, 
WorRTH came with open face, 
But WEALTH with open hand ! 
To charm with golden thought 
And manly speech WorTH tried ; 
3ut WEALTH the real gold brought, 
And won them to his side ! 
So wink at those who long 
Escaped the public eye, 
The patriotic throng 
Whom gold could ever buy! 
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Fourneyman Carpenter.—‘‘MY WAGES ARE SO SMALL AND UNCERTAIN, GOV'NOR, 
I SHALL LEAVE NEXT WEEK, AND TRY AND SET UP A LITTLE PLACE OF MY OWN. 

Master Carpenter,—“* AS YOU LIKE, JIM. I HOPE YOU 'LL GET ON; HARD WORK 
AND PATIENCE WiLL DO ANYTHING, HEN I FIRST CAME DOWN HERE, TWO YEARS 
BACK, AND STARTED, I HADN’T A PENNY OF MY OWN, AND SEE WHERE I AM NOw, 
ALL THROUGH MY OWN EXERTIONS.” F. C.—‘* WHERE ARE YER?” 

M. C.—** THREE HUNDRED AND FIFTY POUNDS IN DEBT!” 


CURT COMMENTS. 


AN influential meeting has been held in London on the subject of the Opium Trade, when Sir 
Rutherford Alcock, who is opposed to its suppression, read an able paper. The only argument 
in its favour, however, seems to be that it is remunerative to the Government, and that if we did 
not engage in it some other nation would. That it will be continued is a mora/ certainty, though 


where the morality comes in it is difficult to determine. 
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An old man named Abraham e+ has been sentenced to three weeks’ hard labour for begging. | 


op in Fleet Lane, which his daughter manages while he gets 


It appears the old offender owns a $ 
“44 Considering he has not 


drunk, and when unable to get any money from her for drink he begs. 
been sober for three years, he is literally a ‘‘ beggar for drink.” 


} 
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EXTRA HARD LINES. 


Iil-used Party.—*' GIT OUT, YER YOUNG VAGABONE, OR I'LL 


CLUMP YER. IT’S ’ARD IF A WORKIN’ MAN CAN'T SPEND 
EVEN HIS WEDDIN’ HEVENIN’ AT HIS FAVOURITE ’OUSE OF 
CALL WITH A PAL OR TWO WITHOUT ’AVIN’ HIS WIFE'S 
YOUNG BROTHER A-BEIN’ SENT CONTINUAL WITH MESSAGES 
FOR ’IM TO COME ‘OME.” 


Town wv. Country Magistrates. 


We do not know where Longton is, but it seems to be a place where 
the ruffian can revel at a remarkably cheap rate. In bold bad London, 
if, as happened a few weeks ago, a gentleman of cheerful disposition and 
light heart, full of animal and ardent spirits, takes it into his head to 
playfully tap a custodian of the peace, who differs in opinion with him, 
gently on the nose, he is promptly run in, and next day receives a severe 
sentence of imprisonment, though no great harm may have been done. 
It will be remembered that in the case we speak of the ‘gentleman 
frivolist’s” sentence was subsequently altered to the trifling fine of £20; 
at all events, the G.F. will remember it for some time. But how dif- 
ferent in the country! what rural sport can be indulged in, if you only 
know the way to go about it! Now, in Longton you can strip your own 
child naked, fasten his feet together, place a strap round his poor little 
shoulders tightly, and try to force him down filthy drain-pipes, 12 inches 
in diameter only, till his howls and shrieks of teror and pain bring 
some idiot without any sense of humour to his rescue; all this can be 
done for the moderate fine of 5s.—less than the price of a stall at the 
theatre ; why, it’s enough to make even an Irishman’s mouth water. 
Of course one could not expect the Longton magistrates to think the 
conduct of Mr. Levy Booth, the perpetrator of this pleasant wheeze 
brutal; he being a barber by trade, it is only proper that dardarous con- 
duct on his part should be ignored by the Bench. It is to be most 
sincerely hoped, though, when in business he is engaged in removing a 
magisterial beard or clipping a judicial head, his frolicsome nature won't 
assert itself, and a slaughtered or an earless magistrate or two be found 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL SETTLES THE FRENCH 
TREATY. 


EVERYTHING, Sir, not even excepting ostrich farming at its most 
critical stage of development, should give way to ones duty to one’s 
country, and as soon as I quite understood that you wished me to find 
out what M. Gambetta really meant about this oft-delayed Commercial 
Treaty, I allowed no private business of mine to stand in the way, as 
that ill-advised young ostrich who tried to block up the passage as I was 
proceeding to my cab found out to its sorrow when I somewhat roughly 
charged it with my umbrella and cleared it from my path. — 

I completed my plan of operations whilst ¢ route to Paris, and was 
thus able on the morning following my arrival to proceed without hesi- 
tation to M. Gambetta’s official residence in the Rue de Bac—(Anglicé 
back street, of course), where I was quickly asked what my business was. 
In reply, however, I handed in a card I had specially prepared with a 
view to dissembling, bearing on its face this romantic legend, — 





M. le C. DILKE BART, | 
Electeur de Chelsea. | 





Within less than three minutes of presenting this curious credential, I 
was ushered, all muffled up as I was, into the French Premier’s presence, 
and found him intently studying my prepared pasteboard. 





! 
| 
! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


‘© Mon cher Sir Charles,”’ he exclaimed, as he advanced eagerly to | 


meet me, ‘this is an unexpected pleasure! But why this mystery? 
What—why—why, ma foi!” he added, hurriedly, as I turned down my 
collar and removed my hair from my eyes, ‘‘ why, you are not Sir 
Charles at all! Sacré nomme d'une pipe, Monsieur, who are you?” 

‘*Calm yourself, sir, I beg,” I returned, ‘‘I am sof Sir Charles Dilke, 
as you very truly observe. Nor did I claim to be that distinguished 
baronet. My name is Bart, Monsieur Gambetta, Cornelius D. Bart, 
of the Rue du Roi, Chelsea, London, S.W., and I am very proud to 
know you,” I added, advancing and seizing the fiery Gascon’s hand. 

‘¢ Monsieur, this is insufferable,” exclaimed Gambetta, dancing about 
the carpet. ‘* You shail be turned out instantly into the street, sir !” 

‘‘Into the street!” I echoed. ‘‘No, no! You would /vwe that, 
Monsieur Léon, believe me!” and I looked at him with such an irre- 
sistible twinkle in my eye that he vainly tried to still look angry. 

‘**Come, come,” I went on, ‘‘let me explain. I employed an artifice 
to gain admission to your presence, I admit, but it was for no mere 
personal end; I am come here, Monsieur Gambetta,” I continued, 
striking a dramatic Czesar-addressing-the-Senate sort of attitude, ‘‘on 
behalf of a mighty London periodical named Ze FUN—in other words, 
on behalf of the united peoples of Great Britain and Ireland.” 

** Oui!” exclaimed the French Premier eagerly. 

_ “Just so,” I went on. ‘*/’y suis! et, with your permission, Mon- 
sieur, 7’y reste, at any rate, for a little while !”’ and I took an easy chair. 

My inimitable sang-froid had conquered. M. Gambetta positively 
beamed at me as he asked, ‘‘ And what do you really want?” 

** What do I want?” I returned. ‘* Why, I want to know, on behalf 
of thirty-seven millions of people, what is your little game? Why don’t 
you make this Commercial Treaty with us, eh?” 

Instead of replying, M. Gambetta rose, went to the door, opened it 
suddenly, and with one well-planted kick sent the Monsieur who was 
listening at the keyhole into the apartment opposite. Then he shut it, 
looked out of both windows, examined a large cupboard, and whispered 
to me, ‘* What I tell you is for publication in England on/y, remember !” 

**Just so,” said I. 

Well, you can say,’ observed M. Gambetta, ‘‘that I am playing a 
very difficult game over here just now, and I can’t afford to risk a single 
trump card yet. Iam ready enough to sign,” he added, with a look of 
expressive sagacity, ‘‘but I don’t want to re-sign. Comprennez vous?” 

‘* Parfaitemen!!” T ejaculated. ‘‘Then it will be all right in the end 
I may tell them, eh?” 

** Most certainly !” he replied, 

**And we shall be ‘Treatied’ with as much favour as before?” I 
guessed, with a smile. 

‘With more,” he answered. 

‘* And there ’ll be no hitch about woollens?” 

** Stuff!” exclaimed Léon. 

: No, nor about stuff either, I hope,” I retorted. 

“*There, go along with you!” he cried, ‘‘ Dilke has arranged every: 
thing, and you can tell your people in Fun I am their friend, after all.” 

I will tell it them in Fun and in earnest too,” I exclaimed, pressing 
the great statesman’s hand. And so we parted. 
* * *& *” 
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It sohappened that all the physicians, nurses, and other officers at that Hospital were out for the day, and Sairey Hann, aged ten, was the only official left in charge. 
‘** And the first thing was, where was she to look for them medsuns? ‘lhey mostly kep ‘em in the dust’ole, but sometimes they put’em wp the chimley.” 
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‘* Then the next question was, where vas them patients? She found one on ‘cm arter a regular right down ‘unt inthe lumber-room.” 
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‘“‘And then 


he lugged ’im out and sat ‘im in front ef a stove, between four open winders, while she ‘unted hout the medsuns; and she found the c’rect packet at 
ast— that ‘un labelled ‘ Proossic acid '~— and give ‘im a good round dose, an’ let ‘im go.” Put it so happened that it was only granulated magnes.a that had got into 
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SOME MORE ENCORE VERSES 


To THAT Topic SONG IN OUR LAST BUT THREE, 






































Having sung the verses given last week, we slowly and reluctantly retire towards 


THE 


of Lice 


he “wing,” as though to ** go off ;" the intelligent public, perceiving by our manner 
that we have more to say, applaud vociferously. With smiling faces we return to the 
| front, and continue our vocalization as follows :— 


A FAD we display may occasion surprise, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
We don’t want to go and be doctored at Guy's, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
When death throws out threats we want some one betwixt, 
And when we are ill we would rather be fixed 
Where poisons and medicines aren't so ‘‘ mixed,” 
We are such a couple of fools! 


And we ’d rather not go where they ’ll keep us for days, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

In a state of disease that the students may gaze, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

And, so to our imbecile notions we cling, 

That little relief to our minds it can bring 

To learn that ‘‘it’s only the regular thing,” 
We are such a couple of fools ! 


For kindness we don’t think you’ll easily beat, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

Mr. London News Ingram’s great pantomime treat, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

He does a good deed who so brightly contrives 

To lighten the dulness of poor little lives ; 

We'd rather do that than be richer than Dives, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


The Salvation Army’s eccentric, we own, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

But when blackguardly scum will not leave them alone, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

To protect them we hold is authority’s place, 

And the way they behaved in that dastardly case 

At Sheflield, we think is a simple disgrace, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We think of ‘blows up” on Her Majesty’s ships, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
And smiles of derision arise to our lips, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
And, though they are quickly replaced by a sigh, 
The notions, we think, of the Admiral/y 
Concerning a **siccative,” seem rather ‘‘ dry,” 
We are such a couple of fools! 





_ — 


A Spirited Refusal. 


other day the Lord Mayor received a deputation on the subject 
nsing Reform, but refused to grant the use of the Egyptian Hall 





for a meeting on the subject, stating that opinion on the matter could be 


obtained at the London Tavern or the Cannon Street Hotel. 


His lord- 


ship has evidently a good idea of the eternal fitness of some things, when 
he considers a ¢avern or hole! the proper place to discuss this pudlte ques- 


tion. 


N-LITIGANT POPULATION.—The people who live in Concord 








| smiles and much gentle counsel, and the manager was bowing, and 
| acquiescingly doing nothing whatever in the way of precautions, 








A SHORT DAY’S WORK. 


A LEGEND OF THE EasT (CENTRAL). 


WHEN the sun rose everything was going wrong. 

In the most evil part of Ireland a Court was sitting; probable mur- 
derers were being tried before twelve possible ditto. The judge hope- 
lessly charged the twelve possible ditto, and these promptly shouted 
‘‘not guilty” before he had time to get in the full stop at the end of 
his remarks, 

The judge groaned, and gave it up. 

At that instant a Commanding Figure arose from the body of the Court, 
and motioned the judge to vacate his seat. The judge looked in his 
eye, bowed meekly, and withdrew ; and, amid awestricken silence, the 
Commanding One took the seat, and said,— 

‘* An amusing game, no doubt. Let itcease. The jury can retire— 
to the dock, The prisoner is guilty of murder—off with him to execu- 
tion. The twelve gentlemen from the jury-box are guilty of connivance 
at murder—off with them to penal servitude. Call the other prisoners 
—and a jury for each.” 

When the sun set, Ireland had come to its senses; and, the mur- 
derers having been executed, the population was not in excess of the 
available space and supplies. 

* ¥ . * * 

At the Royal Mantrap Theatre everything was inflammable; there 
was one narrow exit; all the gangways were entirely blocked with 
chairs. The Lord Chamberlain was mildly protesting, with many 


Then a Commanding Figure bonneted the Lord Chamberlain, and 
stepped upon the stage. ‘‘ Manager,” said the Commanding One, 
‘your licence is revoked until the theatre is rendered perfectly safe. 
Shut it up. Destroy all this inflammable scenery. Good. Now set to 
work at plans for safety, and submit them to me.” 

When the sun set, the London public were in a fair way of shortly 
being able to attend the theatre unroasted. 

* ** * * * * 

At the Blunder Alley Police Court the law and the magistrate were 
leading one another wrong and making a muddle of it between them as 
usual, 

‘Stolen a bun?” said the magistrate, ‘twenty-one days with hard ; 
intimidated a non-unionist ? three days’ imprisonment ; run up a house, 
which fell down? five pounds fine; sold putrid meat? ten pounds fine ; 
placed an obstacle on the railway? forty shillings ; tortured a horse to 
death? one pound.” 

A Commanding Figure arose in the Court, took the magistrate gently 
by the back and dropped him into the dusthole, and placed the present 
laws on the fire; then the Commanding One spoke :— 

‘*Stolen a bun? discharged; intimidated a non-unionist? three months 
with hard; run up a house, which fell down? seven years penal; sold 
putrid meat? twenty-one years penal; placed an obstacle on the railway- 
line? death; tortured a horse to death? death.” 

When the sun set, the more horrible and inexcusable forms of crime, 
those without temptation, had died out. 

* * * * * * 

A deputation was waiting upon the Home Secretary to impress upon 
him the necessity of suppressing the liquor traffic, shutting all places of 
amusement on Sunday, stopping the harmless enjoyment of all persons 
not of precisely the same tastes as the deputation, and tyrannizing over 
every one except themselves. 

Then a Majestic Figure was seen standing by the side of the Home 
Secretary ; the Majestic spoke :— 





‘* Oblige me by getting the House to pass this little Bill. It provides 
for the closing of all wells and every other water supply for drinking | 
purposes, compelling everybody to keep out of their homes during the | 
whole of Sunday, and generally incommoding egotistical and meddling | 
persons.”” The Home Secretary bowed and obeyed. 

When the sun went down, the liquor abolishing Sunday recreation 
crushing confraternity of meddling hobby-riders were extinct. 

* * * * * % 

That evening, in his magnificent palace in Fleet Street—the palace 
which has in its imposing front the great white lamp, inscribed with the 
word ‘* FUN,” as an invitation to the faithful—reclined on a costly 
ottoman the Caliph Haroun Alraschid the Second, surnamed ‘‘ Fun.” 
Before him grovelled the Office Boy. 

‘* Your Majesty has done a good day’s work?” he inquired, ‘‘ Ex- 
cellent!” replied the Potent One. ‘‘I have descended among my people, 
and, mixing among them incognito, redressed much wrong. Ireland is 
restored to its senses; the play no longer signifies Death by Torture ; 
the Law of Upsidedown is no more; meddling Egotism is dead.” 
‘“ Strange, too,” replied the Office Boy, ‘‘that they did not think of 
these things long before! Thy slave did!” 





A KIN’ 0° EXPLANATION.—“ Try Kino” is #of the singular of trichine. 
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The Shadow of a Name. 


I CERTAINLY am a sadder, 
If I’m not a wiser man ; 
I fancied I could have had her— 
Which I could not do, nor can: 
’T is sad to have been so foolish, 
And let her imflame my heart, 
But now it is getting coolish, 
Because we ’re obliged to part. 


If I had been ‘‘ made of money” 
It might have not been the same! 
Gold always makes life look sunny, 
And gilds any common name. 
She might have got over PETER, 
If written in precious stones 
On a golden locket from Streeter— 
But couldn't get over JONES } 


My poverty may distress me, 
But ‘‘ Peter” ’s a constant ban! 
No woman will ever ‘‘ bless” me, 
And make me ‘‘a happy man,” 
They won't accept ring or locket, 
Or mz! so it is not strange 
That in heart, and name, and pocket 
I’m constantly wanting change! 





Pauper Returns. 


THE career of a pauper in the Strood Union goes far to upset 
the theory that the poor are so averse to the workhouse that 
they prefer death. Ten months ago this beauty was left a 
legacy of £1,000, which he squandered in that short space, 
/ublicly boasting that he did not care how soon he became 
penniless, as the authorities were bound to take him back. 
When he had money, there ’s no doubt he lived ‘‘ /ree/y ;”” but 
the worst of it is that by living now at the country’s expense, 
the scoundrel will still be living ‘* freely,” 


Verbum Sap, 

A CABDRIVER has been fined 40s. and costs for ** running 
down a policeman.” We think nothing of doing that; in 
fact, we might go as faras saying that, if they deserved it, we 
should ‘frun down” the Royal Family themselves, 
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RENT-AL(L). 
Our WAGGISH CONTRIBUTOR SENDS US THIS, AND WANTS TO KNOW 


DESCRIBED AS AN IRISHMAN WHO GOES IN FOR ‘‘NO 
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| H MOM Ym 
IN THE LUMP. 

““Solidified Wine and Brandy,—An Italian has invented a process for 


solidifying wine. 


Shopman.—‘*' ANYTHING ELSE TO-DAY, MADAM?” 

Lady.—‘‘ LET ME SEE. YOU’VE PUT DOWN A 
POUND OF AMONTILLADO AND ONE AND A HAL! 
TARRAGONA! I THINK I’LL 


POUND OF OLD IRISH WHISKEY.” 











I may add that a chemist has found a ciemical combi- 
nation by which he can solidify and even crystallize brandy."—Da/s/y Pafer. 


()UARTER- 
POUNDS OI 
HAVE A QURTER-OUNCE OF THE 
BEST MARASCHINO, TWO OUNCES OF COGNAC, AND HALF A 


NEW LEAVES. 


The Antiquary (Elliot Stock) begins its new vol. with **new features.” 
Its old features were very good, and are to be retained, though they put 
anew face upon it. Zhe Bibliographer bears a strong resemblance to 
his elder brother, 7ie Antiquary, their features being much alike—‘‘the 
same with a difference.” They might almost be taken for twins of an 
ancient race, as they come from the excellent ‘‘ Elliot Stock.” 

Macmillan. The interest of the present number is enhanced by an 
article on ** John Morley’s Life of Richard Cobden,” and the third and 
last part of ** Carlyle’s Edinburgh Life,” by Professor David Masson. 

Ward and Lock's *‘ Illustrated History of the World.” The present 
number deals with the Grecian world—and is decidedly ‘* Greek” for 
all. Their *‘ Amateur Work” is likely to achieve its aim as a guidance 
to ‘ self-helpers.” 

The Lasure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's 
Paper, &c., are well up to their average. a 

Hlousthold Words has its usual attractiveness, and a fascinating frontis- 
piece in colours, ‘* Pussy,” by J. F. Herring. Cats have often done 
for fish, but here it is the Herring has done for ‘ Pussy.”’ 

Night and Day \audably pursues its laudable purposes, 

The Publisher's Circular (Sampson Low). The * Circular’s”” annual 
analysis of the number of books issued during the year 1551 is a squarely 
prepared tabular statement got from all around—an all a-‘‘ Round 
Table” annual, in fact. ; 

The Gardener's Chronicle Almanac is a sheet calendar with flower 
border printed in colours, and mounted suitably for hanging against a 
wall—but not the ‘‘ garden wall.” 

Le Follet.—The fashions of the day—and by the month. 

‘‘ Murray’s Complete London Time Tables,”—so simply arranged as 
to be a friend and a guide to either the philosopher or the f—I. 

‘‘The Pantomimes and All About Them,” by Leopold Wagner (John 
Heywood).—The author is evidently thoroughly up in his subject, and 
has converted a great deal of curious information into a truly interesting 
book for all who are interested—and who is not ?—in pantomimes. 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


CROBATIC and pantomimic feats introduced into 
a modern story form dramatic fare of a highly 
amusing kind from the incongruity of the ele- 
ments; the fun will be uproarious and farcical, 
of course, but fun there will be, hearty and 
genuine. Two things are, however, necessary, 
-_the story must be coherent, and the eccentri- 
cities must arise ina more or less natural manner 


‘rom it. 





In Macfarlane’s Will at the Imperial the pan- 
tomimists have it pretty nearly all their own way, 
and the story is reduced to vanishing-point. As 
a natural consequence, the fun of incongruity 1s 
lost and the pantomime becomes purposeless, 
and three acts of mere pantomime, cleverly and 
neatly done as it is, and comical as much of it is 

hough a good deal of it is reducible to incon- 
gruous slaps on the head and unexpectedly sit- 
ting down with emphasis) three acts of mere 
pantomime begins to get dull about the middle 


of the second act. 





Mr. F. Desmond, who really is very funny, 
seems to be the funniest of the lot, from the fact 
of his costume suggesting nothing but an ordi- 
nary every-day sort of footman, whom you might 
expect to meet anywhere (so that his antics par- 
take of the unexpected), and in the second act 
the various slaps, leaps, tumbles, and tricks are 
both interesting and diverting, because they are 
directed toa distinct and intelligible end—the dis- 

The adoption of extravagant opera-bouffeish cos- 
e musicians appear in the last act, defeats 





PERIAL.—Try- 
MAKE HIM 
“"GO DOWN. 


Tue Im 


ING TO 


overy of the will. 
tumes, such as those in “ hich th 
ts own end: it as- 
serts a predetermi- 
ation to be comic, 
ind it requires an 
normous amount 
f comicality to 
hear out such an as 
eruion. \ 
canieinindeneins | 
There are several 
ladies and gentle- 
men of ability hid- 
ingtheirlightsunder =, 
bushels in the piece, 
and doing so much 
‘*looking on” at 
the acrobatic contin- 
gent that it seems 
rather an oversight that they are not supplied with programmes. 
Under these conditions Messrs. Alfred Nelson, H. G. Dolby, Misses 


Pree At 
Pi ata 
Ven Spee 





Pun_Grope.—Tug PARADOX—THE WORSE IS THE PETT! 


T. Lavis, Alice Ingram, and Kate Lee cannot be expected to shine very 
brilliantly—and they don’t. 














By the way, the piece is about a will—Macfarlane’s—but what about 
it I don’t know. 





The Cynic, at the Globe, appears destined for a lengthy and pros. 
perous career; much of this happy result is due, I should say, to the 





E Cynic’s PLANT—DAISY ROOTED TO THE SPOT ON DISCOVER: 
ING THAT THERE IS A Guy(D) TO THE_RuiIns., 


excellence of the acting, much toacurious kind of interest which is 
thrown over a rather ordinary and not unfamiliar sort of plot by Mr. 
Merivale’s avowed intention of giving something like the old legend of 
Faust inamodern guise. The parallel is carried through with consider- 
able ingenuity in many points, though not so successfully in others, 


Daisy (which, as a name, is a sufficiently good parallel for Marguerite) 
is, for instance, scarcely so innocent a character as her prototype; and 
the ubiquity which was natural enough in the original Mephistopheles, 
in the case of his modern representative is dangerously near the borders 
of the absurd, as well as being rather suggestive of the use of keyholes. 
‘* You have all been puppets in my hands,” declares this individual at 
one point— Ae is certainly one in Mr. Merivale’s hands. On the other 
hand, the rejuvenescence of Faust (or Faucit), the endowing him with 
riches, the calling up of Marguerite (so kind of Daisy to turn up just at 
that particular point of the conversation !), and the general tenour of the 
Garden Scene are all reproduced with cleverness and plausibility. There 
is some delicacy shown, too, in the ‘‘ shadowing ” of the struggle between 
good and evil spirits of the original in causing the events of the last act 
to take place on Christmas Day—with its ‘‘ peace on earth.” 





Of itself, the story of the piece is interesting enough, if not particularly 


new (though the motives of some of the characters are weak enough), 
and the dia- 


logue, except for 
a childish pun, chy , 
and some of ” 
Lestrange’s di- 
dactic speeches, 
displays some 
really brilliant 
comedy writing. 
The third act 
is too long, 
though. 


The part of 
Old Nick — I 
mean the Sin- 
Nick—no! no! 
the Cynic—fits 
Mr. Vezin like 
a glove; his 
firm, incisive 
style is admir- 
ably adapted to 
the enuncia- 
tion of cold 
cruelties and 
sardonic humour, and he has made a very finished study of the part. 
Mr. Arthur Dacre’s Guy Faucit abounds in the art which conceals 
itself, and Miss Litton displays a sustained Strength and delicate ap- 
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| preciation in the difficult scene at the end of the third act which she 


| has never excelled. 


) 


Miss Louise Willes plays well in an unattractive 
part, Lady 
Loose - scum — 
ad ae bother the 
wy | / names!—I mean 

Py Luscombe; Mr. 
Hamilton is a 
cheery Hon. 
Jem Gosling, 
and Mr. Philip 
Beck a judicious 
Captain Fair- 
field. 


Messrs. A. 
Wood, David 
Fisher, Sen., 
Mr. Selten, 
and Mr. Gardi- 
ner play minor 
parts with ef- 
fect, and Miss 
Goldney quite 
understands the 





[He Grope.—THe CHALLONER, CHILLIN’ ‘ER—TW) PETTY character r of 
Coates. Emily Chal- 
loner (after- 


wards Lady Coates). Miss Meredith is rather artificial. The scenic 
artist—I may say the Cynic artist—has done his work well; the Rook’s 
Nest and the church and village of Mould-on-the-Moss are two beautiful 
transcripts of nature under different aspects, NESTOR. 








4HSOP REVISED. 
THE HUNTSMAN AND HIS DOG, 
AN old and decrepit dog, who had in times past served his master 


| well in the chase, had the misfortune to incur the anger of the latter, 


| 
| 
| 


| 
! 
' 





who in a hasty moment shot at him, and missed him. 

The huntsman was thereupon seized with the most melancholy re- 
flections. 
_ “Ah, unhappy man!” he cried, ‘in whom this act forebodes well 
for the coming partridges ; for he who will aim wide of a hound hath, 
in sooth, small chance of hitting a bird.” 

He then shot at him again, and killed him. 


MORAL. 
Chastisement delayed is worse than sowing sweet peas in December ; 
so that he who seeks to correct his friend, and cannot find him, should 
lose no time in searching, but proceed to administer blows to another. 


THE CHIMNEYPOT, THE FIRE, AND THE SWEEPER. 
A CHIMNEYPOT grew so proud of its elevated position that it could 
not forbear addressing the fire on the hearth below in the following 


strain :— 
**Thou poor dependant on the will of others, who wouldst smoulder 


and die did not my lungs lend thy breath passage to that higher world 
| 1n which I stand eminent.” 


** Nay, old stiff-spine,” answered the other, ‘‘it is my mercy alone 


| that permits thy existence, for I have only to add flame to the smoke 


which I condescend to exhale through thy filthy pipe to reduce thee to 
something less taan annihilation.” Thus speaking, he began to verify 
his words, and the chimney was soon set a-blazing. 

A sweep, who happened to be on the roof, and to have overheard 


_ the controversy, thus addressed the malcontents :— 





‘*O unmetaphysical misanthropists in the boundless ocean of inanity, 
know that all secondary and submissive objects have their prototype in 
man, whoalone is capable of decided action,” He thereupon threw some 
water, which he had with him, on the fire, which immediately went out 
‘or a walk, and entered the chimney for the purpose of cleansing it. 
Here, however, he stuck, and finally could only be released after a long 
interval by the process of being taken down with and inside the flue. 


MORAL. 

The man who smokes his pipe bottom upwards to keep out the rain 
must not be surprised if thereby the tobacco falls out, for so it is ordained 
that reversed systems entail reversed fortunes; and he who steals an 

gg to throw in a neighbour’s face had much better have bought it to 
Shovel down his own throat. 








A “Fetch and Carry” Ship. 


. THE newest man-of-war is to be called the Caroline. She is not to 
be a Caroline-o’-battle ship, however, but mer ly a composite sloop. 








THE NEGLECTED SIGNALMAN. 


Let’s sing a song of skilfulness in managing 
affairs, 

And how the Railway Companies abolished all 
their cares ; 

Let ’s carol, gentle reader; let us chirp of no- 
thing less | 

Than the plan, its execution, and its wonderfu’ | 
success, 





The companies, deciding—as they'd often thought 
befure— 

That educating signalmen is nothing but a bore, 

Decided on a singularly admirable scheme 

For banishing the habit and its worry, like a dream, 


They settled on employing, with acuteness seldom known, 

A joint and mutual signalman whom nobody should own, 

To find his sphere of labour on a certain piece of line 

Whose connection with the companies you couldn t well define, 


So, having bought the signalman, according to design, 
They simply went and placed him in a box beside the line, 
And shirked responsibility and worry’s weighty load 

By not so much as teaching him a word about the ‘‘ code.” 


They told him to amuse himself; the box was pretty full 
Of bells for him to play upon, and levers he could pull ; 
They never told him which of them was right, and which was wrong, 
But left him, and forgot him, Then they sent the trains along 


The mind within that signalman incessantly was strained 
In working out the question as to whom he appertained ; 
And he felt a very crushing and uncomfortable blow 

On hearing both the companies declare they dida't know. 


The heart within that signalman went down like any stone, 
Because he felt so fatherless, neglected, and alone ; 

He went to both the companies, with tears within his eye, 
To beg of them to notice him. They never would reply. 





For both those happy companies were proud of their design ; 
They ’d not a 42 of trouble with that section of the line ; 
Delivered from anxiety, uneasiness, and tright, 
They ate their meals with relish, and they went to sleep at night. 


The signalman got weary—for his heart was very full— 
And sickened of the levers that were there for him to pull; 
He'd sit and ponder wearily for long unbroken spells, 
And quite ignore his semaphore and tinkly little bells. 


He thought of other signalmen the companies possessed, 
Indulged with little niceties, and noticed and caressed, 

And wondered when the time would come when Ae would also be 
Acknowledged by the company, and sit upon its knee. 


His kindly fellow-signalmen would think of him at times, 
And send along, to comfort him, a set of little chimes ; 
Or gaily work his semaphore, intending to console— 
Would work it like the little wooden monkey on the pole. 





At times he’d sit and wonder, in his melancholy way, 
Would wonder what the semaphore intended to convey, 
And whether any purpose in a crimson glimmer dwells, 
Or try to put a meaning to the tinkly little bells, 


? 


He desperately struggled—but the struggle was in vain 
Against a growing fancy he began to entertain— 

(The potency of brooding on a solitary mind !)— | 
That they must possess a meaning of a queer and hidden kind, 


IIe toddled to the companies to get them to ex- 
lain, 

And told them of the fancies that were seething 
in his brain ; 

They told him he must rouse himself, and really 


try to quell 
Such idle superstitions ; and perhaps he wasnt 


well. 





At last he got so wretched—(which you only can 
expect 

In one who is the victim of unqualified neglect) — 

That he left the weary levers which he loathed to that degree, 

And the bells, and flags, and semaphores, and ran away to sea. 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


Master. —** Tam 1” Man.—AWEEL?” 
Man.—** NAE SAE FOU’S YE WIS YERSEL’!” 
Alan.—‘' AY, WIS YE! 


AIN POOCIL WHAT THINK YE O’ THAT?” 


Master. —“' YE WIS TERRABLE FOU AT THE MARKET YESTREEN, TAM!” 


” 


Alaster.—‘*‘ ME FOU, YE IMPUDENT—— 


YE’LL NO MIND IT; BUT YE GIED THE SILLER FOR A DRAM TAE ME, AND ANE TO SANDY, OOT O’ YER 











A Radical Cure for both Conservatives, 
and Everybody in fact. 


‘SORELY defeated but not conquered,” sighed Hubert Ergmont. 
Polished and persuasive, he had sought Maude Dundas, only to be re- 
fused ; the truth is, he had twanged his light catarrh every night for 
three weeks under her bed-room window, while singing of his ardent 
love, till Maude thought his cold must be chronic, and visions of a 
consumptive husband induced the beautiful blonde to reject him. 
Hubert having discovered the adorable girl’s reason, immediately 
pawned his opera glasses, for he was poor, though of noble birth, while 
Maude’s wealth was too too almost. Having procured four shillings 
and sixpence, he invested the filthy lucre in a bottle of Sanford’s 
radical cure for catarrh, which instantly cured him. He promptly 
narried Maude, and they send Mr. Sanford a turkey regularly every 
Christmas, 


Liberals, 


A “Signy” qua non! 


(JUEEN RANAVALOMANJAKA, of Madagascar, we are informed, has 
signed the pledge. We are not at all surprised to hear it; in fact, 
we could imagine this monarch signing anything rather than her name! 


Price One Shilling ; post-free, is. 2a. 


DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


By the Author of ‘*My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


cé tale ’ . '< . : ; 
*** Dick Boulin’ is entirely free from vulgarity, or from aught that can be said to be 
objectionable "—Pxudlic Opinion. 
‘** The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelling as it was some five-and- 
twenty or thirty years ago. "—/¥ctorial World. 
‘“ A very amusing story of old coaching times.”— Reynolds's. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 





153 E.C. 


The Latest Addition to the Round Table Series, 


THE QUEEN OF COQUETTES, 


By ERNEST WARREN, 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY HAL LUDLOW, 
May now be had at all Booksellers’, Prick ONE SHILLING. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, EC. 


FLEET STREET, 
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Starch, 


: 








- LPLTA La 





Aes nO A 





| ae ee. ell = 


FgBRUARY I, 1882 i” , N ‘ 
eee e 43 


/ eee — 


THE GLORIOUS MEDALLIST. | >>—~ =7erameereneeeiatiiaiiiealidaiiios cecaiealastalonal 


: “‘ There were rewards given us for bravery. I myself 

; got £12 from Dublin. ‘They could have their choice of 

: either medals or money. ‘These are Parnell medals. | 

} 2 preferred the money. I saw some of the medals. 

{ | Riordan, the captain, has one.”—See Captain Moon- 
ie light’s evidence concerning the midnight raids, at the 
" Munster Winter Assizes, Zelegraph. 


\ WHITE-HAIRED, but soldier to the core, 
He sat beside his cottage door ; 

The little children joyed to be 

About his venerable knee, 












































Bold was his aged eye, as though aie im a SN Se 
It still were turned upon the foe ; ay ae RSA PA 
Dauntless his soul, as might attest 
The countless medals on his breast. 








Well loved he, when his work was done, | 
To sit and tell how these were won ; | 
Kindled his eye, as thus he spoke 
To all the wondering little folk :— 
** Well did I win these discs that shine | 
In Land League army’s martial line; 
Ne’er were these doughty arms afraid 
To mingle in the midnight raid. 


**No dreaded task to me, but fun, 

To join with ten in fighting one ; 
When armed, and drunk, / never ran 
From woman, child, or (crippled) man. 





‘*This glittering star so nobly gained, 
Tells of an infant bravely brained ; 

This clasp which decks my breast is there 
For cutting off a woman’s hair. 
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‘*To win this disc, I broke the head 
Of palsied grandam in her bed ; 

I gained ¢fzs little silver prize 

By digging out a horse’s eyes. 


eae eile L . 








‘* Earned I this other sparkling toy 
By running from a little boy ; 














ae” And ¢his by winning in a deep 
-” And bloody combat with a sheep.” | 
YER 


The hero, bent with many years, 
Concluded, shedding manly tears ; 








me The while, by veneration led, | 
The children stroked his hoary head. 

| 

ND. In such a gallant life one reads | 








The Land League army’s glorious deeds, 
In which the mouse’s pluck we find 
Paired with the demon's gentle mind, 
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iciaael CURT COMMENTS. 
THE parish of St. George the Martyr—or, 
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— rather, the Vestry thereof—deserve our grate- ? 
u.C, ful thanks. It points out to those who persist ; | 
in throwing orange-peel that it is a punishable ; i’ 
8, offence, aa that the guardians will prosecute =a = is eS i] 
all offenders in future. Now that people know —_—-- --- : ; 
they can be fined from forty shillings to five | 
-5, pounds the nuisance may cease. The notices A CHALK TO ROBERT. 
might be headed ‘‘ There’s many a slip from | Fucetious Youths.—‘‘BkeN BUSY LATELY, BOBBY? RUNNING ANYLODY IN? NO? 
the kerb to the hip.” WHAT A PITY! WELL, IF YOU’RE HARD-UP FOR A JOB, PERHAPS YOU'D LIKE TO : 
According to Professor Judd it is the verdict TAKE US,” { 
. | of geologists that a coal deposit exists beneath Bobby. —'* WELL, GENTS, I DO THINK, A-LOOKIN’ CAREFUL LIKE AT THE SHAPE OF 
; London, and that if properly bored for, could YOUR ’EADS, AND APPARIENT WANT OF INTELLEX, AS YOU DID OUGHT TO BE CHARGED g 
be obtained in Middlesex. The prospect of WITH BEIN’ WITHOUT ’AVIN’ ANY VISIBLE MEANS OF GETTIN’ A LIVIN’.” 
— having collieries in our midst is indeed a d/ack — a —_— — 
look-out. §& : : j 
| t frightful ee eee eee oe A Good Bill to be introduced next Session. 
All lovers of art will rejoice that the cele- THE continuous break-up of railway carriages and passengers on our different lines suggests 
’ brated picture ‘‘The Monarch of the Meadows” | the great advantage of the other ‘‘ continuous brake” being used on our railways. A Bill is to 
) has been found. It isa wonder it was not dis- | be introduced in Parliament shortly, to make the use of the ‘‘ continuous brake” compulsory on 
covered before, since a missing picture would | all British railways. We hope it may pass. Broken bones are not pleasant; and as this Act 
most likely be in Gainsborough Street-—where | is introduced for the benefit and safety of passengers, the lawmakers should make no bones 
| t was, about it, but pass it at once. It is the Earl de la Warr who is going to fight the passengers’ 
battle, and thanks are due to him for it. 
, THE Evit ‘‘I” aT MARGATE.—’Arry, the cole — 
Tel | ic **jetty-tourist.” | A Muirirary AvTHority UNLIKELY TO DO TuinGs BY HALves.—A ‘quarter ’-master. 
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SAVING THE MARK. 


‘* An Old Sailor,” writing to a contemporary, states that he has known the Piimsoll 


mark to be painted out, and shifted three times during one voyage. 
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‘¢Ler’s go for a trip,” said Captain Death ; 
** We've a spanking gale and a wintry sea ; 
It wil] warm your heart and prolong your breath, 
Bold tar, to come for a trip with me ; 
She’s lightly laden, my trusty barque, 
And the wave’s far down from the Plimsoll mark.” 


Oh, the sky was black, and the gale was brisk, 
Among the ropes you could hear it rave ; 
But the seaman glanced at the brave white disc, 
And it stood two feet from the murky wave. 
And he tripped aboard her without ado, 
And he said, ‘*Good Captain, I'll sail with you,” 


Said Captain Death, ‘‘ For a jiff we'll stay 
To complete the load of our trusty barque— 
A few light scraps that will stow away, 
Too little to lower the Plimsoll mark.” 
And the seaman’s heart was content and light 
As he kept his eye on the disc of white. 


They brought the rest of it, bale by bale ; 
They poured the load in the roomy hold ; 
Not once did the stream of cargo fail 
Till several days had been duly told ; 
Yet the good white disc that would surely save, 
Still stood two feet from the murky wave. 


Still poured the cargo, and knew no check, 
Still bales and cases came thick and fast ; 
And they piled them high on the creaking deck, 
And they lashed them high to the stately mast ; 
And the demons of hurricane howled with glee 
As the good barque Catacomd put to sea, 


And through the scuppers the waves rolled in; 
And over the bulwarks would slyly stare 
The black wave-demons, and jeer and grin— 
The black wave-demons with hoary hair. 
But the seaman suffered nor care nor cark, 
For they could not reach to the Plimsoll mark. 


Then the black wave-demons retired and jeered, 
As if the task were beneath their skill ; 
And the gale went down, and the heavens cleared ; 
And all the waters lay calm and still 
Save small sly ripples that lapped and roll’d 
Over the bulwarks and down the hold. 


Then the seaman said, in a kind of doubt, 
**The deck 's three feet in the briny sea, 
And we'd best be pumping the water out.” 
But Death, the captain, he said, said he, 
**There’s the Plimsoll mark that is sure to save — 
Why, it stands two feet from the rippling wave !” 


| } 
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Then Death, the captain, he grinned and said, 
‘6 You can have it as high as you like,” said he; 
And he hauled it up, until, white and brave, 
It stood six feet from the rippling wave. 


So the seaman banished his fears of wreck, 
And his throat got rid of its awkward lump ; 
But the waves crept up till they reached his neck, 
And he thought it might be as well to pump ; 
But the waves crept up till he turned and fled, 
And took his perch at the mainmast-head. 





But the gay white disc that had power to save, 
The brave white disc that the seamen love, 
Was never submerged in the angry wave, 
But ever was visible far above. 
When the seaman’s mind was perturbed and dark, 
It would cheer as he looked at the Plimsoll mark, 


Then the seaman crept to the lofty truck, 
And his toes were lapped by the rippling sea ; 
But the faithful mark that can scare ill luck 
Was over him, bearing him companee ; 
3ut the seaman was silent, and held his breath : 
** Just climb a bit higher,” said Captain Death. 


Then the lazy ripples closed, sly and soft, 
Above the truck, like a great grey shroud ; 
But the brave white Plimsoll mark soared aloft, 
And the seaman with it—above the cloud. 
He cared no more for the silent sea— 
He’d climbed a bit higher with Captain D, 

















THE PANIC FASHION. 


WE read in the G/ode how, on Sunday evening, during the service in 
. ,. , . > . - ; ° z . 

St. Paul’s, a young fellow stood up and expressed his astonishment that 
such doctrines as those of the preacher’s should be tolerated, and how, 
in consequence, ‘‘a kind of panic, which might have been attended with 
serious consequences, ensued.” 

We do not recollect whether it was in the same paper that we also read 
the following :— 

‘* During a recent concert at the Albert Halla slight scratching was 
heard behind a board, followed by the appearance of a mouse on the 
platform. In an instant the utmost confusion reigned among the audience, 
a simultaneous and frantic rush being made toward the doors. Many 
ladies fainted, and some considerable time elapsed before the police could 
render any aid to the screaming gentlemen who attempted wildly to 
climb up the columns and walls out of the way of the terrible animal, 
which pursued its terror-striking course round the hall, clearing a wide 
lane among the paralysed spectators in its progress. At length, after 
many efforts, the police succeeded in capturing the brute, and the audience 
once more resumed their seats, though not before many gentlemen had 
been permanently prostrated by the fright, the brains of many being en- 
tirely undermined and softened by the appalling event.” 

‘A terrible scene occurred the other day at the Crystal Palace. A 
baby in arms was heard to utter a note of iamentation consequent upon 
its feeding-bottle having slipped from its grasp. In another instant th 
terror-stricken audience were piled in huge and struggling masses at t 
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A LITTLE CRAZY. rt 


AVAUNT, begone! Molest me not! 
My soul would yearn alone. 
What common tread shall soil the spot 
Where stands the Poet’s throne ? 
I would not have one mouse about" 
In earshot of my song, 
While I the swelling stanza shout 
In music loud and long, 
Iama Bard. Beware, beware 
My flashing eyes, my floating hair ! | 





Nay, not a hint of “cleaning up” | 
My spirit brooks to-day. | 
From Helicon was brimmed the cup 
That lures me worlds away. 
Undusted yet one other week 
My furniture may stand. 
Apollo summons: who shall seek 
To stay my throbbing hand? 
Iama Bard. Beware, beware 
My flashing eyes, my floating hair! 





The petty, paltry things of earth, 
So dear to meaner men, 
When thoughts Titanic leap to birth 
Retard the glowing pen, 
Of articles to eat or drink, 
Or articles of dress, 
The nobler nature scorns to think, 
Though needing them no less. 
Iama Bard. Beware, beware 
My flashing eyes, my floating hair ! 


Just now I had—so I believed— 

Some verses ‘fOn a Storm;” 

Not only very well conceived, 

But exquisite in form. 

I scratch my head, I beat my brow. 
Tis vain; I cannot find 
A fragment of my lyric now: 

No matter. Never mind! 

Iam a Bard. Beware, beware 

My floating eyes, my flashing hair ! 


A ©“ BURNING” SHAME.— Using corn for fuel. 
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IT’S A WEAKNESS. 
} Good Samaritan. —*' ku, TAM! YONNER’S THE MEENISTER!” 


A’LL TELL ’UM YE’RE—(hic)— 





—- 
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THE QUEEN’S SPEECH. 


Mr. Fun, who is en rapport with the chief members of the Govern- 


| Speech,” which he hastens to print for the delectation of his readers. 


My Lorps AND GENTLEMEN, 
I congratulate you on the resumption of your deliberative labours, 
which I trust will keep you from stumping the country in your late un- 


paralleled manner. 


| this session. 


I beg hereby to explode the report of there being no Queen’s Speech 
A Queen’s peach is commonly a fruitful source of rumour. 

I am glad to state that my relations with the European Powers are 
on the best of terms; they are sufficiently well-bred to behave them- 


| selves when out visiting. 


I have entered into a partnership with regard to Egyptian finance, 


° . . . ’ . 
|and although, ‘‘if two men ride a horse one must sit behind,” the 


politest nation in Europe would scarcely be guilty of asking a lady to 


| take a back seat. 


The state of Ireland continues to cause me grave alarm, which I trust 


| will be dissipated by your deliberations on the subject, although last 


session the subject caused your deliberations to be somewhat dissipated 
also, 

I congratulate you heartily on the improvement in trade, which means 
higher prices for all commodities; and especially congratulate those 


| with fixed incomes, 





I regret to say it has become necessary that you should be asked to 
adopt the c/é/ure, which my Ministers have ‘‘taken from the French.” 
It is open to speculation whether ‘‘the French” may not be congratu- 
lated on its loss. 

A Bill will be laid before you for the purpose of remedying the defects 
of local taxation, by making it imperial, which means where one man 
already paid a penny, every man will have to pay the same, thus 
remedying the defect of jealousy. 

A Bill will be laid before you for the admission of Mr. Bradlaugh, an 


= Sat ee | 
receive with various ieesings. 


I recommend the Bankruptcy Laws and the Municipality of London 
to your profound attention, though I doubt whether you will make much 
out of either, however hard you study, unless you happen to be intending 
defaulters or shippers of turtle, . 

It is intended to lay before you a Bill for the compulsory registration 
of all intending murderers as ‘‘ cranks.” 

I am able to inform you that my Commercial Treaty with France is 
approaching its settlement—if, indeed, it be not ‘‘ settled ” already. 

GENTLEMEN OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, 

I have given instructions that the Estimates for the ensuing year be 
laid before you as speedily as possible. I may mention, et passant, 
that my youngest son is about to be married. 

My Lorps AND GENTLEMEN, 

Having nothing more particular to say, I beg to wish you a very good 

morning. 








Strange Want of Intelligence on the part of an 
Animal, 


WE don’t know what is coming to dogs nowadays. Here a police 
sergeant—a real live one—tries to force his way into a man’s house in 
Southwark (whilst in plain clothes), and the dog on the premises does 
not find out that he is a policeman, but goes and bites the officer’s leg 
like an idiot. Really, if things go on like this we shall have to start a 
reformatory for stupid dogs, with the late St, Paul’s staff as assistants. 
They would understand, at all events, something about the canine 


treatment. 


The Unruly Member, 


From Northampton it is stated that a family of four have been almost 
killed by eating tinned tongue. We were about to remark that we knew 
a man who was quite killed by his wife’s tongue; but, of course, that 
isn’t the same thing. At Northampton the tongue was potted. It is 
impossible to ‘‘ pot” a woman’s tongue. 
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HOW TO ENCOURAGE PROMOTION. 
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ARM-IN-ARM. 


(See Cartoon.) 


DISSENTER, Papist, Churchman, arm-in-arm, 

United by humanity’s sweet charm ! 

Well do ye aim to shield from lawless harm 
The law-abiding ; 

And Russian savages, whose cruel will 

Impels them on to outrage, rob, and kill 

Their Hebrew neighbours, may perchance stand still 
Beneath your chiding. 


To those old zealots of the Cross retrace 
Your thoughts, who deem’d they merited God’s grace 
By persecuting unto death the race 

That gave their Saviour : 
What would they say, were they but here to see 
This outcome of your Christianity ? 
Would they not stare and marvel mightily 

At such behaviour ? 


Although harsh discords yet bestain your creed, 
At least ye have in charity agreed 
To hold a victim of the Jewish breed 
E’en as a brother ; 
And oh! while thus your hearts in pity burn, 
’'T were truly well if ye could likewise learn 
To cultivate a larger love in turn 
‘or one another! 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER HUNTS, 


‘*RIDE two hounds? No, I did not nevare at all ride two hounds; 
but I have, e Continent, seen them drive two, tree, ah oui! seex dog, 
and in ze hippodrome I have seen von ride six horse all at ze vonce; but 
ride two hounds, nevare.’”’ Zat is vat I ansare Jollidogue, but he tell 
me how zat he mean have I ride aftare ze hounds? I reply nevare. 
Ife say he go into ze Middlelands to-morrows to hunt, vill I go vit him? 
[ say 1 am like your fox, mon ami,I am game. Vat! your fox not game, 
but vermeen? zen vot/a/ I am vermeen-killare!... . Ze to-morrow 
ve go. Ze train put us down at Norsamptons, and ve put ourselves up 
at ze hotel zare. Jollidogue ask me to tell ze boot to call us in ze morn- 
ink ; I ask Jollidogue if he is vat you call screw, if not, if he is screw 
loose, or again if he is tight. He explains he mean John ze Boots, who 
vear ze Jack boots, and I must tell him to take ze boot Jack to our room. 
[ find ze landlords ; I say, ‘* Landlords, look here, old fellows, you tell ze 
landlord, boot—no, you tell ze boot—land—no, I vill commence again. 
Boot—no—Jack—diab/e/— landlords, tell ze boot Jack zat vear ze John 
boots to bring ze Jack boot to our room.”’ Ze landlord say vill I have 
a split sodas. I say, ‘*Split? I shall split my jaw vit your langvidge ! ” 
Next morninks I go vit Jollidogue to ze bait stable, vare I expect ve shall 
get ze bait to put on ze hook for ze fox ; but no, he tell me it is ze e/ad/iss- 
ment of ze livery-stable keepare. I say he look hearty, vessare or not 
he is Zivery. Zey bring mea horse; he is soroughbred : ze vay he dance 
make me sink him fancy bread. Iam up—so is he—in ze air; he dance 
—I sink he must have belong to a circus, I say, ‘‘ Vo!” but he vill not 
vo—no, he von't vo. Jollidogue shout metoholda short rein. Isay my 
reign over zis animal vill be ver’ short. Ze ostlare ask me vill I havea 
crop. I tell him none of his cheek, ze cut of my hair is not nozzink to him; 
but Jollidogue remark he mean my vip. Zey give me a vip; I give it ze 
horse, and he go along—sidevays. Ze leetle boys call me to get inside, 
but I take no notice. My horse persist in valking on ze pavement, he 
try to go in a shops, ze young lady escream. I beg her pardons, and ve 
go on annozare few yard. My horse vill now do nozzink but valk—I 
sink he sink he is at a funerals. At last ve get out of ze town intoa 
lane. He begin to trot. I sink my head vill fall off. At across road 
ve met ze man vit a lot of dogs vit zare tails up. Jollidogue say it is ze 
huntsman vit ze pack. I notice ze huntsman shuffle ze pack, and ven 
zey vill not shuffle he cut ze pack vit his vip. Jollidogue observe zey go 
to ze meat ; it vill bea big meat. I say I sink tooso, ze meat for so many 
dog. Toute suite, I comprehend Jollidogue mean ze meet, for presently 
ve are zare. 

Lots of zem know Jollidogue ; but how they estare at me and my 
horse! Quel bonheur! zare is ze charming Miss Jollidogue, and I feel 
my heart jump more even zan ze trot of my horse have made it. 
Mees Jollidogue is alvays lovely; but to-day, vit ze glow on her cheek, 
ze sparkle in her eye, her lofally hair braided neatly undare ze chimney- 
pot hat, her habit vitout a wrinkle from vare it meet ze neat little stickup 
collare down to ze tiny vaist, and vit ze smallest foot and most bevilder- 
ing ankle just peeping from ze fold, she seems Venus and Diana in von. 
[ say she shine brightest in ze saddle, and some von say “ Yes, on ze 
Brush system.” She tell zat I have a good mount, zat she like to see 
men in tops. I ask if she mean zose men among ze turnip-tops in ze 
next field? She say ‘‘ No, mahogany tops and cords.” I zink she chaff, 
and say zey are for ze leetle boys—ze top and ze streeng. I vould like 
to keep by her side, but my horse dance avay. Jollidogue say he isa 
ver good huntare, he is by Fidget—dam Skittish. I say ‘‘ Nuisance!” 
Just zen ze hounds vat zey call give tongue, everybody gallop and say zey 
have found. Before I can ask ‘‘ Vat?” zare is a shout; ve are off, my 
horse is off, I am nearly off—his back. Idemand vat is it vich is up? I 
learn ze hounds have got zescent. I ask if zey use ze Jockey Club scent 
in ze hunt. Before I get ansare zare is more shout ; zey say somesink 
have broke avay. My horse start sosudden he almost leave me behind. 
But I cling round his neck and ze stirrup stir up round my ankle, so I 
am allright. Mees Jollidogue and I are togezzare ; she sit so square 
and easy, it seem she and her horse are von. I do not sit square, neizer 
am I easy, and I sink my horse and I will soon be two. Ven I get breaf, 
I say ‘‘ Mees Jollidogue, you are von pearl.”’ She say if I no look out 
[ sall get a ‘*purler.” She say ‘‘It is awfully jolly.’’ I say it is jolly 
awfuls. Zeycry ‘‘ Hark forard!” and I vish zey would hark backwards ; 
zey also shout ‘* Whoo-oop!” I shout ‘*‘ Who-oop !” also. Some von 
say ‘* Vare bullfinch.”’ Ilook round and I say ‘‘ Vare bullfinch? Novare! 
Zare is an esparrows and zare is ’? But before I have said more I 
rise, I am high and dry; I fall, I am low and vet. Iam out of ze hunt, 
[am vat you call in ze svim. My horse crawl out of ze estreem. I sink 
I vill go back and change; my horse sink*he von’t. His resolution is 
ze strongare, and, as you say, ze resolution is carried, I am carried also. 
Again he trot, he canter, he gallop, he fly! Ze grass, ze hedges, ze 
trees, ze everysink flash by like the vind. Zey are in ze next field; I 








sall catch zem. MHloorahs! wive la chasse! In front zare is a hedge, 
and zareisatree. It is too late tostop! My horse rush—he spring 
so high I cannot go undare ze tree—so I hang on to ze branch. I still 

but my horse does not vait, everyvon is gone, and I am indeed 




















YET MORH ENCORE VERSES 


To THAT Topic SONG IN OUR LAST BUT Four. 
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Still anxious to be acquitted on the plea of insanity, our two comedians plunge intc 


rning papers, and continue : 


We may be deceived, but we think all the same, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

In Egypt we’re playing a tickle-ish game, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

And look at the Crises all over the shop ; 





With Gambetta (who’s gone), and with Bismarck (who'll stop), | 


We'd not like to reap ¢Aeir political crop, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We think you ’ve been going a little too far, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
Regarding your ‘‘ working men’s trains,” G.E.R., 
We are such a couple of fools ! 
We think, if you bring men so early to town, 
You might in the waiting-rooms let them sit down, 
Your refusal gives insult as injury’s crown, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


At Indian news our delight ’s unconcealed, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

We’re glad the Vernacular Press Act’s repealed, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

The Indians aren’t polite as a mass 

In speaking of English officials, alas ! 

But we think bottled feelings will generate gas, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


To give an opinion we firmly refuse, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
Concerning the Kussians’ behaviour to Jews, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
For, once we begin, we would speak without stint, 
And the Editor ’s certain to give us this hint— 
‘*E-xpressions as marked are improper for print,” 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We'd like to get coals at a penny a ton, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
But shouldn’t exactly regard it as fun, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 
If Westminster Abbey were used for a shed, 
And every night as you lay in your bed 
The fire-damp exploded and blew off your head, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 








Tue Evectric BrusH.—This elegant article of the toilet, an en- 
graving of which so often adorns our back page, appeared in our issue 
of January 25th, by the accidental dropping of a figure 2, to be obtain- 
able fer 1s. 62., although another part of the advertisement distinctly 
showed the price to be 12s. 64.—12s. 6d, is the ‘‘ Brush System,” not 


Is. Od. 


THe Duke oF York Srers!—No doubt, but seeing the height at 
which H.R.H. is stationed, his steps are exceedingly gingerly in their 


LrACiCr, 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 

a antl CT ae — HIE pressure on 
ae my space at 
Christmas- 
time prevent- 
ed my noticing 
any but the 
more promi- 
nent »ieces at 
the moment; 
hence it comes 
that I have 
not previously 
mentioned a 
little musical 
piece at the 
Opera Co- 





mique called 
Lovers’ Knots. 
It is unpre- 


tending, and 
strikes out no 
particular no- 
velty either | 


. 
aglaiogue I 
Tur O r) Nalog ) 
music ] t it 
asia as A 
ee 
contains pien- 
a one fi atumttce banal — ae sanalla 
ly of quips, some s§ ciently tun il melodies, some cceptionally 


+ 


advantage of employing the talents 
| George Temple, Mr. Robert Brough, and Misses 
: exertion of getting to the theatr 


neat versification, 


Emily Cross and ©, Maitlar 


half an hour earlier will be well repaid, and you will be brought into 
1 nice cheerful humour to thoroughly enjoy Mr. Sims’s rollicking 


; az 
Mother-in-Law. 


The rattling fun of Mr. Sims’s piece seems to have taken a firm hold, 
and Mr. Kishop as the punning Pownceby, and Mr. Vernon as the 
worried author Twigg (they ought to be called ‘‘Punsby”’ and ‘‘ D’ye 
Twiggy ?” according to our artist), upon whoin most of the work falls, 
carry it through with untlagging spuit, ably assisted by Miss Sallie 
Turner as the objectionable prospective mother-in-law. The author 

te McTurtle, with his too-much marriedness 
‘ach of promise case, as funny as the nature of 
1 the part loses nothing in Mr. RK. Brough’s 


has made the unfort 
ind his prospective re 
the materials will permit, a: 
hands. 

Miss l-mily Cross is not too well treated in the shadowy part of Mrs. 
Pownceby, but she makes the most of the prying and jealous propen- 
sities of that lady, seizing the suspicious letter in the office scene with 
vicious triumph. By the way, there is an excellent small bit of cha- 
racter acting in this scene by Mr. Ettinson as a ricketty clerk with a 
troublesome cough. This seizure by the lady, and affliction of the gen- 
tleman, suggest the idea that here we have the coffee and ices—coughy 


ind I 7°, | mean—referred to he procramme 








are sufficient to induce audiences to condone the shortcoming of the 
‘‘comedy.” The general drift of the story is old (worked to death 
almost), the incidents are old, and the ‘*character” is old: moreover, 
the incidents are clumsily tacked together, and the characters are moved 
by no intelligible motives, and jerked about on their puppet strings in a 
most eccentric fashion. 


The merits of the piece are all in the acting, Mr. Charles Glenny 
has most to do, and works with untiring energy and devotion to invest 
his part with reality. Mr. Everill is an ‘‘old salt ” to the life, and Mr. 
Mansfield (in another capital ‘‘ make-up”) throws a good deal of life 
into an impossible old man. Mr. Rodney does nothing very creditably, 
and Miss Evelyn is ‘‘ wasted on the desert air.” The principal points 
connected with Miss Hilton’s performance of the heroine are a general 
feebleness (truly that may be the fault of the part) and a ‘‘ displayed 
line”’ in the bills. 





Pluto, however, is capital; you won’t find a better dish of its kind 
, ’ 4 ‘ 7 . 
anywhere on the dramatic board; and, from its apparent success, it 


) 7). 


would be no misnomer, I should say, to rename it P/etus, 








Mr. Clement Hoey has started a third series of Ballad Concerts at the | 


Royal Victoria Coffee Hall, the principal attraction to which (from the 
J . . . ’ 

prominence given to it) appears to be the fact that they are ‘‘ under 

royal patronage ;” but if ‘‘royal patronage” does not object to that 


style of advertisement, I suppose it’s all right. I’ve not been able to 


get so far afield myself, but 1 hear, from persons who ave and who are 


| 


not usually over-inclined to Clementcy, that they have been Hoeyly | 
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THE Opera Comiove.—Covcuy 


In common with a large section of the community, I believe Mrs. 
Langtry is paid for her services at the Haymarket (the exact sum is 
nothing to do with me or any one but Mr. Bancroft and Mrs. Langtry), | 
exactly like any other performer—according to her ‘‘ drawing ” powers; | 
Mrs. Langtry, for obvious reasons, is a *‘dig¢ draw” at present—exactly 
as any other performer might be; Mrs. Langtry (probably) exercises her 
business faculties, takes advantage of circumstances, and gets the best 
price she can for her services —exactly as any other performer as- 


uredly would. All this seems gall and wormwood to certain champions 
‘ nme ? . ° 

of *‘the profession,” but verily they have their revenge; they call her 

**the fashionable amateur.” , 


Messrs. Sidney Grundy and Edward Solomon are said to be at work 
on a piece — comic opera or what not —on the subject of Ze Vicar o/ 
/iray. Mr. Grundy has already proved his possession of more than 
average powers; In company with his present co//aborateur, he will be | 
able to show more than ever that he has a Ned upon his shoulders. | 








At the morning performance at the Prince of Wales’s, I understand | 
Mr. Beerbohm Tree will producea piece called Aferely Players. (Query 
-is this an adaptation of the novel of that name?) Asan afterpiece at 
the same performance, I believe this same Tree will produce Apples! 
NESTOR. 








SOME of the usual Irish outrages have been taking place lately at a 
illage called Knocknagree. At a meeting of the inhabitants it has 

ak teens i . 3 ‘ 
y-at-once styl p— 
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ly decided—that is, after the all-shoutin: 
rati h he place, and call it Knocka 
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Little Feeds, 


* Just now the tide of public opinion is setting somewhat str yngly in favour of the e 


The Chairwoman. 


POSSIBILITIES OF THE FUTURE. 
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lection of lady members of Boords of Guardians."—Dazrly Telegraph, Jan. 23, 1882. 
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OUR EXTRA SPECIAL AT BERLIN. 


On the Stree, Fan. 30th, 1882. 


/ 





I was quite prepared to be cautious when I came on here from Paris 
with a view of studying the effect of Bismarck’s virtual coup a’é/aét, for 
the cosmopolitan friend who had invited me to visit him warned me that 
the streets literally swarmed with detectives, who arrested people over- 
heard even to chaff the Kaiser or his ‘‘ blood and iron” Chancellor. 
| But I admit, Sir, that I was not prepared, even after seeing the London 
| comic journals seized the very morning I arrived, to find myself arrested 
and charged the ver, next evening before the Police Commissary of 
this Linden district with no less than four distinct statements of mur- 
derous and treasonable import. 

You will be able better to imagine my surprise when I tell you my 
proceedings for the day. In the first place, then, I had sallied out with 
my friend (who had a severe headache) to procure a small quantity of 
green tea, that it might be substituted for the inevitable coffee. There 
being but one place where the tea could be obtained good, we had thought 
it better to go in person. 

My friend at once noticed we were followed by a police agent, but, 
serene in our confident innocence, we determined not to mind, even 
when, on going out again after our déjetiner, we again found the spy at 
our heels. Nothing heeding, we walked Unter aen Linden, gaily dis- 
cussing some rubbers of whist we had played the previous evening, uatil 








we were tired, and returned home to rest and write letters. 

The detective dared not follow us into my friend’s room, but he was 
wailing for us ensconced snugly behind a lamp-post opposite our house, 
when, about 6P.M., we went out to dine, talking loudly of my new 
sensational drama, to be shortly produced at the—well, it is not guzte 
settled which theatre—and especially debating as to how the villain 
should be disposed of in the last act. 

At the restaurant I noticed the same police spy at an adjacent table, 
and I took care to pitch my conversation in a loud key just to show him 
how in my conscious innocence I defied him. As a matter of fact, our 
conversation turned almost entirely on domestic topics, quite half an 
hour being devoted to apiarian gossip, my friend having questioned me 
as to the results of my extensive bee-keeping some year or two since. 

Being somewhat tired, I suggested a game of billiards and then home, 


}and it was on crossing the threshold of my friend’s house at the early 


hour of 8.15 that, much to the consternation and indignation of us both, 
I was arrested and hurried off to the police bureau, as I have already 
stated, 

You can now judge, Sir, how indignantly I met the charge and de- 
manded to have details of so false an accusation. 

On this, as I expected, the plain-clothes fellow who had dogged our 
steps came forward, and having been sworn, proceeded to state that he 





Knew the English tongue, and had heard me, during the day, make use 


of the following expressions, which he read verdatim from his note-book : 


_I.—‘* At 10.52 the prisoner remarked to this friend, ‘ 7here, now! J 


| aink this little packet of gunpowder will do the trick!’ At the same 
tume he” (that is, me) ‘* slapped his breast-pocket ‘significantly.” 


_ UL.— At 12.2 I heard prisoner say distinctly, whilst within sight of 
nis Imperial Majesty’s palace, ‘J could cut the King this very moment 
/ / had the chance—yes, tw nty limes tf 40u liked.’ At 12.7 he added 
“ite ily, § Zhe Atne’s no use, [ tell you; the deuce can take him, and 

7E S$ UN ENG Of ii : 
ITI.—** At 6.10, whilst still following prisoner, he exclaimed suddenly, 
vé tt, od man! 2171] blow ud the villain with xerotine siccative. 
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Dynamite’s out of date, and I could easily put a can of the new stuff in 
the luggage-van when the old ruffian goes by train,’” 

IV.—‘* Put on the alert by these atrocious expressions, I listened 
further, and at 7.21, at table No. 4 at the Restaurant Moltke, 1 heard 
the prisoner cry, ‘ /Vhat would Ido? Why, smother the old Queen, of 
course!’ adding, a few moments later, ‘ // 7 smothered the whole swarm, 
no one would be the loser. But the Queen-Mother must go!” 

When the spy had finished, the Police Commissary was evidently much 
impressed, and my laughter, concealed with difficulty, did not improve 
mycase. I heard the P.C. remark to his clerk, in German, ‘‘ A regular 
bloodthirsty demagogue. I shall lock him up, most decidedly !”’ 

Then he turned to me, and was about to gravely denounce my san- 
guinary and regicidal views, when my friend rushed in with an attaché 
from our Embassy, to whom I hastily explained the ludicrous situa- 
tion in a very short time. He in turn made a short speech to the Com- 
missary in idiomatic German, on which the latter, though he still evi- 
dently regarded me as a dangerous lot, set me at liberty, much to the 
chagrin of the hang-dog scout who had dodged me all day. 

But I say, Sir, what do you think of the state of a capital, and the 
capital of a State, in which such an incident as the above is possible, 
and in which an innocent foreigner, who chances to have a preference 
for gunpowder tea, and who talks about playing cards, sensational 
dramatic scenes, and bee-swarming in the public streets, runs the risk of 
being arrested as a Nihilist incendiary of the most murderously com- 
munistic type? I think so little of such a city myself that I propose 
eaving here to-morrow. 





The Elastic Man. 


THIS natural phenomenon cannot be realized even by the widest stretch 
of one’s imagination, for his skin stretches wider even than that. There 
is nothing mysterious, though, about his India-rubber-like epidermis, for 
it can be seen through easily by the youngest child—when a lighted 
candle is placed behind it. Although spectators are not warned not to 
touch the figure, it is quite clear that his skin cannot be ‘‘felt.” It is 
far too elastic to be that. “Z’H/omme £lastique is healthy, and only 
suffers from occasional face-ache—a kind of ‘‘elastic’’-doloureux. He is 
necessarily temperate in his habits, for he finds it literally impossible to 
take a ‘‘skin-full,” much more make himself ‘‘tight.” Ile was a cabinet- 
maker by profession, but has now, at Mr. Farini’s instigation, joined the 
elastic ‘‘ band,” in which he plays first fiddle. Mr, Farini, by the way, 
would have exhibited better taste had he not shown the Elastic Man; 
but he elected to show the latter, as ‘‘ better taste” is not a very popular 
exhibit just now. 


The Way to Spain. 


At Croydon, when Michael Connote, described as a Spaniard, was 
charged with loitering about for a supposed felonious purpose, and with 
having in his possession certain articles supposed to be stolen, he, in 
defence, said he had gone down to Croydon on his way to Spain. 
Although this Spaniard Connote know much about geography, or would 
have it thought that he doesn’t, the fact of his having stolen property on 
his person looks as if he did ‘*hnow Ais way about,” 


SURR-TAINLY,.—The only sort of school permitted should bea Surr- 
tifizd school 
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CRUEL OLD 


p?}; n ropist ‘*] TRUST MY AGENTS IN THE GOOD WORK DOWN HERE KEEP YOU WELL SUPPLIED WITH TRACTS, Mrs. 
GRUBBINS.” Mrs. Grudbins.—“* TwO A DAY FUR THE LAST MONTH, SIR$ REGULAR WORRITSOME,”? 

Philanthropist, —‘' 1 GRIEVE TO HEAR YOU SAY SO, HERETIC. I WILL PRESENT YOU WITH THIS NEATLY PRINTED COPY OF THE 
TEN COMMANDMENTS.” 

Mrs. Grubbin sits ;HTY KIND OF YER, SIR, I’M SURE, TER GIVE AWAY TO A POOR WOMAN LOIKE ME WHAT YOU CAN'T 
KEEP YERSELF. 
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LADY. 











More than a Joke. 


the Gre 











‘nwich magistrate, has fined a butcher’s man 2 
art to the danger of the public, remarking that 
iving heard of a butcher’s man who drove with 
immemorial it has seemed to be a recognized 
| thing for these people to gallop through the streets without let or hin- 
drance, and it 1s about time some rei, 3 a re taken to suy ppress the nui- 


Mr. BALGUY, 
for driving a horse and « 
he did not ‘secalh t ever | 
proper caution. From ti 








sance. It Bud be a legitimate held for the Prevention ‘of Street Acci- 
dents Association. 
A‘ LanxG”*TRY AND 2 ‘SSTRANG’’*TRY,—The Jersey Lily’s. 








PICTORIAL WORLD 
Enlarged to 24 pages, with a 


DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED SUPPLEMENT 
BEVERY WEEK! 
A decided Novelty in Mlustrated Fournalism, 


The whole in an Attractive Cover, Price SIXPENCE. 

















BLACK 


DOME teas: | 


BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NODUST!} 
For - a of Gold Medal For ee 





IRCULAR 
POINTED 





Use, 


r-A oc An * 
iIAMES & SONS 





Lond 


C_BRANDAU 
















CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in 
the cup, it proves 
the addition of 








A 
COCOA 
ESSENCE. 









Starch, 
PE IT! @OLUIRIE TI! REEFREQHING I! 





























- 
FEBRUARY 8, 1882 


7 
C 
2 

















\ 
_N Y - 
e 4 es 
J ren” —e— 
— “ — Sf 
| ia. J —_ J) _ nr 
a 4 —_— 
4 
4 
7 Near —_— = N 
—- % x - 
-. J | / “i 
. Shy Ny, 
| J SN NY ‘ely 


























=, = 
a — _—— Nee 
—— wl - “ 
- _ 
ie : ~~ 
a ~ * r = 
: i \ 
‘ é | v 
iit} / N, 
N 1 
as . kt 
{ . ”f » \ 























: 
mh => S <= | y 
Wi = \ . | 
' 1 S — > ¢, | } 
| | | bi S SS -- 7 i! fy - ! 
UE iS SSS tien th , ae | 
Aa iAlt SK SS i \ 4, ¥ ; 
| aiid A 7p \ 
ae aye i : ; < i} A\\ 
YY nae | | | N 
ee \ i \ = 1 \ i ~ \ ‘ 
& / FLY, s\Y IN t \ nt \ Ss | } ! ° sald } f 
el ina As . “— OS Wat) . 
iv ie NS | \ WW 8 N 
o A \ y . ~ Sy : 
oS 2) \ Wa SN . 
- \ b \ \ ( ” ir. 
Vt. f Xs 
% AS 
. r ra = | 
ne . = . a 5 \ : ; \ 
< 4 a a SS — “= | 
. \ ; — = SS = | 
W \ \ - 
_ ~° = ) \ \ / “ - = 
a \ 
- i, } a 
. 7. : > 
a esos eal : = Ss >—~ <<“. - a 
- — x. "i - = — SSS = - ~ a Ll 
= SS fS ae || 
— - <<. iti | 
| 





FEAR NOT. 


Prown.—‘' AH! THAT’s youR Doc, UE’bD ASTONISH ANY SUSPICIOUS-LOOKING PARTY COMING ABOUT, I SHOULD THINK,” 
Jones.—‘*OQH, YOU NEEDN’T BE AFRAID AS LONG AS I’M WITH YOU, OLD FELLOW!” 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE COMING SESSION. 


FEELING assured, Sir, that the adoption of the c/0tuve in the Ilouse 
of Commons will be resisted tooth and nail, or rather, throat and tongue, 
by a considerable minority of the Members, I spent the greater part of 
last week in devising a form of gag, at once efficacious and comfortable, 
with a view of offering it to the Government for their use in silencing 
obstreperous speakers when ordinary means shall have failed. 

And having at length constructed a satisfactory article, I drove down 
to the House on Friday last just to submit my novel gag to the Serjeant- 
at-Arms’ notice. I found Captain Gossett busily engaged with his 
myrmidons, but zvzthout his sword, in superintending the delivery of 
thirty-three iron bedsteads, which were being borne off in the direction 
of the Clock Tower. 

** Well, you see, we are hard at it,” exclaimed the genial Captain, as | 
he recognized me with a smile. 

‘* What, are you going to make a night of it?” I inquired. 

**It’s necessary to be prepared for the worst,” returned the Serjeant, 
“fand I am accordingly having thirty-three new cells fitted up in case 
they may be wanted. The sheets will be always kept aired, hot and 
cold water laid on,—in short, if the Parnellites and their friends prove 





unmanageable, their lodgings will be ready at any hour.” 

** Your forethought ” (I might have said ‘‘thirty-fourthought,” but I 
purposely refrained) ‘‘ does you much credit, Captain Gossett,”’ I replied. | 
‘* I was myself about to suggest a preliminary precaution in the shape of | 
this,’—and I promptly whipped my newfangled gag from my coat-tail 
pocket. ‘* You will see,” I added, ‘‘that it is so constructed as to adapt 
itself to the largest mouth Erin sends us, whilst at the same time it will, | 
on gentle pressure, fit a small mouth equally well, and being padded, 
will in no wise injure the gums of the tenderest-mouthed legislator. 
It is applied in the simplest manner, thus—hey presto !’’ and as I spoke 
I seized the parliamentary myrmidon who chanced to be nearest, and 
applied my gag before he had even time to protest. 

“*Excellent !”’ exclaimed the worthy Serjeant-at-Arms, ‘‘a most ad- 
mirable invention, and I will submit it to the Speaker with pleasure. 
But, as you see, yours is not the only mind which has been at work,” 
and so saying he flung open the door of a committee-room, and showed 








me the floor and table literally covered with gags of all shapes and sizes, 
gigantic extinguishers and silencing apparatus of the most simple and 
most intricate varieties. 

I was much struck with one which was seemingly a combination of a 
lasso and a respirator on a large scale, intended to be used by the 
Speaker without leaving the chair. But considerable practice in throw- 
ing it would be necessary, the Captain explained, and he seemed him- 
self to rather lean to a much more elaborate contrivance with electrical 
motive power, which would not only silence a disorderly speaker, but 
force him by the violence of the shock to leave the House. 

Nothing has been definitely resolved on as yet, however, and, of 
course, the first thing will be to get the c/éturc passed. 

After I had examined the various apparatus carefully, Captain Gossett 
took me upon the roof of the House and showed me the iron sheet which 
can be drawn over should Mr. Bradlaugh attempt to take his seat 7d a 
hole in the glass ceiling. The stacks of old Blue Books accumulated in 
the neighbourheod of each door can also, if necessary, be made into im- 
passable barricades at the shortest notice, thanks to frequent rehearsals, 

Even assuming that the junior Member for Northampton overcomes 
every obstacle and reaches the front of the table, a cunningly prepared 
trap-door opening into the cellar beneath will—but I remember now, 
Sir, I was asked not to go into details on this point. 

The bed-rooms fitted up for the Ministers in case of all-night sittings 
are really very snug and cosy; and the automatic life-size model of the 
Speaker, just completed and sent in by the ingenious constructor of 
‘‘Fanfare” and ‘* Psycho,” cries ‘Order! Order!” in such a Brand- 
like tone that it is confidently hoped it will be sometimes possible to 
put it in the chair after dinner, and thus give the real Speaker a little 
more rest than he had last Session. 

I will not tell you all the other signs of preparation I witnessed ; but 
you will easily understand, Sir, that wellnigh everything that prudence 
and experience can suggest is being done to prevent the Session of 
1882 being given over to lawless license. Let the Government only 
determine to furthermore adopt my new form of adaptable gag, as per 
sample left with Captain Gossett, and they will have done all that their 
countrymen can either expect or demand, 
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YET FURTHER BNCORE VERSES 


To THAT Topic SONG IN OUR—LET’S SEE, YES—OUR LAST BUT FIVE. 
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We pity the pauper, and notice with pain, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

That blessed Guy’s Hospital’s at it again, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

You die there a pauper, and seemingly they 

I)issect you unless you are taken away ; 

Il’ don’t mean to die there, we hasten to say, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We smile at that beak who (anxiety fraught) 
We are such a couple of fools! 

Asked a man if he’d ‘‘challenged” a burglar he’d caught! 
We are such a couple of fools! 

For when we encounter those ‘‘ six-shooter ” chaps 

We deal them our hardest and deadliest raps, 

Proceeding to challenge them a/terwards—p'raps, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We think that apprentices looking for lights, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

Should see to their costume and put it ‘‘to rights,” 
We are such a couple of fools! 

Or the risk that they run of sham fits is immense ; 

But the hot-poker cure is deficient in sense, 

And, doctor, we don’t think it’s worth the expense, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We don’t think their acumen worthy of laud, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
That Railway concerned in an action for fraud, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
We think there ’s ”o person who (working by stealth) 
Would torture his body and shatter his health, 
That somebody e/se might be rolling in wealth, 
\\¢ are such a couple of fools! 


The Mid-Metropolitan Railway intend, 
\We are such a couple of fools! 

The question of flying to bring to an end, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

We travel by land with the speed of a hare, 

And also by sea as, of course, you 're aware, 

With this, when we travel we ‘Il tly, (Arouc the air, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


Although we don’t think any foe will invade, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
When under the Channel a tunnel is made, 
We are such a couple of fools! 
We think we could beat them, supposing they did, 
By having a cover at Dover (well hid), 
Then pouring in brimstone and shuéfing the lid, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


We've recently heard (and we feel very sore) 
We are such a couple of fools! 
hat Justice has been and miscarried once more, 


We re h i p] 











While Innocence suffers, and Guilt, by a flaw, 

Is never unearthed, the conclusion we draw 

That it ’s dangerous work to conform to the law, 
We are such a couple of fools! 


And now we have come to the end of our song, 
We are such a couple of fools! 

We think, on the whole, it has been rather long, 
We are such a couple of fools ! 

We ’ve lavishly drawn on the limitless stores 

Of your patience, with ever-recurring encores, 

And we’ve fears of becoming a couple of bores, 
So—exeunt the couple of fools ! 





‘tumultuous applause; our comedians return, bow, and exeunt. Applause 
tinued: comedians return once more, bow, and retire as before. ‘Lhe audience now 
perceive there is no more for them; the applause gradually subsides, peace descends, 
and things go on as usual. 





“Only a Pauper whom Nobody Owns.” 


To manage to live seventy years in the world without indulging in 
any performance requiring the attention of the public executioner, and | 
then in ripe old age to suddenly blossom into ‘‘ murder,” as the late | 
Charles Gerrish did, is happily unusual. It is sad that royal clemency | 
was not extended to that wretched old pauper, although he, by the | 
way, was rather pleased than otherwise to be assisted out of his misery 
by Mr, Marwood’s peculiarly easy method. 

Certainly, when we read such an application as was made to Mr. 

3arstow recently, and his replies to it, it strikes us there is not much 
inducement for a pauper, old or otherwise, to wish to live. Hugh Rose 
stated that he had recently been sentenced to fourteen days’ had labour 
by the magistrate (Mr. Barstow) for being unable to break five hun- 
dredweight of stonesa day. He also stated that he was ‘‘ now sufier- 
ing” from two distinct complaints, rendering physical labour impossible, 
and that his hands were very sore, and inquired what he was to do. 
Rose’s address was long and somewhat flowery, naturally ; but he was 
soon disposed of by the tender-hearted Mr. Barstow, who, of course, 
remarked, ‘‘ Bah, stow all that nonsense!” and gaily led Rose to 
believe that he must expect a good many thorns in this life, and that 
‘*he could not expect to live in the workhouse,” meaning, we suppose, 
that he might have the decency to die at once on admission. Hugh 
thought he could do light work, but said Mr. Sprightly, a workhouse 
official, was of that lively nature himself, that he objected to anything | 
light in connection with paupers. As Dr. Smiles, of the House of | 
Correction, seems to have been the only official who has treated this | 
unfortunate man like a human being, we should advise him, if he is | 
still alive, to get himself under that merry doctor's care again as soon as | 
possible, and avoid bothering magistrates for advice. , 








“Once More unto the Breach,” 


AN unusual kind of breach of promise case was tried the other day at 
Exeter, when the plaintifi, a farmer named George Hole, sovght com- 
pensation from a Miss Minnie Harding, and was awarded one farthing | 
damages. From this it would appear that the jury did not think he | 
was much hurt, or they would have had more sympathy with his plaintiff 
tones. Poor fellow! Did the naughty puss promise to marry him and | 
then leave himinthelurch? There, then; there’s a nice bright farthing | 
for him. Not even this has satistied the appellant, who says he can never 
forget the faithless one ; to him she was such a promising girl. 





Wanted, a “‘ Head”-itor. 


‘The Inns of Court have no organized head,” laments a legal con- 
temporary. This is very strange, for one would suppose that the Bar’s 
head would be an inevitable complement to the ‘* Bar’s-tow” we hear 
of so often. | 











CUFE-PIDITY.—A billiard match for “1.0 

















ise 





ris | 
is | 
{ 
j 
| 


Ne 
1g 
iff 
id 


ag 
er 


i 
ar 








=< 


o, oti 
Loops Aas Se 
cats be aN 








| FEBRUARY 8, 1882. 


7 
G 
Z. 











Government by Committee. 


| (Some Irish ladies have started another committee to help the evicted, 
| in opposition to the Lord Mayor's movement.) 
LET a bard of small dimensions 
Make a humble proposition, 
And, observing the dissensions 
In the Cabinet’s position, 
Say that Government is played out 
In the provinces and cities, 





And the thing that’s pushed the jade out 
Is impersonal Committees, 


Hang a Cabinet and Premier! 
They are clumsy, coarse, and cumbrous ; 
What we want is something dreamier, 
And not anything as slumb’rous. 
Groups that owe no kind of answer 
To the counties, to the cities ; 
That’s the Government we plan, sir,— 
Irresponsible Committees. 


Can we even say we plan it? 
No! our claim to start that’s hollow. 
Our own dear Lord Mayor began it, 
And the ladies did but follow; 
Followed lords and followed ladies, 
Singing divers Home Rule ditties, 
To the Governmental Hades,— 
Kuling only by Committees. 


We shall have deceased wives’ sisters, 
by mammas-in-law assembled, 
Settled ; wives will bowl us twisters 
Where in ancient times they trembled. 
They will rule our rates and taxes, 
Will the Jennies, Maudes, and Kittics : 
And, ah, woe to him who lax is, 
Facing their divine Committees ! 





lor a masculine and normal 
Government may have its errors, 
May be slow, and false, and formal ; 
Banded women breed all terrors ! | 
And maybe a quick returning | 
| 


To the ancient days of Pitt is 
As intelligent as learning 
How to govern by Committees. 





_ Never say ‘ DyE!”—Certainly not! Every one with | 


any gumption alludes to it as hairwash. 





Master. —** FULNESS UNDER THE EYES DENOTES LANGUAGE. 
YOU ARE NOT LISTENING, SIR. 
THE EYES DENOTES?” 

Jones.—‘* FULNESS UNDER THE EYES, SIR? 
GUV’NOR’S BEEN PLAYING CARDS AT HIS CLUB ALL NIGHT, AND CAN'T 
EAT ANY BREAKFAST.” 
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AN ancient man of lowly rank, 
And humble (as is meet), 
To-day applied to Mr, Blank, 
At Whaddycallit Street, 
Intent on pouring out his great 
motion to the magistrate. 


Insisted that it 


But kind St. George’s 


Ile simply told—the while he cried “serie 
Kejoicing to relieve, 


| In deeply grateful wise— 

| Of how his pauper wife had died tat 
Within the walls of Guy’s ; lis rivals to achieve 

| And such a glowing tale he weaved 

Of all the kindness he’d received !— 


Of how officials, far and wide, 
Of ev’ry rank and grade, 
With zealous kindliness had vied 
In offering their aid, 
And wildly struggled, voice and limb, 
To get the chance of helping him. 


The pauper came to 





ANOTHER TOUCHING CASH OF KINDLINESS. 


The kind authorities of Guy’s, 
Competing (as they should) 

To gain that deeply-cherished prize, 
The sense of doing good, — 


To them to do and pay for all, 


Would not permit without demu: 


A duty which, for kindness’ sake, 
//e fondly yearned to undertake. 


And so the question now arose 


The question as to which of those 
Should do the gracious task. 
To fix on one of them would touch 
The others’ feelings very much. 


The magistrate, affected, framed 
Some words that might express 
His sentiments to those we ’ve named 
Upon their kindliness. 
They blushed at his admiring phrase, 
And warmly deprecated praise. 


| 
SS ce 


ought to fall 


Although it isn’t mentioned how 
The matter was arranged, 
It only shows the sternest brow 
And hardest heart are changed 
And softened—whocan say how much?— 
Ly sweet officialism’s touch. 


offices, 


| Such kindly sentiments, which {ling 
A balm on pauper smarts, 
We hear are quite the common thing 
In warm official hearts ; 
They tell us one would find the same 
In any parish one could name. 


ask — 








All Things Change. 


Ir is suggested by a daily contemporary that as Newgate is now done 
with as a prison it should be open to the public at a charge of, say, six- 
pence each, and the proceeds devoted to some deserving charity. The 
idea is not a bad one. Nowadays notoriety is everything, and there is 
no doubt thousands of persons would willingly pay for the privilege of 

being able to say they had been in Newgate. 








——_~_ ee 


Bar the Dele-gates! 


It seems that the Assembly of Delegates in Egypt is causing con- 
siderable trouble to both England and France. Our course should be 
plain. Why do we not take and ‘‘ blow up” the ** Delhi-gates ” now, 





as we did during the Indian Mutiny? Or, if a scolding won't do, we 
can send them back to Hindostan, and have them attached—not to say 


hung—to their respective posts. | 


sce aes at CC LE AL LLL LL ALLL ALA LA 


le amine Ae re Plt th he tc pt le reat i ceSiteet ean ibe eee: mm 


5 —_ 
Gh, zy a 


Sass ae Yo 


pte a! % 
ke sare 


> ; 
4 Sek 


See 


i a —_— 
__ a Sa ee 


Ange where nae 


ed es ae 
ih ae 


ee ee 


> 


ee ene eae 
Se a ae 


— eat. eg ales a a ata anceat tiaiigy ttn ae 


~ 8 sins 


sence tae 
bs rows yas 


ee a ee ee Sida 
be Pa cia bee! 


SS ee ee 


























FUN. 


FEBRUARY 8, 1882. 

















INCORRECT SCALES.—THE RAILWAY COMPANY /. THE PUBLIC. 
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THE OPENING 


















































THE OPENING NIGHT. 


(Se Cartoon.) 


DIALOGUE Al THE Box OFFICE OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, 


ii 
WESTMINSTER. 


“IT WAN’ to see the rising of the curtain, 
So please to pass me on into the pit.” 

“The House is very crowded now, that’s certain ; 
I doubt if there’s a place for you to sit.” 


“Oh, stuff! I’ve got your Manager’s permission, 
An order for to-night. See there—that’s flat! 
Signed ‘Gladstone!’”’ “Humph! a genuine edition. 
I’d like to know, sir, how you came by that?” 


“ You don’t suppose that I have prigged or bought it ? 
He gave it to me; I’m a friend of his.” 

‘No! ’pon my word, who ever would have thought it ? 
I shouldn’t ; that is, judging from your phiz.” 


“ Beware ! you tread on insolence’s borders ; 
Once more I say I’ve come here as his friend.” 

“] ve heard of men (no friends) who'll cadge for orders, 
And get ’em too, to make the bother end.” 


“Well, let that be. But I'll kick up a riot, 

And force my way, unless you let me pass.” 
“You’d be the better off for keeping quiet ; 

Sheer ‘cussedness’ would write you down an ass.” 


“Tf there’s a row at least ’tis you begin it ; 
Kesist my right, and future troubles loom.” 

‘Ah, then, just kindly wait outside a minute, 

I'll ask the gentlemen if they ‘ll make room, 
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A CHANGE OF DATE. 


_— ” 04 : i ; : . , : 
Hitherto er Cambridge Mathematical ‘Tripos’ has taken place in the depth of winter, in the earliest months of the new year. 
seasons when the mathematical gladiators will meet in the Cantabridgian arena and cross logarithms and conic sections together.” 
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As to Self-Sufticiency. 


I ’t1. tell you of the boundless cheek 
Of one of whom we ’d better speak 
Under the sobriguet of James, 
Because I hate inventing names. 


This James conceived a craze or whim 
That somebody had injured him,— 
A man of whom we ’ll speak as John, 
For reasons lately touched upon. 


sy reason of his fancied woes 
His indignation quickly rose, 
Until it reached a point of rage 
Too dire to easily assuage. 


This state of mind of which we tell, 
In our opinion could not well 

Be better illustrated than 

In this his treatment of the man:— 


He pelted him with rotten eggs, 

And pulled his hair, and broke his legs, 
And hammered all his features flat, 
And crumpled up his nice cravat, 


And savagely removed his skin, 
l‘oreclosed, and sent the brokers in, 
Mixed aconite in all his grub, 

And then blackballed him at the club, 


And undermined his fair renown, 

And kicked him when he’d knocked him down— 
But what I ’ve said’s enough to tell 

IIe used him very far from well. 


Then, having thus on fancied grounds 
Exceeded moderation’s bounds, 

Iie found his deep imagined wrong 
Had never happened all along. 


Ife went to John that very day, 
Determined in a manly way 

To grant forgiveness, and be friends, — 
Thus making most complete amends. 


** My conduct may have been unkind,” 
Hie said to John; ‘‘ but never mind; 

I feel I have misjudged you—so 
I now forgive you. You can go.’ 


’ 


3ut John (who seemed to bear a grudge) 
He hauled him up before a judge, 

And there recited all the run 

Of nasty things that James had done. 


And, though poor James dilated on 
The way he ’d up and gone to John, 
And freely pardoned him for un- 
Keflecting acts he ’d never done, 











In future May or June are to be the 
-Daily Telegraph, Jan. 28, 1882. 





























for examination. 





The Judge exclaimed, ** Upon our word, 
This zs the coolest thing we ’ve heard 
To rend a person lim) from limb, 

Then go and ‘freely pardon’ him !” 


Said James, indignantly surprised, 
** Supposing I apologized, 

(;o00d gracious! it might be inferred 
That 1 admitted having erred!” 


Then said the Judge, ‘‘ And can there be 
Such glaring self-sufticiencee ? 

With crushing scorn the Law will meet 
Such base, presumptuous conceit ! 


** We sentence you, with crime imbued, 
To lengthy penal servitude ; 

And also beg to add to that 

()ne hundred lashes with the cat.” 


‘ - * Sa 
When James had worked his sentence through, 
And had his hundred lashes too, 


The Law found out that all those games 
ITad not, in fact, been done by James, 


And then, with all that noble grace 
Which use and time can ne’er eftace, 
The Law benignly smiled, and so 
Free-pardoned James, and let him go. 








The Dangers of the Railway. 
To THE EpIToR or Fon, 

S1r,—It is my fortune to be stout, stolid, and elderly ; but I do not 
on that account regard my personal safety to be of any less value than 
that of any other man, I have therefore observed with extreme disgust 
that certain people are strongly advocating the employment of what they 
call a ‘‘ butter carriage,” to be attached to the ends of railway trains, so 
as, in case of a collision, to minimize the danger to passengers in the 
centre ly means of the superior resisting powers of the extremities. 
This is assuredly a most selfish proposal. For myself, I most distinctly 
object to being offered up as a scapegoat on behalf of my thinner and 
lighter neighbours, and I beg to give the railway companies due notice 
that, unless they permit me to take my seat in the middle of the train, 
I shall cease to travel on their lines. Please raise your powerful voice 
in defence of that ill-used creature who, like your indignant correspon- 
dent, comes under the category of **AN OLD BUI FER,” 


A Postal Drawback. 


A POSTMISTRESS has been sentenced at Auxerre toa month’s imprison- 
ment and one hundred francs fine for reading the correspondence between 
two engaged persons, and communicating the contents to an even greater 
gossip than herself. The sentence would have been more severe had 
there not been a finding of extenuating circumstances, though what these 
were we do not know. Probably the Court considered that a ‘‘go- 
between ” of some sort was almost inevitable in every love affair, 
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H. A. JONES’S 
comedietta, A 
Bed of XKoses, 
which now 
opens the ball 
at the Globe, is 
an unpretend 
ing little piece, 
pleasant, if not 
brilliant, in 
dialogue, n 
interesting, if 
not particularly 
novel, in idea 
It provides Mr. 
Wood with a 
ketch of cha 


| 
| FLOATS AND FLIES. 
| 
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has evident); 
care and thought rf the result is a ver ' 
t idy. 
The litt! ist. Mr. Arthur Dacre } nly 
and Miss Guldney pl lyora very well. The young lady who (acc 
ing to the programme) is Miss Medwin in this piece and Miss Meredith 
he next, suffers from a curious insincerity of utterance and manner ; 
CC) to try her best, | ; Oo it’ a pity 
Isaw Ze Syuireat the St. James’s the other night for the first time, and, 
in spite of Mr. Pinero’s quotations from Dr. Johnson and the ‘* Tatler, 
Iam compelled to join the army of the London critics (what a vast con- 
spiracy against a rising young author, to be sure !—after the previous 
encouragement they’d given him too !—shameful !) in the oy inion that 
Its rese to Mr. Hardy's *‘ lar from the Madding (1 1’ con- 
titw r ! ! f ert 
‘That, however, is a dead horse, so I need say no more about it. 72ze 
urre 1S a thoroughly play, and after all is said and done, I’m 


afraid a general audience cares for very little beyond that. The agony 
is rather too much drawn out, and the certainty that the invalid first 
is sure to die is so obvious all through that it throws a sort of half 


wife is 
r the distress consequent on her existenc 


nre i] ty ove 


h re all f Ican tind. Such performances as that of 

Mrs. Kendal as Kat erity, an“, in atotally ditrerent way, that of Mr. 
ntosh as Gunnion, are worth going miles t e. Mr. Kendal ha 

! I parted, Ih for e' th an excessive 

wgself-consciousness which heonce 

1, and which was often 

ry distressing. All the parts 


re played with excellent 
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to the little bit of 
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ter hk ohns, Jun., by 


The hil 


iiharmonic Theatre 


every appearance of having 
to life again. Opened 


after a thorough ‘‘clean uy 
and ‘*redecorate’’ (not by any 
means before they were re- 
quired) by Mr. L. Gordon, with 
‘fanew drama of London life” 
and the time-honoured — bur- 





lesque of Aeczz réi, it Ccom- 
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pens of Mr. Joseph Mackay and Mr. Gordon himself, is a favourable | 
specimen of its class. The story (which calls up genial recollections 0! 











' ‘ 4 
, Bx," . ——— a 
, ‘ i ° oe 1 if 
7 I \ { | 
al - 
PNA}? A a 
; ww) . ~ al _ ——— a "= 
at hy ol A 
di Py 
\/ 
7. Pat 
ie Sel 
eft 
{ 
A 
wv? 
. ‘ 
SE ¥% } 
“y 









fe @\ 








* 4 
‘ \ i ? yA) k - . z t ~— iS 
s iG 4 + 4 —~ 
ae ay Ars: WAN .f / \ \ = 
: =a Nv ~ Ay) 4 - 
2. = N Sei | ’ == = 
———— » *: ; NY i \ \ : ——————— 
& ae A - p Ay = = 
Ne —s = = = = 
f - 4 kL € = e — 
' ~ 
_— =. 
———————— 
_ f = 
ate : a 


creat Tichborne Case) is not more weak, nor are the expedient 

resorted to to bring the characters into familiar metropolitan districts 

more arbitrary, than is usual in such pieces, while the dialogue is decidedly 
bove the average—generally good, and often clever. ‘The blot on the 

story is the insufficiency of motive for Agnes’s tlight—an ordinary young 

woman would have at least waited to put on her bonnet, and would 

probably have ‘‘ walked up and down” in the street until her husband 
me hon 


The company 1 
rather mixture. 
Mr. A. H. Forrest is 
a capital gentlemanly 
villain, and acts with 
force without exag- 
geration. Mr. Gor- 
don makes what is 
known as a ‘* chival- 
rous”’ Jack, and Mr. 
I’. Desmond plays a 
drunken old = man 
with great care and 
success: there was a 
good deal too much ea Seats 

— SST 
of him on the first += ——SSeer ih 
night, but this seemed 
to arise from a desire 
on Mr. Desmond’s 
part to cover some lapses of memory around him—otherwise it was : 

idicious and artistic performance of a kind of part generally vulgarized, | 
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Miss Marie Lindon showed some versatility as Phoebe Weasel: her 
sprightliness in the earlier scenes scarcely gave promise of the little bit 
of impressive acting at the end, though she is a young lady who makes | 
her presence on the stage /e//, and that without anything like obtrusive: 
ness. Miss Emily Nicholls made a quietly good Mrs. Miller. Miss | 
O'Malley should look to her make-up: those dark lines about the eyes | 
have a gro-| 
tesquely | 
pantomimic | 
eftect from |} 
‘6 the front fi 
which handi- 
caps a pains- 
taking artist. 
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| 


peculiarities (beyond those of his costume). Having found an American 
‘accent knocking about Australia, like an honest man, he takes it home 
'to Mexico (though / think it belonged to the United States) and leaves 


|it there, borrowing a sort of Irish-Scotch one in its place (he has ap. 
| parently been born without one of his own), 


| 

| The burlesque, which finishes Mr. Gordon’s programme, came on so 
| late that I had only time to see that the management have a first-rate 
| singer in Miss Emily Nicholls, and a clever dancer and burlesque actress 
| (who has seen Miss Farren!) in Miss Marie Lindon. May I give Mr. 
| Gordon a hint >—it might he worth while to re-dress the burlesque. 


| _ 








THE PHILHARMONIC.—LEICESTER DETERMINES TO HA\B LEICIST! 7 

The Royal Avenue Theatre opens in the first week in March with 
| Madame Favart, under the management of M. Marius. Let’s hope 
‘he ’ll Avenuemerous audience. 


A one-act adaptation, by Mr. Dion G. Boucicault, of Messrs. Besant 
}and Rice’s novel, -JZy Little Girl, is to be produced at the Court this 
month. This being Mr. Boucicault’s first attempt in the direction of 
dramatic writing, will induce many people to keep a gooDion him. 





Under the title of AZanola, M. Lecocq’s Le Jour et le Nuit will appear 
at the Strand on Saturday. It is our old friend Box and Cox in dis- 
guise; or perhaps I should say, Le Lox and Lecocg’s. NESTOR. 


TO PARENTS AND GUARDIANS. 


UNDERSTANDING that there has been a great increase in the number 
of juvenile criminals, and thinkiny that this is due to defective training, 
we have written the following hints, with a view to the rising generation 
being properly ‘‘ brought up’’—at the different police courts :— 


b& 1’ 
THE CHILD, AND HOW TO TRAIN HIM. 


Children are great nuisances, and should be treated as such. Do not 
bother yourself to personally attend tothem, A nurse, of course, Is the 








| proper person, and children prefer the ways of servants. 


Never refuse a child anything, because if you do he will cry, and that 


| will be annoying ; besides, if you always let him have what he wants, 
/no matter what it is, he will think you so kind, and repay you tn alter 


| years. 


On the same principle you must never on any account correct a child ; 
they none of them like it. If, however, it should be something so 
flagrant that you are tempted to say you will punish it, the promise 
will be quite sufficient. They never notice whether parents keep their 


| word or no. 


| 
| 


Whenever a boy is found committing little acts of peculation, such as 
taking pennies, and some horrid frump of a relative is about to point 
out the enormity of such a thing, immediately say, ‘Oh, never mind, 


| it’s only a penny or two.” 


to interfere on account of some rudenée 


In the event of the child having an aged grandmama with an afilic- 
tion, and the young gentleman is able by small tortures to make her 
ludicrous in her agony, mind and let him hear you say, ‘‘ H{e was very 
amusing with poor grandmama.”’ 

On any occasion when any of his aunts or uncles shall be bold enough 

-<s of which he may have been 
1 **Jsn’t he smart, the young 


, 
‘ 


yuiity, y will of cour 


ay 0 


DOTS BY THE WAY. 
“MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN,” 


THE Session’s going to open, boys, let’s give a goodly cheer 

To Gladstone and to Harcourt, and to Forster, if he’s here; 

To Chamberlain and Charley Dilke, likewise to Henry James, 
And Hartington, and other lords with great historic names, 

And every man of office, out or in the Cabinet, 

That crowd upon St. Stephen’s tloor, and glad that they have met 
After the long vacation, strong and hearty here they come, — 

The working and the talking men, the bounceable and dumb. 


We cannot mention all the men that we would like to name, 

But when they read these lines they ‘ll know we mean it all the same; 
Yet two or three we'll just jot down as leaders in their way,— 

First Wilfrid Lawson comes with his jocose teetotal play ; 

There ’s Bright, the veteran good and true, that tills his wonted place; 
Maclhiver, of the Campbell blood, and worthy of his race ; 

There ’s Fawcett, Holms, and Brassey, a sailor to a T, 

IIe sits among the Civil Lords of the Ad-mi-ral-a-ty. 


Sam Morley, sent from Bristol town an honoured place to fill, 

And Thomas Chambers carrying the Dead Wife's Sister's Bill; 
There ’s Childers, he ’s the Sec. of War, to manage those that fight 
Ite should be here: the Bradlaugh cause may claim the opening night. 
We say no word about Parnell, the hero of a day, 

And some of his ** bould talking boys,’’ that cannot get away; 

But ‘mong the many good and true that love their country’s cause, 
They may get on without them in the making of the laws, 

Then on the Opposition side, how shall we count the host 

Ot all these country gentlemen we see here at their post ? 

We'll mention only Northcote, who is here to bear the brunt, 

And Churchill, like a bantam, who comes strutting to the front. 
Now to the Queen’s ‘right well-beloved, my lords and gentlemen” 
That come from busy town, from garden home, and from the glen, 
That come to labour late o’ nights and bide their country’s call, 

We greet you with a ringing cheer and wish ‘* God speed ” to all, 





NEW LEAVKEKS. 


The Licensed Victualler’s Almanac will be of most use to those for 


| whose use it is mostly prepared—the licensed victuallers, 








| 


} 
| 


Lhe fra Almanac (Edward Ledger). There is no trickery about this, 
except the trick of doing a thing well; it is no slight-oft-hand affair, 
although undoubtedly ‘* Ledger ”-de-main. 

Patunce Programme (D'Oyly Carte), A sumptuously got-up and 
richly covered programme, with illustrations to commemorate the ‘long 
run” of Patience. It is also an evidence that those who put their faith 
in Putience have been rewarded in the ** long run.” 

** Fables by G. Washington, Esop, and Bret Harte’? (FE. Hamilton). 
This is a book to get many a Harte(y) laugh out of; the fables are very 
funny, so are all the illustrations, which it is only right to s/ate are by 
I’. S. Church. 

‘*Strange Dwellings.” By the Rev. J. G. Wood (Longmans, Green, 
and Co.). A glance at these ‘‘strange dwellings” so cunningly con- 
structed by the so-called lower creatures, almost startles our ‘‘ tive wits.” 

something in the ‘‘instincts’”’ of the smallest insects, 


There seems to be 
birds, and animals, that is far above the human “‘ intelligence” to com- 


prehen l, 


Scent-Valentine'’s Day. 

the field with a fresh crop of valentines— 
the roses, scented as the violets, and 
Go there for yours—I have 


Mr. RIMMEL Is again in 
bright as the daisies, blooming 
will be welcomed as the flowers in May. 
for mine—choose Rimmel’s for your valentine. 

S, Hildesheimer and Co,’s ‘‘ valentine samples,” ‘* Easter samples,” 
and ‘*birthday samples” are wonderful ‘‘ex(s)amples” of art-work- 
manship, in endl ject, admirably suited for the purpose 
intended, printed in *‘ glowing colours,” and embossed on cards; it is 
just on the cards we speak of them everywhere in “ glowing terms,” 


| 


; Variely ol u 


What next ? 


At Marlborough Street Police Court, a gentleman has drawn Mr. 
Newton's attention to the recklessness of cab-drivers in Kegent Street, 
when that magistrate said to him, ‘‘I wish you had been here half an 
those cabmen are even more insolent to me here than they 
” This : indeed ead Wi ; . 7 ° h: - : 

MS Is Indeed sad, iat a pily it 15 that some one 
weak to them, and show them how very wrong it is to 


hour ago ; 
are to you outside. 
cannot be got to >} 


behave so toa helpless gentleman like Mr. Newton, Of cou if he 
WU re hle ft fT KS } f rT. it Wo ld not matter: lip 7 ly a 
; | ea magistrate is awfully atr 
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ON THE BOX. 


Johnny (whose Uncle has got them a Box for the Pantomime), —"T Say, UNCLE, IS 11 A LARGE BOX ?” 
lncele ‘OH, YES; IT WILL HOLD US ALL EASILY.” ; 
Johnny. —** Au! THEN DON’T YOU THINK WE HAD EETTER GET ON THE LID, OR WE SHAN’T BE ABLE TO SEE? 








CURT COMMENTS Price One Shilling ; post-free, 1s. 2a. 
A wibow, aged forty, applied to the Lambeth magistrate last week DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


\dvice. She » have bee arried on the previous Thursday to , ’ r 
for advice. he was t h ive been married on ° . US page: a By the Author of ‘“My NeIGHBOUR NELLIE.” | 
yr man, but when the morning came the young man didnt, ‘ 








- | 
; = ly lent his ht und \ Char , ' ee : 
gh she had previously lent him eight ror Ir. ee 7 ** Dick Boulin’ is entirely free from vulgarity, or from aught that can be said to be 
idvised her to think no more about it. Our advice is that she should | ble "—Public Opinion | 
think ag leal of it, and remember the next time she gets engaged ‘The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelling as it was some five-and- | 
ER on ; -for the lady to make udzan twenty or thirty years ago —Pictorial World, 
' 7 } 1< »? } or i i i i‘ if tA ‘ ‘ 4 . ts: ’ . ’ 
na aos a sinesl , , | ‘ A very amusing story ol! old coaching times, — Reynolds Ss. 

It is said that great surprise was maniested in Court when the sen- | iene 
tence on killings ; known to be but eighteen months. We | TT ND ‘RICE - . .P . . . 
ence on Mr. Skillings was kr oe el ears mene. = We) HPO OFFECE, 193 PEERS OTHRET, EC. | : 
cannot see what there was to be surprised at, aS SSS Wes ONS Ol ———— | 

. } } } . | -- 
tL most horrible and revolting nature, consequently the punishment was | THE 
ure to be nominal. No one gets penal servitude for any time nowa- 
lays withou’ they steal a turnip or son thing hlar pP I ( O RI A VW O R D 

The Marcuis of Bute has given £10,000 towards the proposed uni- | 
versity for South Wales, which makes 418,000 subscribed towards the Enlarged to 24 pages, with a 


j 0. = nted. This is as it should be. A university ought to get DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED SUPPLEMENT 
| EVERY WEBE! 


A lint ro 1k SCHOOL BoARD.—Increase the stati, but decrease | A decided Novelty in Llustrated Fournalism., 


the stick—the use of it, at least. | The whole in an Attractive Cover, Price SIXPENCE | 











ALLEN & HANBURYS' (yaar Tes r ' ." 
che Git doste “ PERFECTED” | . 












foes COCOA 
LIVER Tks ESSENCE. 
O ! L PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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THE ONLY TRUE HISTORY OF 
St. VALENTINE. 
CIIAPTER I. 

, N the early ages of the world, long 
before the introduction of corsets 
or boots, red noses or corns, when 
costume was, in fact, of that ex- 
tremely elementary and unfashion- 
able description usually supplied 
by Nature, some one invented St. 





it St. Valentine’s Day, for the ami- 
able old saint hadn’t at that time 
come into the calendar—or exist- 
ence either. But he’d noticed, 
this ancient party had —and in 
calling him an ‘‘ancient party” I 
allude much more to the period he 
lived in than to his age, which was 
about twenty-two — this ancient 
party had noticed that birds always 
paired at a certain time of the year, 
and he thought it would be a good 
idea for men and women to do the 
same. When he bruited his ide 
| abroad it met with much succes 
everal unmarried-from-no-fault-of-their-own people declared it to bea 


7 
‘ 


good idea, so it was put into practice at once. 


CHAPTER II. 


THE lirst idea had been to let every male choose a sweetheart for 

imself for the year (this was in the Golden Age, when females had no 

Voice in ch matters). The plan worked badly from the first, however, 

—so many fellows wold choose the same girl, and so many ¢ girls had no 
ysers at all, that complications arose, words arose, and (on sol 


bingo bumps arose. As long as people remained in the semi-savage 

‘ : 1 . eas : q 
ate peculiar to the Golden Age, though, these little peculiarities were 

eaaenael ; but as civilization advanced and refinement grew, a chang 
the conditions became necessary. 


CHAPTER IIL. 


Ai the suggestion ofa brilliant genius (for there are brilliant genius 
r genul, in all ages) each bing had his or her name written on a pice 5 


‘ { paper and put into two bags, the males into one, and the females into 
~ nother. Then they each drew a name from the bag of the upposite sex 
iS Was in the Silver Age, when males and females were on equal termis), 


nd the person whose or was so drawn became the sweetheart of the 


ra c P| car det tem was also subject t \O COMp licati n 
tvery male drawing a Hath e was, of course, also liable tu be drawn 
.¢ ’ "Tk'} : ‘ 99 : r : 
nself by other female. The interesting question then rose, 


> O r 
} , ‘ere Saas eS ES See 
Ahose sweetheart was he? It often became apparent how varied are the 
leas of Cuty. The man who had drawn a pretty girl and been drawn 
4 , 


; ' ‘ 7 ‘ +? " . / y «° ¢ ey 7. 
held himse!}! und by his own act only. and turned t 
] } } 7 ‘ ‘ . } - Te a ‘ec } 
ey. le tne I v4 as Was ne revel! neia nat tn 
t i 





Valentine’s Day. He didn’t ca// 
y 


vain acts to the decrees of chance. Often a man who had drawn 
nesaty ane been drawn by another would have such a tine sense of h 
D1) igations that he would evote himself equally and assiduou ly { 


be th r while the man whom fortune had attached to a pai 
maidens would feel it so clearly his duty not to exceed by a hair 
breath in his devotion to one above the other, that he carefull 

entirely avoided the company of either, lest he should be led into error. 


CHAPTER IV, 

but the spirit of change attacked the ceremonies once more (that 
poor old St. Valentine had blundered into the calendar by this time, on 
the day set apart for these festivities, and they called it St. Valentine 
Day); it was arranged that the young men should solicit the youn, 
ladies by letter to be their valentine, and the young ladies should tak 
their choice (this was in the Copper Age, when the female was in the 
ascendant). The young sparks, to make their letters more attractive, 
would write on lace-edged paper, an | draw devices and write verses 
until the letter gradually disappeared, and nothing but the verscs 
devices, and lace paper remained. 


CHAPTER V. 


Up to this time all had Leen solemn and serious, but suddenly some 


one sent a waggish letter instead of the usual verse—a plump little boy 
dressed in butterflies’ wings, and a torch or bow and quiver, gold and 
silver (this was in the Tinsel Age, when nobody and nothing ha! any 
recognized position). The notion took. Next year there were twenty 
waggish letters, next seventy-three, in the following two hundred and 
forty-seven, and suo on until seriousness was driven from the field, and 
St. Valentine’s Day, like everything else before or since, came under 


9° : * . P } | 
the direct dominion of fun; in fact, as every one declar he greatest | 


and the least—‘' St. Valentine zs Fun.” 
A Nominal Grievance. 


CkiEWAYO is to be accompanied to England by Uys 


\, zana, Lrgamz ni, and Mk Tide It not too | eC. W h ( I 

(5 rnment will insist on his ex-Majesty’s companions leaving thes 

heathen )) itronym! > behind the mm. With ny other names t! icy qd W ] 
his safe just the same, and would not be received with that ‘* pr 

nounced” prejudice and dislike which would, if they came un hristened, 

be manifested 
A Mis-star-ious Term. | 
We do not think the term om prisoners’ is a good one to apply | 


to convicts who are ina Pp rison for the hist time for stars, so far fr tm 


; ") “eer ” ‘ Le 
re! forming y Carly, ali ‘scin- Jate! otay, thoi igh, perhay 5 At as the 
sé star’ as used at } 0] vel 1s meant 5 ie! has, Wd) My be €x pre ive, 


I ° 
for it would imply that the prisoners thus ‘‘ starred” still had the chance 
of ‘another life” be’ure them. 


The “I’-dea! 


7 1,7 « ’ . ‘ ] es ‘ ' 
* es Da } ' 18S an Ola saying which a correspondent tres ) 
} } ‘ } cay go 66 oy , » mat 
pooh pooh, beca he insists that he knows the ‘f vampire b ( ( 
} } 1] ¢ } t, 
t on ( ¢ the pl er Coul ho ¢ L ' 
7 
‘ 1LKC iif 25} il 
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A-HEAD OF GAME. 
party).—*' Ou, AUNTY, WON’T IT BE JOLLY!—THE FUN AND THE GAMES? DON'T YOU LIKE PARTIES?” 


Johnny (on 4A15 way bo 
Aunt Annic.— Yes, DEAR, I LIKE THE PARTIES, BUT I DON’r GO SO MUCH FOR SUCH GAMES AS YOU LITTLE CHAPS.’ 
Johnny. —‘** AW, | vORGOT; THE BIG CHAPS ARE THE GAME YOU GO FOR NOW! 


’ 


+o) 











MY VALENTINF. 





A valentine! 
Who shall be my valentine ? 
Say, is it Maud, or merry Bell ?— 
Now close your eyes to guess and 

Who in the game shall draw a prize 
For sunny smiles and laughing eyes ?— 
Say, who shall have a posie gay, 

And be my valentine to-day : 


A valentine! 
And all the wreaths of fancy twine 
Around my path and by the way, 
And make a sunshine holiday ? 
Bell or Maud, 


Th. sweetest songs 








A LEGAL VALENTINE, 
(Picked up in Lincoln's Ini.) 
In the Wigh Court of Pounten 

CHANCERY DIVISION 
“CHANCELLOR CUPII 

} ] { EI 4 ‘ , . . . . ‘ f laintiff 

And 

ANGELINA COLDHEART Spinster . . L/endant 


between bh 


~ 


r 


? 
i 


cus ly universal consent of the United Kingdom of Great Britain 
Little Britain Ireland and everywhere else Queen Defender of the 
| aithful to Angelina Coldheart of Maiden Lane in the City of London 
Spinster 
®Tle command you that within eight days after service of this writ upon 
you inclusive of the day of such service you cause an appearance to be 
entered for you in an action at the suit of Edwin Hopeful of Bachelor's 
Row in the said City And take notice that in default of your so doing 
the l’laintift may proceed therein and judgment be given in your absence 
@Flitness St. \alentine Lord High Chancellor of Everywhere this 14th 
day of February 1882 
The Plaintitt’s claim is as follows 
1 To recover a valuable peace of mind alleged to have been taken 
from him by the said Defendant 
2 For specific performance of 2 lover’s contract entered into by the 
said Defendant 
3 An injunction to restrain the said Defendant from entering into 
a similar contract with any other fellow 
Chis rit issued by Lovey Dovey and Co. of Love Lane whose 
address for service is Over the Garden Wall solicitors for the said 
Plaintiff who resides at Bachelor's Row aforesaid but hopes to alta? 
, } Ter 
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SOME NECESSARY CORRECTIONS. 


ng of valentines into his own hands this year, in order to correct a few widespread error 

















1 —. é * a : , + >» .9) ‘ ° P ° . 
As he expected, no sooner had he opened his shop than in came Mr. Bull. ‘‘ I want a nice, pretty, conciliatory valentine for the Irish murderers," said Mr. 13 
—this would do. I fancy!” ‘Pardo hiewmich <neise tela id Fi bey ope Fe vee “? Seog 
would do, liancy. ardaon ine most unsuitable, said TUN, this ugly e would fil in min et 
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‘*Z7 know,’ interrupted Fun. “Ah, well, 


, * . ) ‘ F . ] sce } ne ° 
i 1) vaggered the Law. ‘“‘ Haw!” it said, pompously ; ‘‘there are two fellows named Clowes and Johns—— 
aggvered tne saW. ’ 5 : y , ; : 
inued e law. “IT want some kind of valentine—nice, condescending, self-complacent thing—to send to them, intimating that ]—ah—pardon them and permit 
os * Tet me advise this design as much more appropriate, forwar led with your humble and remorsetu ay RIles, 
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Mr. Fun's Valentiues, 








tee 








-—— eepmemenete — 


JEALOUS, DON’T YOU KNOW ? 


Marjorie. —*' OW, ISN'T THIS AN UTTERLY TOO TOO VALENTINE? I’M ; 
URE Il S FROM THAT BUDDING MILTON, THE POET SNIGGLETHORP !” I've books by the dozen, but find that they bore me ;— | 
Clara (who /asn't had onz).—‘* WHAT, FROM THAT ODIOUS, NASTY For some are so flippant, and some are so deep. 
LITTLE WREICH? WHY, THE CREATURE ISN'T FIVE FEET HIGH EVEN, What a of depressions I feel coming o’er me! 
AND YOU SO NICE AND TALL, MARJORIE. WELL, ALL I CAN SAY IS, o play, there’s a darling, and send me to sleep. 
IF YOU FEVER DO MARRY THE SECOND MILTON, IT WILL INDEED BE A 
CASE OF MARRYING LENEATH You!” THE ’VA(R)s(1)TY DEEP.—The Gut. 
PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. Once on a time the Session comprised several Acts and only one scene ; 
Wien the Seasion of 1884 was ushered. lu—Bileck Rodded in. nerh now it is wont to comprise several scenes but only one Act. Mr. Brad- 
tl the 7th of February, there was t ft for laugh once more claimed to take the oath as Member for Northampton, 
ae Upr aaa 2 icant Maeiieie | ut notwithstanding the tierceness of his oratory, and the support offered 
for "t , was ant se t A occkiites il ae him by the ‘rovernment with a view to preventing a rumpus, he was 
66 nants ts. ¥ eee a denied his wish by a heavy vote of 256, against 228, and by retiring | 
Hos - -e a sdemk after a protest when ordered so to do judiciously saved his coat-tails for | 
Sa at chink Tecate ag ee et another occasion. Then the Trish contingent raised a question of privi- 
sa recaution of secur their seats in the House of Commons before ege concerning sun iry imprisoned patriots, but Mr. Gladstone cared 
the clock struck one; which latter feat being achieved by depositing ™ ught for their impertinences, and they were squashed more quickly 
their hats in the places where they wished to Sit, a few glos y new —— might have been hoped for. — ; ‘ 
chimneypots” nehow became exchanged in a way that almost As for the debates on the (Jueen’s Speech itself, in both Houses the 


taken all round, the 
h might puzzle an intelligent foreiyner, b 
which shows that our legislaturs have at least acquired some degree of 
wisdom. There are tales to the effect that over nine dozen breakfasts 
were served in the luncheon-room, and that pecially-imported 
barbers did a roaring trade in shaving in the library, B t | 


‘that as it may, 
the benches were certainly crowded with living forms (query, could forms 


mounted to robbery. B 


to be easily lost; a fact whi 


Ome § 


be crowded with living benches ?) when, about the esthetic hour of 2 2 
P.M., Black Rod summoned Mr. Speaker and as many other of the 
faithful Commons as could squeeze themselves into the adjoining 
chainber, before the Lords Commissioners Phen the (Queen's Spee 
was re l everybody knew all about it befor ry “ 
vastly interested, and promptly dispersed to meditate ther 

When the Speaker resu i the chair at 4 o'clock a vrand crow 









THEN THE LITTLE DEARS ARE SOMETIMES 


hats were too shah! y 


AND Fen he got up on St. Valentine’s Day, 
And settled to work on the annual “ lay,’— 

The sending of valentines, various kinds, 

Adapted unto the recipient minds, 

To Guiteau, assassin, ‘‘ foul, noisesome, and rank, ’ 
He sent off a drawing—a sketch of a ‘‘crank ;” 

To Harcourt, who’s sailing, they say, on the tack, 
He packed off some wool, which he placed in a sack ; 
To Monsieur Gambetta, dejected and ¢r7ste, 

List slippers to look at—a Scrutin de Liste ; 

To Northcote he sent off a Westcote—a ‘‘strait ?— 
For stopping Lord R. ‘going wide of debate ;” 

To Manning, Tait, Morley, the Manxmen’s motto, — 
Which runs ‘* 7>7a juncta in uno,” you know ; 

He sent to the feverish Arabi Bey 

Some things in the *‘ Hush-a-by-baby ’’-ing way ; 

To Gladstone a lozenge, whose virtue is known 

To add to the vigour of ¢/7s gay lad’s tone ; 

An oakum-tar crown fashioned by an adept 

To Chamberlain, King of the Caz/ers yclept ; 

To Forster, whose Saxon has hampered his start, 

\ ‘*brogue ” to walk into the Paddywhack heart ; 
Ile sent to the Member for Westminster, Smith, 

A Liberal colleague to hamper him with ; 

To Ellis, our May’r, whom so many abuse, 

guinea, L.S., for the fund for the Jews ; 

To Parliament, wordy, dull, wanting in style 

He thinks about sending—himself for awhile. 





A Mild Compliment, 


CoME, play to me, dearest; I long to be carried 
Away from our universe over the stars, 

I think, from the day when we madly got married, 
You scarce have indulged me with eight little bars. 

\VWith talent like yours ‘tis a shame and a pity 


And yet, while your husband ’s away in the City, 
The children assert that you’re at it for hours. 

There, play as 1 bid you: it makes me so lonely 
To brood after dinner with nothing to do. 

We could never try whist with a pair of us only ; 
Besides, Iam hardly much better than you, 





That / should be grudged the display of such pow’rs ; 











Opposition picked very little holes in it, and in both Houses the mover | 
ind seconder of the address were highly complimented on the ability, etc., | 


s 


etc., they had displayed (just as if there ever was a mover or seconder 


who did not display ability, etc., ete.!); but the Lords polished off their 
debate in one sitting, while the Commons had not finished theirs in three, 
thereby proving that they may not yet be extravagantly recommended 
for ** quickness and dispatch.”’ 


NEW LEAVHES. 


and ‘‘ Too-too”’ valentines by Albert Gray, and the 


hand-painted valentines executed by ladies at their own homes upon 
rcelain cards Che tormer are replete with variety, display, and no | 

+ i } 2 © } ‘ a 5 . ey. 
: comic humour; the latter show great delicacy of 
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A ROYAL VALENTINE. 
(See Cartoon, ) 


© COME with me, my Princess fai: 
In Britain’s Isle a home to share ; 
Nor shall that home too humble be 
lor royal folks like you and me. 
Behold! I am a Colonel now 
Although I scarce know why or how 
And therefore feel a martial pride 
In doing bravely for my bride, 

Who ought to hold an equal place 
With others of the ruling race. 

I would not have you, love, embark 
On keeping house in Bedford Park ; 
To take a flat in any street 

Of London fame were scarcely mect ; 
Nor would I willingly resort 


To claiming rooms at Hampton Court. 


Yet while 1 think of bills to pay, 
See, Cupid fondly paves the way : 
Though not with flowers, as of old, 
But little heaps of shining gold. 
What if the coin that aids this whim 
Was earned by others, not by him? 
What if a pliant people fills 

His bag? ’T is ours to pay our bills. 
And so, my sweet, things being thus, 
That Cupid is the boy for us. 
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A VALENTINE. 


DIK 





FLOW’RS, sunshine, and songs divine, 

Tho’ the year is young, we have had them all ; 
Shall I weave them into a valentine, 

My lady’s love to enthral ? 


Dress, folly, and fabrics fine, 

Pads, powders, and curls, and a crinolette, 
Would make a satirical valentine, 

And put my dove in a pet! 
Rimmel’s shop is a golden mine, 

With scents and fans, and the sweetest of gloves; 
A musical-box for a valentine, 

Or the perfumed soap she loves? 


Nay, but wreathed with the rose and vine, 

I will send her my own (nay, do not laugh), 
My Pictured charms for a valentine, 

My face, in a »hotograph ! 








Different Views of Valentines. 
I.—A SMALL Boy’s, 


VALENTYNES is bosh, speshully pretty ones. 
you can have lots of fun sumetimes with them. 
_ing one to skulemaster, and him opening of it ’fore all the bois. 


of you, only you gets a jolly good hidin’ from him bimebi, you bet. 


That ain't no odds, though, ’cos you’d get the hidin’ all the same if you | 


didn’t send no valentyne atall. As for sending them things full of ’arts 
and darts, and floures and berds, and kupidds and all that, to gerls, it’s 
rot. You don’t see ‘em when they get ’em, and you don’t have no fun 
nor nothink, I shall never send a valentyne to a girl, becos’ I’d rather 
spend the munni for kokernuts, and shi the shels at her. 

_As for the gerls that send them to us bois, I think they must be 
sillikins, What’s the use of ’em, I should like to know? You can’t 
eat ‘em, you can’t play with ’em, nor you can’t swop ’em, nor nothink. 
| If ever a gerl sent me one, and I node who she was, I’d send her a 
uggli one back, and the first time I sor her I’d hit her and send her 
hoam cryin’, 

Isn’t this a spiteful, wicked, ill-conditioned boy? And the worst of 

‘tis, there are lots like him. 


II.—A LITTLE GIRv’s. 


OH ! I do love valentines, I do! Nice pretty ones, of course, I mean, 
all lace and ribbons, and gold and silver flowers and leaves, and dear 
little tiny birds, and little boys with wings and wreaths on, shooting 
| with bows and arrows, I don’t care so much about the poetry, because 

I don’t always understand it; but it’s very nice, I dare say, I do so 
love to look at the shop windows full of, oh! such beautiful, sweet, 
lovely valentines; but it always makes me so sorry because they are so 
expensive, and I have only such a tiny tiddy purse, and, oh! such a 
little money in it, and though I save and save it up for ever so long, I 
hever get enough to buy the valentines I like best. If I had as much 
money as papa, I ’d buy a whole shop full, but I wouldn’t send them‘all 
away. I'd keep the very prettiest for myself, because I do love them so. 


_ why they can’t be sent oftener, or at least on one’s birthday, as well as 
_in February. Then I should get more, instead of only having 


Ugli ones is better; | 
It’s a prime lark send- | 
It’s | 
larks, too, to send one to the big boi in the skule as is alwase a lickin’ | 


I think it’s very stupid they are only sent once a year, and wonder 


two or 
three about Valentine’s Day. I don’t know what I should do if I 
didn’t get them. I knew a girl once who bought a dear little valentine, 
and lent it to another girl to post it to her, but she went and sent it to a 
boy. Wasn’t she a nasty deceitful thing? I wouldn’t have spoken to 
her again if she had served me so. To be sure the other girl hated her, 
and sent her a horrid, frightful valentine, and it served her just right. 





DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE Music oF THE MOMENT. 





CT Io 
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No. 1.—THe Inovurrinc “ Ecuo” Boy. 
AIR—‘* low do You Like London ? = 


THE other day I sallied out, 
And caught upon his way 
An £cho boy to sing about 
The topics of the day ; 
Ile seemed to be a knowing lad, 
Although he was but young ; 
He'd read his cos through, he had, 
And this is what he sung :— 
‘* How do you like London? how do you like Town ? 
And how do you like Westminster now Parliament is ‘down’? 
Ilow do you like the Bradlaugh case, its motions, votes, and such ? 
I1ow did you like the Royal Speech, and did it hurt you much? 


‘“* If ever from the Thames you try 
To view the Tower hoar, 
You'll find the view impeded by 
A governmental store. 
The First Commissioner (I’m blest !) 
Will earn a vast renown ; 
He means to do his level best 
To have those buildings down. 
‘* Tow do you like London? how do you like Town? 
And are there other buildings there you'd lose without a frown ? 
How would you like your monuments in ‘that’ Lefebvre’s clutch ? 
llow would you like your Griffin down, and would it hurt you much? 


‘* They want a park at Paddington, 
And, if they have a site, 
To generously give them one 
Would only be polite ; 
In London’s vast metropolis, 
Where people hive and seethe, 
To grant a small request like this 
Enables them to breathe. 
‘‘ Tow do you like London? how do you like Town? 
[fow do you like defective drains? and houses falling down ? 
Iiuw do you like the people packed like rabbits in a hutch? 
Ilow do you like contagion spread, and does it hurt you much? 


**King Cetewayo soon I see 
Will start across the main ; 
The case against Mackonochie 
They mean to try again ; 
The Fates the Irish ‘ Leaguers’ still 
l'o stay in quod condemn, 
Put we'd a ‘meet’ on Tower Hill 
‘Yo sympathize with them. 
‘‘How do you like London? how do you like Town? 
iow do you like defiant priests? and darkies we've done brown? 
How do you like Land Leaguers’ friends? your feelings do they touch? 
How do you like their sympathy, and does it hurt you much?” 
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i Tue Vaupgvitte.—Mr. anp Mrs. Can 
sHow now THEY CANNINGE-R. 


young person, Maria? 


In one or two instances, too, 
personal peculiarities in the per- 
formers seem to specially adapt 
them for the parts which have 
fallen to their fot. The peculiar 
drawling emphasis of Mrs, Can- 
ninge’s elocution (she is a tho- 
roughly good actress in spite of the 
slight artificiality this mannerism 
gives to all she does) is exactly 
suited to Lady Sneerwell, and Mr. 
Lin Rayne’s wriggly style seems 
natural to the part of Sir Benjamin 
Backbite. 


The Sir Peter of Mr. W. Far- 
ren, the Charles Surface of Mr. 
Henry Neville, and the Moses of 
Mr. E, Righton are all pretty well 
known—they retain all their ex- 
cellencies, with perhaps added a 
little of that extra care and ease 
in performance which generally 
comes to the good actor who finds 
himself well backed up by other 
good actors. Mr. Fran 
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Pure VAUDEVILLE. —QUITE BN;WRIGGLE! 


from this point to the end of the scene could hardly be surpassed 








NINGE PREPARE TO 





FLOATS AND FLIES. 


I presume to?) 


woful decline, 


Scandal was 
better played and 
mounted than it 
is at the Vaude- 
ville at present, 
I beg leave to 
doubt that such 
has been the 
case for many a 
year past. The 
strength of the 
cast is scarcely 
a more striking 
than its judi- 
ciousness. Who, 
for instance, ever 


hitherto paid much attention to the troubles of that (apparently) shadowy 
Yet in the hands of a sympathetic performer 
like Miss Alma Murray the part assumes character and prominence, 
giving quite a new zest to the story, in which it takes its proper position. 


RN AS. 36 


THe VAUDBVILLE.—Sab AND MURRAY. 


Archer’s Joseph is a finished and well studied 


portrayal of that wily one, and Mr, 

horne’s Crabtree is as drily hu- 
morous as in the old days of the 
last Vaudeville revival. Mr. Mac- 
lean is a good Sir Oliver, and Mr. 
Wilford Morgan is engaged for the 
part of Sir Harry Bumper (with 
song). 





Among the ladies, Mrs. Arthur 
Stirling carries off high honours : 
never was the gentle Candour hit 
off in more lively colours, or her 
“‘ scandal” given with more telling 
effect. Miss Ada Cavendish alone 
of all the cast disappointed me; 
her acting in the earlier scenes was 
restless and superficial in the ex- 
treme—indeed, up to her disco- 
very behind the screen, this Lady 
Teazle, to my mind, was simply 
ety feather-brained, and feeling- 
ess; but the quiet dignity and 
pathos of Miss Cavendish’s acting 





HOUGH I have 
no doubt (could 


that in the 
‘*palmy days” of 
the drama, be- 
fore its present 


The School for 


Jor Scandal be- 


teasing ? 


Charles’s 


more senses than one) of hanging 
pictures over tapestry. 


But the library scene is undoubt- 
edly the most successful and strik- 


that pervades 
it, unobtrusive 
in its details, 
stamps it with 
an air of reality 
which isdelight- 
fully pleasant, 
and which Mr. 
Alfred Thomp- 


son’s _ tasteful 
dresses serve 
greatly to en- 
hance. Decid- 


edly this revival 
is a thing to be 
seen, especially 
by those who 
think they have 
seen Zhe School 


fore. The Ly- 
ceum manage- 
ment will have 
to look closely 





to its laurels. 


The scenery and dressing of the 
stage for the revival, which is 
very good, if occasionally over- 
elaborated, has been executed by 
some well-known upholstery firms 
(and the programme ‘‘ doth” indeed 
‘*oive them bold advertisement,” 
giving them also precedence over 
such minor personages as Messrs. 
Walter Hann and Bruce Smith, who 
are only scenic artists). Lady Sneer- 
well’s drawing-room has a washy 
look, but that is perhaps not un- 
characteristic of the period; and 
sumptuously-appointed 
rooms are not more so than the 
young gentleman’s character for 
extravagance would warrant; but 
a still smal] voice within will whis- 
per that even 4e would hardly be 
guilty of the extravagance (in 


This probably proves the actress more at home with pathos than 
hutaour; but mightn’t it be worth while trying to make something of 
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THE VAUDEVILLE.—THE BUMP AND THE BuMPER. 


those earlier scenes? Mightn’t there be some suggestion of tenderness 
or respect for Sir Peter on Lady Teazle’s part amid all her raillery and 











THe VAUDEVILLE.—-SIR Pater TEAZLE 
—A PERFORMANCE NOT TEAZLEY TO 
BE SURPASSED, 


ing. The warm tone of the brown panelling and generally old-world aspect 





He VacpevittrF.—Tuer Ciaver Actor, THE CLEVER 
ACTRESS, AND THE Perrrect STICK. 


NESTOR. 
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SOME VALENTINES OF THE PERIOD. 
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For a Kitualistic Martyr. 9- 











A noble .:sthete. 
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‘* Ves or No? ’ 


The Girl of the Period. 5. The Pretty One. UN 

For a Butcher. 6. For a prominent French Minister. 

For another ene who thinks himself a | 7. For a Young Politician. 
Lady-killer. 8. Fer a certain Cabinet. 
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KILMAINHAM 

















10. For broken-down Justice. 

11, With apologies to Madame Tassaud and 
Sons. 

12. For a certain M.I’. 

13. For Dr. F. 
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iT FOR? 





IS 





WHO 


Aper’s | Aut, For Love comes disguised in a post-ottice “Who, who isit for?” crics each eager-tongut 
s yultennyg ; suit, Miss, 
ich short-froc Treating hearts like the commonest crockery, * Ofa match, dear, St. V. is the true maker! 


When And the page boy responds, **Lor ! you won't 


care for //15, 
‘Tisadun for your pa from the shoemaker! 


St. Valentine him his arrows to 


shoot, 
By the help of 


lace-Lordered mockery. 
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Enlarged to 24 pages, with a 


DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED SUPPLEMENT 


EVEE RY WEB E ! 
A decided Novel'y 


-ious Case. 


Rev. Dover Strachan, ‘' M.D 
instance we have noticed of a me 


bodies to superintend a wholesale 


’ 
} ] 
1i¢ li 


tn Lilustrated Fournalism, 


Price SIXPENCE. 


cure oO! 


The whole in an Attractive | Cover, 
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( POINTEDE ENS 2S ESSENCE. 


REIN! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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INEF-FACE-ABLE. 
Jones. —*You DON’T SEEM TO REMEMBER ME, MR. Brown. I| HAD THE PLEASURE OF MEETING YOU LAST WEEK AT OUR 
| FRIEND JOHNSON’S,” Brown.—** AH! DID you? I’VE SUCH A BAD MEMORY FOR FACES,” 
Jons.—'** WELL, SO HAVE I; BUT NO ONE COULD FORGET YOUR FACE.”’ 











| THE PRINCE AND THE SAVAGES. 


‘On Saturday, the rth instant, H.R.H. the Prince of Wales dined with the members of the Savage Club. 


Came the Great Chief Alb-ha Ted-wah, | Came the banquet ; great the feasting, 116-dell, Proc-taw (Mis-tree, Antik), 

| With his braves, Kndls, Tur-ree-Twil-sing, And the talking multitudinous. | Df-vee-vee-ah, Pran-cO Mar-sal, 

| To the Savages, their wigwam. Then, with voice like rippling water Dray-pah, Boys, ter-nan-dez, Chell-ec, 
Kose to meet them, gave them welcome : Making music through the stillness, Wal-shawm, lowlees, So-deen, Nee-kols, 
Kun-lee Fow-en, grey with honour, Then with words both gracious, graceful, Jo-hann Fah-mah Harr6-vee-an, 
Grey with honour, great at pow-pow ; Alb-ha Ted-wah did palaver : Drew their long-bows, shot their arrows, 
Rose the Saganaws, Ker-mitt-tee : Won all hearts with speech so silvern— Shook all sides, all hands rewarded. 
Bent them low before the Great Chief. Silvern, modest, manly, pleasant ! Ne’er were held such great rejoicings ; 
Teg-eet-my-ah, med’cine man, rose : Wav’'d his hosts their banquet banners, | }iand-in-hand danc’d mirth with pleasure, 
Rose the braves, the scouts, the young men, Kent the wigwaim with their shoutings ; On the bark in ** Savage” wigwams, 
Rose the singers—story tellers, With their shoutings then proclaim’d him Is the story writ for ever, 

| Cunning men with brush and pencil ! Of their tribe an honour’d Chieftain, Writ for ever is the story 

| Warriors who their foes with pens pierce : Then came festal songs and stories, Of the Great Chief Alb-ha Ted-wah, 

| Fam’d in many a field of inkshed, Lall-Druff-ha-ha, son of Laft-tah, Alb-ha Ted-wah, Savage Chieftain ; 

| Droo-gai, swift of foot, keen-sighted, Foll-ee-Tool-ha Mag-ee-stray-tis, How he sware long-lasting friendship 

| An-dah-sonn, surnam’d ‘‘ Senn-tenn-shus,” Gré-Smee—mocking bird fantastic, With the braves and with the craftsmen, 

Irr-veen—prophet, vision-seer : kiad-kleef, Bar-reet, Pans with wood pipes, With the Savages Lan-kas-treen ; 

Rose—their homage paid the Great Chief. Mai-breek, lusty lung’d, melodious, Ifow he smok’d the pipe of peace there, 

Many wise men, many witt-ee, Mat-ti-son-tis, Leetee-lee-ro, Drank the sparkling Mumm fire- water. 

There assembled, all did honour Klak-Stan-Drew, Har-geet, and Len-deen, May Manitto bless this compact, 

| Him, the Great Chief, Alb-ha Ted-wah. Pal-ton, An-son, Mak-leen, Pi-at, Savage Warriors—Alb-ha Ted-wah. 








| 
| More Polar Severity. A Casus Belle-i. 

More injustice to Poland! We find on inquiry that all the Polish | ‘THe professional beauty is put upon her mettle,” writes a society 
revenue is raised by imposts of the most objectionable kind. In short, | journal. Her ‘‘belle-mettle,”” we presume; and, if so, the chances are 
every tax the unfortunate inhabitants pay is a ‘‘ Pole” tax ' that some one will eventually ‘‘ ring” her. 
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NEW and ‘‘en- 
tirely original’ 
play in four acts, 
somewhat signi- 
ficantly called (in 
connection with 
this description) 
The Miracle, is 
reported as hav- 
ing been ac- 
cepted by the 
Surrey manage- 
ment. It is from 
the pen of the 
gentleman who 
screens himself 
from public gaze 
under the pseu- 
donymof ‘*Owl” 
(the author of 
Gerly). I trust 


1 


his piece wil! 
owly success! 
aa ees 
uf 
nd Messrs. Conqu nd Mert 
7 ‘ Bs a eae aii he a 
ay nd 1S i 5) r I ace, OC DYINP wie mOvEe ; 
r England will be tout he Surrey neigh- 
O’Connor, the scene-painter, ha n writing to Mr. John 
nager of the World’s Fair at the Agricultural Hall, 
» change his Christian name. One name is, no doubt, 
f th the rT, whi h 1S very {’ 1 réa I f r one of tne 
nply O’Connor-classed, 
ert, if what is said be true, 1s evidently taking one ot 
Bab Ballads” a 1¢ basis of the plot of his next comi 


a son half fairy, half 
will be elab )- 


ed a mortal, and had 
ortally throng. The 
irse, and, one may reasonably hope, extremely 


theme 


y, if the humour is not wholesale, at least we may 
f Ww theatre em to be in luc!:’s way just now—two of 


hardly tinished, and the other hardly begun, are 
with extinction by railway companies requiring the sites. 
n they will have to pay! Talk about the irony of 


yable raillery ! 


rer 7) 


scnieanaienennen 
rs of the Crvstal Palace Comnanvy nro: > buildi 
rs he Crystal Palac inpany propose building a 
‘ 4 ; ; . +} ‘ ? ee | ? if t} 7 lo ) ¥ 
he | ; if they carry out the plan (and the 
ra ‘ ‘ , » at * nm ha ev } 
I res bC OIL ohh >) sv bbdiedil na ween 
¢ f ¢ r « I t < I t i tre 
7 . | 
} “ I 








A preposterous piece, called Destiny, was produced at a matinée at 
the Globe on Thursday. 
and heavily-spoken young gentleman, who (among other things) 
amasses a fortune by fightingthe Zulus. The springs of action are more 
or less absurd all through, and a double surprise in the last act, though 
dramatic, is so—to put it mildly—at the expense of probability. There 
is a mother who, feeling that she is going to die, walks from town many 
miles to do it, apparently. Mr. A. C. Hatton played an explanatory 
old gentleman very fairly ; Mr. R. S. Boleyn played the usual polished 
villain in the iron-grey wig and black moustache with praiseworthy 
tact. Mr. W. E. Richardson deserves a special word for a very natural 
delivery of a bit of pathos; Miss Carlotta Leclercq t rought all her ex- 
perience to bear most effectively ; and Miss Clara Sidney, though very 
nervous and short in the dress in the first act, improved in loth respects 
as the piece progressed. 


Mr. FE. Bucknall has written a new three-act comedy, to be produced 
at the Richmond Theatre on Monday next. It is called //eiress Hun! 
ing, and I hope there’ll be good sport. Fancy, heiress hunting! with 
a Buck-’n’-all! —_—— 

Mr. Harris has made a fresh start 


Crusoe, of which a ‘second edition” has just commenced. There arc 


riré 
i 





enterprise, and 4udos and cash are certain to ac-crusoe, NESTOR, 





new dresses and even more gorgeousness, I believe, than ever; this : 


A CUSTOM WANTED! 


It is always a pleasant task to tell of the doings of the good and inno- | 
cent ; and although it is avery, very sad one to recount how temptation | 
nd peril seem for a time to be about to overwhelm their naturally go | 


iclinations, yet how great 2 comfort must it be to the writer on moral 
themes to set forth their subsequent escape from, or triumph over, the | 
evil inflt ences, ar r e confirmation in those sound a A virtuous | 
principles which must ever be to the upright mind a source of the truest | 
and most inettable delight ! 

Let me tell in simple words, and without varnish or affectation, te | 
tory of little Joey Phiddlestyx. He was born of solvent but virtuous 
parents in the village of London. From the birth of little Joey, the first | 


wes, oer his parents was to train him with unremitting care and | 
anxiety in the paths of rectitude and innocence. | 

Tt was their dearest ambition to thoroughly inculcate in his infant | 
mind a knowledge of the Custom of the Trade—that great central piece | 
of knowledge, to be conversant with which is one and the same thing | 
with being upright, virtuous, modest, pious, beneficent, and all md 





things worth the being. Let our little friends bear in mind and lay to 
heart this one fact,—that the man who has thoroughly learned and 
mastered the Custom of the Trade needs no other knowledge, no books 
(except a day book, ledger, and one or two others), and no further guide 
Or preceptor whatever to enable him to be good, happy, and an orna- 
ment to any circle in which he may move. ; 
__ 44s soon as his baby fingers had learned to write, he was taught by 
nis devoted father to copy labels with pretty words on them, chief 
among these being ‘‘Carlo Bergonzi, Cremona, fecit,” ‘* Straduarius,” | 
** Amattis fecit, anno ” ** Jacobus Stayner,’ and so on. | 
SO apt was the dear little fellow, that, ere he had yet com] 
} 





} 


leted his | 


tent} ve t he } Ad laarr 1 ¢ } = } - r 
ay ee ee Had learned to copy the very oldest labels, stains and 
1! i i 2 Lie . 
suc erfection ee ee ony ‘ 
uch perfe that it was impossible for the cleverest expert ! 
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story of little Joey. Well, when he had mastered the labels, his good 
and watchful father carefully taught him to place them in new ten-and- 
sixpenny German violins. After this he was taught to rub down and 
stain the violins themselves until ¢hey looked old too; and this, too, he 
| quickly mastered. 
| Joey was now growing up; and such had been his progress that he 
| began to be pointed out to other boys asa model of what a good, simple, 
| upright young fellow should be. 
| No smoking penny pickwicks, nor drinking at bars, for him! His 
ifather, happy and peaceful in the knowledge of his boy’s rectitude, 
| decided that he might now instruct him in the higher branches of the 
| Custom. So he taught him how to face a customer and look as if the 
| ten-and-sixpenny violins belonged to the labels in them, and to refuse 
| to give a warranty without exciting suspicion, and to appear to 
murmur ‘‘ Carlo Bergonzi” or ‘‘Straduarius” or whatnot, without really 
doing so. 

And when little Joey—not little now—had learned to do all this, he 
|} was what all you, my youn friends, should strive to be—an honest, 
‘simple, unpretending Christfin. Zzere’s a yood thing to strive after ! 

And now it is my sad duty to tell how another young man, who had not 


‘Hold hard,” said the bad young man, ‘or else we shall have to 
advertise this ten-and-sixpenny Turner Straduarius business, eh ? ” 

‘* How dare you speak of that as if it had anything in common with 
your wicked tricks?” screamed Joey. ‘‘It is not a swindle—it is the 
custom of the trade.” 

The bad young man had not a word to say, for he saw how cruelly 
he had misrepresented the actions of one whose virtue he now perceived 
fully revealed. 

‘*Bad young man!” said Joey. ‘*I know you cannot look me in the 
face and tell me that the fraud—yes, FRAUD—which you have 
attempted is the CUSTOM OF THE CUSTOMER?” 

The bad young man hung his head—even 4e dil not dare to tell a 
base wicked lie in the presence of the good Joey. He had learned a 
lesson ; he crept quietly out, resolved to use his influence among such 
customers as he knew with a view to working up the CUSTOM. = So 
we see that even the most depraved are capable, when shown the way 
by the finger of virtue, of making attempts at reform. 


NEW LBAVHES. 


Lhe Lifeboat, The February number of this journal contains much 








the same sound principles, attempted to lead Joey into the paths of 
deceit and wickedness. 

One day a young man witha bad countenance entered the shop, and 
asked for a violin by Straduarius, Joey was in great glee, for this was 
his first trial at really serving a real customer; so he took down one of 
the ten-and-sixpenny violins and seemed to murmur ‘‘Straduarius;” | 
‘and the bad young man joyfully took it and counted out fifty bright gold 


coins on the counter, and was about to go, when Joey looked carefully | 
| 


at one of the coins, and said, ‘* Here you—not this journey! Won't 

|wash. They’re gilded farthings.” And so great was the shock to 

| Joey’s feelings on learning that any one could be so wicked as this, 

that he burst into a flood of tears. 

| ‘*He! he!” said the bad young man, ‘‘you’ve spotted it—you’re a 
sharp ’un too! Tell yer what, if you like to join me we'll make a nice 

| bit out of this; I want a hand in with me.” 


valuable information as to recent services of the boats belonging to the 
noble National Lifeboat Institution, and constitutes the strongest appea 
for aid wherewith to ** man the lifeboat.” 

** Without a Home,” by Rev. E. P. Roe (F. Warne and Co.).—This 
highly interesting picture of American life will worthily sustain th 
repute obtained by the previous works of the same author—he is a goo 
sound Roe, 

**The Metropolitan Water Supply,” by W. T. Wiseman (G, Lill). 
In this work there is a ‘‘constant supply” of exhaustive informatio 
and argument. Who deals wisely with the ‘water question” is 
(W. T.) Wiseman. 

**Routledge’s Sporting Annual” (Routledge 
Edition. We took it for an annual that, in its way, ‘Shas no second,” 

‘Crystal Palace Mismanagement.” By ‘‘ Common Sense” (William 
Farmer), The author manages his argument with un-common sense, and 


sons). secon 





Joey flushed crimson with indignation, and was about to give the bad 
| young man in charge. 





| makes out a case almost as clear as ‘‘ crystal.” 











THE CARES OF A CONDUCTOR. 


‘Ou, bear me hence,” the maiden cried, 
‘* Your steeds are strong and fleet ; 
Nay, tell me not you’re full inside, 
And cannot spare a seat. 
Fly—swiftly as the swallow flies— 
And set me safely down 
Where sick to death my mother lies, 
Away in Somers Town.” 


‘‘ What ho, conductor! Prithee stay !” 
Exclaimed the City man ; 

**Come, waft me to the Bank, I pray, 
As quickly as you can. 

Up Ludgate Hill, and thence through Chepe, 
Insanely, fiercely dash ; 

My needs are great, my troubles deep, — 
Our firm has gone to smash!” 


‘‘ Look sharp,” the maddened father sobbed, 
‘* Your dawdling drives me wild. 
I’m broken-hearted, ruined, robbed, — 
My fair, my only child! 
At school, as far away as Bow, 
I left the erring girl ; 
but scarce a dozen hours ago 
She bolted with an Earl !” 


‘‘ Blackwall, conductor, for your life!” 
The stricken husband wept. 

‘* Since last I saw my missing wife 
I ’ve neither drunk nor slept ; 

But now far eastward am I bound, 
For near the Isle of Dogs 

\ body in the night was found 


+”? 


Kkesembling Martha Moggs ! 


Who says the bold conductor leads 
A life of little care? 
On lip and brow he daily reads 
| The symptoms of despair. 
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Ah, London passengers full oft, 
Whichever way they ride, 
Though looking lively up ; 
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THE COMPLETE BUILDER AGAIN.—THE MANTELPIECE JEU D’ESPRIT. 
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A TEMPTING 
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THE TEMPTING BAIT. 


( See Cartoon.) 


Bow-wow ! Bow-wow! 
What a very horrid row! 
Such a howling, such a squeaking, 
Scarce can I be heard a-speaking : 
I must stop this shindy now. 

Bow-wow! Bow-wow! 
Hark, hark! Bark, bark! 


Cling, 


On their backs I'll leave my mark! 


but, although I’ve brought a muzzle, 

How to fix it—that’s the puzzle: 
Better keep intentions dark. 
Hark, hark! Bark, bark! 


Woa, then! Woa, then! 
Tory, down, sir! Keep your den! 
Quiet, Patrick! You’re the first one 
1 must tackle, as the worse one— 
Quite as bad as any ten. 
Woa, then! Woa, then! 


Good dog! Good dog! 
Have a bit of Irish bog ? 
Can't bear collars ; don’t it need ‘em? 
Would it like to run at freedom ? 
Shall I take away its clog? 
Good dog! Good dog! 











Bears - 



































| FEBRUARY 22, 1882. FUN. Sy 


| EVIDENTLY MISINFORMED! You 're chaffing a chap in your queer little way, 


: $y fn Ieee With a doubtful ri tooral li looral li lay. 
4 Hh) 








D> tee - 


Let’s chuckle and hug 
ourselves tight as we 
trace 

How the science of healing 
advances apace ; 





Oh, likely! How probable! Query! Oh, come! 
With a see any greenery weenery wum ? 





What ? Double the invalid up in a cab 
Where every jolt of it gives him a stab? 





Let ’s wrinkle our noses in What? Meditate murder, and hail one of these 
arrant conceit _ And fill it throughout with infectious disease ? 
| That nothing ’s omitted to | What? Bundle an invalid, dying with pain, 
make it complete. On a shutter exposed to the wind and the rain? 
Pray tell us, the country | You cannot be chaffing—your look is too sad— 
| that ’s under the sun Excuse the suggestion—I have it !—you’re mad, | 
Where anything nearly so | Try Hanwell ; they tell me it’s pleasant and gay | 
thorough is done With a wild irresponsible tootle tum tay, . 
In rendering perfect, effec- Though Bethlehem Hospital’s chosen by some 
tive, and quick, With a weird and unreasoning doodle de dum. 


Arrangements affecting the 
cure of the sick ! a 
_ Defy you todo it! That’s PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 
all we can say, 
While singing, Ri tooral li looral li lay. 
Our method is perfect, and that is the sum ! 
With a dol de rol doodle de doodle de dum. 





ALTHOUGH the outside world must have thought it rather absurd that 
the debate on the Address, in reply to so simple a thing as the Queen’s 
Speech, should have dragged its weary length through six sittings of the 
House of Commons before coming toa close, this prolixity did excellent 
service as a safety-valve, and enabled many Members to let off a large 
quantity of superfluous steam which had been generated during the recess. 
Mr. P. J. Smyth (does his name rhyme with ** pith,” or ** scythe,” or 
**with”’ ?) eloquently disburdened himself of thoughts on the desirability 
of Irish legislative independence, and Mr. Gladstone still more eloquently 
kept his thoughts on the subject to himself, by making a speech which 
allowed the patriots to hope for everything or nothing, as the case might 

| be. In reply to an amendment raised by the facile author of ‘‘ A His- 
| tory of our Own Times,” Mr. Forster gave a history of 47s own time in 
Dublin and elsewhere, and having happily escaped from the dangers of 
an explosive letter in Ireland, took a very merciful revenge by ‘ blowing 
up” the Land Leaguers in London, Mr. Gibson hammered away at 
the Government, and Lord Randolph Churchill cried ‘*Cock-a-doodle- 


Determined disease shall succumb in the fight, 
Benevolence proffers its more than a mite 
| To furnish the founding, the funds, and the fees 
| Of our grand institutions to bafile disease ; 
John Bull is elated and cocky to see 
His hospitals simply as good as can be 
And only replies with a withering ‘‘ Pshaw!”’ 
If you even should hint at the signs of a flaw. 
And he knew at the price he was willing to pay, 
Sing tooral di looral li looral li lay. 
That simple perfection was certain to come, 
Sing dol de rol doodle de doodle de dum, 








Then science—(o7 science is all of the best)— doo.” The Solicitor-General for Ireland showed that, while he was 
Perceives the arena and enters with zest ; | Porterasa friend, he could be stout as an adversary. Mr. Plunket spoke 
In league with benevolence, arm within arm | as if he were the colonel of the ‘ English Garrison; ” and, in answer 
With that crony of science, its paramount charm, to sundry wild constructions placed upon his holiday orations, Mr. Cham- 
It gives up the time it delights to afford berlain ecified his audience by a spirited rendering of ‘* Not for Joe!” 
To laudable work in the hospital ward, Many of Mr. Parnell’s admirers made speeches or interruptions, or both ; 
hoe oe sega apes _ toy = a glance) and at length the debate expired of sheer inanity, but slightly regretted 
That illness has divil a ghost of a chance! by any who knew it. 
Oh, dear, it is nowhere at all in the fray, gh Ae this preliminary skirmish there is very little to chronicle, ex- 
A-singing ri tooral li looral li lay ; cepting that Sir H. D. Woltt and Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett still appear 
And has to admit that its future looks rum, anxious to learn something about foreign politics, and that the Lords 
With a dol de rol doodle de doodle de dum, as well as the Commons have had some conversation about the publica- 
; tion of a rather irregular pamphlet by the Queen’s printers in Ireland. 
The moment a party has broken his or This pamphlet, which ‘an bandecstaatty put into ‘cuadliolien by Mr. 
The moment his life _* the ena , — Godley, secretary to the Land Commission, was written by Mr. Fottrell, 
The moment he's off with a favouring breeze solicitor to the same: its title is ‘‘ How to become the Owner of your 
To the dismal but natural bourne of ceenne— Farm ;”’ and as the author has since had to resign his office, we may 
The moment, in short, that he's any way queer, expect from the same hand another short composition—‘‘ Hlow to become 
Whatever his malady, slight or cdg the Loser of your Situation.” 
The fact is before sap noble and grand, ut all these things are trifles. The real interest of the Session com- 
That the hospital instantly takes him in ma | mences with the reform of the Rules of Procedure of the House of 
No more need we worry or trouble a day, Commons, as to which our Premier’s emphatic opinion is that— 


While singing ri tooral li looral li lay ; 

Disease is a worm under science’s thumh, If I had a Parliament what wouldn’t go, 

With a dol de rol doodle de doodle de dum, L)’ye think I'd dissolve it? Oh, dear, no! 
But I’d give it a dose of the Frenchified C/d- 


The beds are a marvel; the nurse never nods ; | fure, and that would make my Parliament go. 
The discipline’s truly a theme for the gods ; 
With a system that ’s simply perfection itself, 
Each medicine finds its appropriate shelf ; 


We do not say that these are Mr. Glacstone’s own words exactly, but 
they undoubtedly convey the drift of his meaning. 





A patient’s insolvency never impedes pt 0 dl as) 
The efforts of science in serving his needs ; a Fe 
In fact, on this theme we can even say more— An Anti-climax. fod 
That poverty opens the hospital door ! Ir is quite useless to tell a Cockney sluggard and ‘‘ne’er-do-weel”’ to 1 a 
The saying of which is as much as to say, gototheant. The odds are he has never seen the insect, and couldn’t f ie 
While chirruping tooral li looral li lay, ‘ go to it if he had, unless some one advanced him his railway fare to , re 
That he 's cured ere a feller can twiddle his thumb, Epping Forest. We would suggest a practical alteration of the precept a 
With a jubilant dol de rol doodle de dum. in question, which should, if it is to be made useful, assume a negative : Et a 
Let ’s say, an unfortunate patient is found, form ; and, instead of recommending the Cockneys whom it may con- i 
cern to go to the amt, strongly urge on them nof to visit their uncle! B 


ea. 


af 


From illness or accident, flat on the ground ; 

Our course of proceeding is Perfectly clear— - 

We carry him off to a hospital near ; A Meme Mauls Biatianeest 

We summon an ambulance—Likely! Oh, yes! . 

‘4 thine the metropolis doesn’t possess” ? THE Home Rulers and the Land Leaguers have succeeded in erect- 

“6 There isn’t an ambulance van in the town” ? ing Ireland into a ‘* State. The daily papers all write about *‘ The 
y iting 1 - State of Ir 
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CUSTOM AND CUSTOMERS. 


“ Apropos A a recent violin case, the presiding judge, Mr. Justice 
labels on goods of any sort was one that could not be 
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‘* Pills; oh, yes, sir, you can have any name on the ** Pommery, sir? yes, sir. 


box you like; we keep labels of all the great makers. 


Field, in expressing his full approval of the verdict, remarked that the practice of putting false 
ustified by any usage of trade."—Daily Telegraph, February 13, 1882. 
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‘Signed? No, it ain't; they don't sign em now, you 
know ; but you'll find a label at the back, m’ lord. 


I know it’s right; I've 
just put the label on myself.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE SPORTSMAN’S 
EXHIBITION. 


I HAvVe explained on more than one occasion, Sir, that, though of a 
generally sportive disposition, I am not in reality such a thorough 
sportsman as I could wish. To tell the truth, I have lacked oppor- 
tunity. For instance, I should doubtless have brought down many more 
birds than I have had I been placed in a position, like other affluent 
sportsmen, to first bring them up. Again, I might long ere this have 
been a master of foxhounds had not my experimental mastership of one 
fox-terrier induced such unpleasant ditierences with the Excise officials 
as to effectually damp my dog-mastering zeal. 

As to steeplechasing, I never felt inclined to ‘‘a-spire ” to that (try 
back, Sir, as the Nimrods say, you have just passed a quip !); but I 
should have much liked to have been an owner of race-horses, ‘‘ owner- 
ous”? as are his duties (look out, Sir, there is another small joke for 
you !), had I been to the manner born—or, in other words, had I been 
born a lord of the manor. 

Thus you see, Sir, it was my misfortune rather than my fault that I 
was not able totake a prominent part in the management of the Sports- 
man’s Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall, which has just come toa 
successful conclusion. 

‘It is very thoughtful of you, Mr. Etherington,” I had said to the inde- 
fatigable secretary when he first pressed office upon me, ‘‘ but under the 
circumstances, unless you wish me to make an exhibition of myself, I 
must really decline.” 

‘* Nay, nay,”’ he had urged, ‘‘ we have many departments. There is an 
angler’s branch, for instance. Could you not assist in that?” 

“No,” I had returned, ‘*I dare not even ‘tackle’ the angling.” 

** What do you say to quoits, then?” 

*** Quoit’ out of the question!” I had replied, cheerily. 

‘* Ah, by the way,” the secretary had finally exclaimed, ‘‘there is a 
fencing department. Can't you be a judge in that?” 

**Fencing!” I had echoed. ‘Indeed I cannot! Consider yourself 
‘foiled’ again, my dear sir.” 

Nor was Mr. Etherington able to make me alter my decision, and it 
was after all as a simple spectator only that I visited the interesting 
oe see noel Exhibition ” early last week. 

Having carelessly lost my marked catalogue, I cannot bring all the 
points to your attention, Sir, which I had intended. But I remember 
quite well that I was much struck in the cricket, and fencing, and 
athletic departments at finding that not even one sportsman had ex- 
hibited any bad temper. I asked the ubiquitous manager how this was, 
and his reply was promptly made. ‘* It’s just this,” said he: ‘‘ we only 
admit novelties at this Exhibition—things which have not been shown 
elsewhere before—and as the bad temper you allude to has been shown 
elsewhere over and over again, why-——” 

** Precisely so,” I interrupted, ‘and I congratulate you, Mr. Raffety, 
on your useful rule.” And with the same we passed on to inspect the 
‘coaching and riding’ department, which happened just then to be 
under the inspection of the judges. Seizing a moment when there was 
a general lull, I asked the manager, in a loud tone of voice, it he had 
ever seen a four-in-hand that reminded him of a man on horseback. 

He admitted he had not; on which, fixing as many of the judges as 





I could with my eye, I said, ‘‘ Ah, you must have had a very limited 
dramatic experience, then, for / have often seen a stage-‘ coach’ that 


Cray i 





At this, Sir, the judges all expressed a desire to know more of me, 
and I had the satisfaction of attending them whilst they completed their 
labours, nothing escaping their eagle eyes, from the very serviceable 
‘*handi-caps” for jockeys shown by Mr. Verrall, up to the patent 
dramatic billiard-table, with all the actor’s ‘‘cues” marked with white 
chalk. 

There was a novel kind of gig, too, for driving bargains in, which no 
bagman should be without; and a ‘‘shooting”’ coat of such a pattern 
that it would bring down any bird of sensitive taste which came within 
range. 

The hares shown were ‘‘ fine” ones, as a matter of ** course ;” whilst 
the whips, shaped and feathered like arrows, I took to be special designs 
out of compliment to Archer, the ‘‘ reining ” favourite on the turf. 

The new ‘‘ vampire bat’ I saw is just the kind of implement with 
which our cricketers should meet the demon bowler, if he come again ; 
and I must specially commend the ‘‘ flies”’ exhibited in the angling de- 
partment, which are so natural that several of them were self-deceived 
as to their reality, and went and got stuck on a fly-paper I produced as 
a test before they remembered they were artificial specimens. 

I would also hastily refer to the highly original fourteen-buttoned 
boxing gloves for ladies; the new salmon spear (trade mark—a screw, and 
motto, ‘*‘ Dumb spiral spearo!”); the Robin Hood bow, which is quite 
an Archer’s ‘‘ dow-idea/,” fitted as it is with a small ‘* bow-window,”’ for 
the more effective taking of sights; and the evaporating saddle, said to 
be much patronized at provincial race meetings. And, in conclusion, 
Sir, I would congratulate the promoters on their Exhibition, and wish 
them as much patronage and ‘‘s’pport ” another year. 











ANOTHER CASE OF FALSE NAME AND ADDRESS.} 


Very Dis-Hordle-y. 
Mrs. GIRLING was reported to have left the Shaker community at 


Hordle. The report was, however, subsequently discovered to be in- 
correct—Hordley consonant with fact, in short. 














AN ENGLISH EQUIVALENT FoR Le CLOTURE.—The lock-jaw 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
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No. 2.—THe CoMMUNICATIV& THREE. 


AIR—‘' We are a Merry Family.” 


ONE night ere dinner had been dished, 
Or dusk had closed the parks, 
Some ladies called and said they wished 
To make a few remarks. 
As Fun and ‘they had met before, 
He didn’t feel afraid, 
He bowed them in and closed the door, 
And this is what they said :— 
‘* We are three sisters, partners in a Government concern 
(That one desires to start alone you haven’t now to learn) : 
In folly, crime, stupidity, we ’re much upon a par— 
We are a merry family, we are, we are, we are ! 


‘¢ We have a District Railway Co. 
Economizing lights, 
With some intent, it seems, to throw 
The pointsmen into frights ; 
When trains arrive with only one 
Where erstwhile there were two, 
We simply ask you, Mr. Fun, 
What zs the man to do? 
Although we ’ve railway accidents upon us by the score, 
If this be true, we may expect experience of more ; 
And then we s’pose we ’ll have some trembling pointsman ‘at the bar.’ 
We are a merry family, we are, we are, we are ! 


‘Our Queen intends to take a trip 
And spend a little tin. 
(The Tories say she leaves ‘ the ship 
Because ¢hey aren’t ‘in’ !) 
A man has tried to hack and hew 
Queen Anne about the head 
(We mean her statue), though he knew 
Her Majesty was dead. 
We've Boers in Southern Africa on rowdy errands bent, 
We’ve jurymen in Sheffield who at prettiness relent, 
We’ve sturdy threat’ning beggars who a peaceful passage bar, — 
We are a merry family, we are, we are, we are ! 


‘© We have—how lookers-on must quiz !— 
Of ready dupes a horde 
Who'll think a ‘dressed-up’ female is 
A dead and buried lord ; 
We keep an Empress from our shore 
By poisoning dogs—such work !— 
And any music we abhor 
As ‘sinfu’ in the kirk. 
We've heaps of ‘ breach-of-promises’ with damages absurd, 
And here and there a murder of some baby has occurred, 
A little face of innocence disfigured by a scar,— 


‘ ” 
We area merry family, we are, we are, we are : 








Any “Port” in A SToRM.—Well, a/most any ; but we think the 
most tempest-tossed mariner would draw the line at a real British 





| up. Query—kill first wife ?” {—will support me in this heavy trial. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor oF ‘*‘ Fun,” 
Out of Town, Thursday last. 


SiR, —Sporting matters showing a tendency to get on all fours again, 
and give themselves a shake previous to ‘‘ pulling themselves together,” 
like a dog which has risen from a nap for a stretch (beautiful simile |— 
other papers please don’¢ copy), and rouse itself front its moribund con- 
dition—events and fixtures coming, as I might say (were I in the habit 
of resorting to puns, that last resource of baffled witlings), with mori- 
bundance every day—it becomes my painful duty, Sir, to address you 
once more, and to commence another series of those brilliant letters 
which are the feature of this journal for eight happy months of the yeay. 
It is with some regret, Sir, but with no surprise, that I find myself 
obliged, in my very first communication of the season, to complain of 
your conduct. I hope you are able (though I don't think you can be) 
to reconcile to your conscience the act which has cost your readers (pro- 
bably) millions, and me (certainly) fame. I allude, as you are no doubt 
aware, to your omission from your last issue of my (as events have proved) 
correct tip for the Waterloo Cup. It is weak on your part to assert 
that you had so much Valentine matter that I was ‘‘ crowded out.’’* 
‘“‘ What are valentines?” I ask—with tears in my eyes, and no expec- 
tation whatever of getting a satisfactory reply—‘* What are valentines 
_ to the reputation of your Sporting Prophet?” + Of course, nobody will 
| believe that I ever sent that tip mow, but conscious rectitude, and the 
following memo., extracted verbatim from my note-book :—‘* Mem, : to 
give Snowflight for the Waterloo Cup, and Sut or Witchery for runner- 





Next week I hope to turn my attention to the Worcester Spring 
Meeting and the University Boat Race, for which latter I think, at present, 
OXFORD 
is the card to play. Meantime, with the assistance of an artistic young 
gentleman of the staff (kindly lent by you, Sir), I beg to present my 

readers with a portrait of 





| or upside down, as a means of disguise; but further reflection and the 
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We at first intended to print this sketch (after the manner of some of 
your sporting contemporaries) over and over again as ‘‘ the winner” of 
each event as it came off, merely altering the name to suit the circum. 
stances, or perhaps now and then turning the horse round, or sideways, 


innate honesty, both of myself and the artistic young gentleman, has in- 
duced us to give the portrait ‘‘all at once” in the above manner. Fare- 





' well till next time. 





‘‘port.” He might as well drown as die of poison. 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—Look out for some thundering good things this year. 
P.S. 2.—Acep on the look-out, 


© We need scarcely say that this is all entirely a hal.—Ep. Fun. 

+t Having regard to the peculiar nature of the Prophet's “‘ reputation,” we should 
say the proper reply to this question would be “ H ion to a satyr.”—Ep, Fun. 

{ Trophonius seemsa little confused here. We o e that he dates from “* Out 
Town;” he - —; to have acquired some bucolic obscurity “ far from the madding 
crowd.” —Ep. Fun. 





Horse or Rider. 


WE see, much to our ise, that Whitechapel is likely to be a winner 
of one of the spring handicaps. Can this be the case? For our part, 
so far from thinking Whitechapel was a horse, we assumed him to bea 
jockey, or at any rate an equestrian of some sort, for we have for many 
years been constantly hearing that ‘‘ Whitechapel Road,” 





A Hazy Nortion.—Trying to remember when a bill is ‘‘ dew,” 
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ON THE TROT. 


Old Gent. —"* WELL, BUT, MY GOOD MAN, I COULD NEVER BUY A HORSE WITH LEGS LIKE THAT!” 
Gipsy Dealer.—** Wot? Lecs! Wy, I THOUGHT YER WANTED A FAST ONE, AND YOU ’LL NEVER SEE ‘IS LEGS WEN ’E GITS 


A-TROTTIN!” 








Wrangling over the Wrangler. 


Tue last Senior Wrangler is in a very paradoxical position, as each 
great English A/ma mater claims him. Thus, whilst Cambridge says, 
and with truth, he is ‘‘ //erman,” Oxford declares with equal reliance, 
which we admit it is impossible to deny, that he is ‘‘ Herman,” too. 
Nor is this all, for now we have London University also declaring that 
the last Senior Wrangler is ‘‘ Herman.’”’ Can this curious behaviour be 
the result of a ‘‘ spell,” we wonder ? 





Turning the “ Tables.” 

Or course there is a great deal of gambling at Monte Carlo, but in 
the immediate neighbourhood it is concealed as much as possible. 
**Men-tone” it down at the adjoining watering-place, whilst at the 
fashionable resort, on the other hand, it is to the interest of both men 
and women to declare that Monaco may be naughty, but for all that it 
certainly is not ‘* Nice.” 





THE MeTROPLITAN AsyLUMS’ BoarD.—This heading so frequently 
appears in the papers that we are led to ask what is the matter with it ? 
Is it inferior to the lodging given to the inmates, or better, or what? It 
is high time the matter in discussion were settled 


Price One Shilling ; post-free, 1s. 2d. 


DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


By the Author of ‘*‘My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“** Dick Boulin is entirely free from vulgarity, or from aught that can be said to be 
objectionable "—Pudlic Opinion. 

‘The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelling as it was some five-and 
twenty or thirty years ago "—Pictorial World. 

‘‘ A very amusing story of old coaching times."— Reynolds's. 
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THE RED-HOT BOY. 
























































ther had hold of him; and he and the School Board man wore that relative to a skeleton, ‘‘ What am I to do? 
the Home Secretary will have me buried alive ! 
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hold of him, and suffered from his boots, nails, and teeth. 


Then the police got 
At length the magistrate did get hold of him, and fined him a penny. 


the Home Secretary 
is now a broken old dotard. 


{Fr 





























Chen the Industrial Schoolmaster got hold of him; and he dragged up the schoolmaster before the terrible Home Sec. for cruelty in looking at him too hard. 
‘ a ee MBLiiel « 3 ro es” “e ’ > ; 2 - 46 : , 
we are happy to say, the Red-Hot Boy, who is being carefully trained fer an outlaw, will grow uo; and bis name will be *' Legien 

a reta , : hold o nd ? cows puller So rd of advice to the Home Sec.— Drop the Red-Hot Bov! 











‘What can I do?”*pleaded the magistrate; “‘it" I dare to punish him io any w 
And the Horne Secretary descended upon that magistrate, who 
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A DEATH WARRANT. 


lady Customer (hesitating over Purchase).—‘‘D&AR ME, Mr. Hiccs, 
THIS FOWL LOOKS AS IF IT HAD DIED A NATURAL DEATH!” 

vulterer (readily), —*‘ 1'LL WARRANT YER IT DID, Ma’AM, ror I 
KILLED IT MESFELF!” 





The Queen of Saxony met with an accident while busy in her kitchen. ) 


A Kitchen Reignge. 





Vive la Reine! 
Never her—probably—fat frame be lesser ; 
One Queen’s reign | 
Contains the soupe-con of a model—bless her! 
A model made | 
To shake the modes that worry male bread-winners ; 
A queenly kitchenmaid 
To dish democracy by dishing dinners. 


Her household arts 
Save half the ancient Civil List that kept her. 

Paste for her tarts 
She rolls out deftly with her regal sceptre. 


And when they eat, Z 
[ler lucky guests, those toothsome tarts at supper, r 


She must seem sweet 
F’en to that scornful social crust called ‘‘ upper.” 


Papa appoints 

Marshals the while she chooses chickens chubby ; 
She bastes her joints 

While Ministries, disjointed, bait her hubby. 
And with the dear 

Disdain rash men rank among women’s vices, 
Perhaps you hear: 

‘¢The mutton’s burning; come, King, drat that crisis!’ 





She won’t ignore 
Plain baking, though some Jingo’s blood be boiling ; eA 
The spoils of war 
She deems less than the peaceful turtle spoiling! 
And Rads, who’re wild 
For land’s and capital’s redistribution, 
Grow reconciled i 
Seeing her modest meat-jack’s revolution. a 


Ah, Queen of Tarts! 
()ueen who enslaves not, but who saves a slavey, 
Who nobly smarts, 
Not making graves, but looking after gravy, | 
Pure potentate 
Of pot and grate, decidedly more moral 
Than lots more great, 
A sprig of parsley to you, not base laurel! 





AN OWNER-OUS DotTy.—Receiving rents, 








A COMPLETE DEFENCE. 


(The Glofe, in speaking of the American a lulteration of cotton-bales and of the loss to the purchaser, says :—‘‘ This loss tells very heavily against English manufac- 


turers, and compels them in their turn to resort to ‘shoddy’ practices, as the only means of making a profit."—Comfels? Ahem! Ha! Compulsion necessary to : 
that end, of course! Ah! no doubt !/’rivate reflection by Mr. Fun.) 3: 
We've often heard detractors state— | Our cotton goods—with just intent, Besides—we ’ve hit it ! to be sure! 
Unscrupulous and reckless roughs !— Which needs no word to justify— Hooray ! we have it! yes, of course !— . 
That Englishmen adulterate | Contain some eighty-five per cent. The manufacturer, though pure, 2) 
Their manufactured cotton stuffs : Of worthless ‘‘ dress,” at least ; and why? Is really left without resource, ; 
We always knew this vile abuse For cause we haven’t far to go: And every good intention fails 
Had NO foundation or excuse. | ecause consumers like it so, In view of sanded cotton-bales ! 
One sees the venom at the core | Consumers, ev'ry one admits Of course! exactly! 7Zzis is why 
Of such A libel at a glance ; (Except the villain who attacks), The manufacturer is bound 
Traduction’s self could find no more Prefer a stuff which falls to bits To ‘‘dress’’ and to—ahem !—to lie, 
Unfounded statement to advance— | Before it’s fairly on their backs ; In order just to hold his ground. 
A barefaced effort to detract, The makers (scarcely need we state) He knows—he owns it, to be sure !— 
Untrue in substance and in fact ! Abhor to thus adulterate ! Consumers /ife their cottons pure. 
liesides, this so-called “trade abuse ” | The makers, loth to thus endure The manufacturer is jus/— 
‘ by 8 ° decried This hollow system they detest, Not shi/ly, please to understand ; 
} 4, ly 0s - in teyhored — soon a ut pure Pass Nor does he seize (as meanness must) 
i dieeckee . + on PO 7 . € descriving it as drest! The first excuse that comes to hand ; | 
Pp ¢ state o show that this admits no doubt He does no wrong ; and when he wrongs, | 
! 


That Britons @o adulterate. I’ve often heard them blurt it out, 


To some one else the fault belongs. 














Tue Zedegrath says:—‘*The Rhine is said to have reached the 
lowest level of the present century . . . 


syllable, or you'd a-knowed as Kamsgit an 


’ Jersey ain’t ‘ardly my form. 
a c sto 7 
A i ue, : re six 
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. | A Cure for Eleph-antics, 


Practical comment on above statement, as overheard by Mt. FON :— | THE correspondent who wrote to Mr, Barnum’s agent in England to 
Tom. Wairdjer go for yer rollerdy larst year, Arry? Kamsgit or Jersey? | 25% him why he did not pack up Jumbo and remove him to the docks 
Axky. Ramsgit or Jersey! Well, you carn't a-got out 0’ one | #2 his own trunk is requested by that gentleman to give him a call. 


OoR.—Dris 
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FLOATS AND FLIES, 


HERE is plenty of real humour 
in Mr. Burnand’s Manager at 
the Court, and a large amount of 
first-class acting is brought to 
bear upon it ; but the story un- 
fortunately (without going into 
the question of resemblances and 
sources) is extremely slight — 
little more than an anecdote, in 
fact—rather uninteresting, and a 
good deal attenuated—thislatter, 
apparently, for the purpose of 
introducing some boisterous prac- 
tical fun, a process always result- 
ing in weariness to the audience 
if carried beyond certain limits. 





The first act is brightly and 
cleverly written—with too much 
reliance on puns, however, and 
those not always of the most 
robust description — and intro- 
duces us to Mr. Clayton’s mas- 
terly portrait of the Manager, a 
| performance remarkable for delicate perception both of humour and 
character, as well as for finished ease. Mr. D. G. Boucicault rattled 
through the part of Pulverstock agreeably enough, but he would do well 
to omit that purposeless and not very successful imitation of Mr. Irving. 








|} Lue Court.—MANAGER CHIFF TRYING 
TO ASSUME A CHIFFUL EXPRESSION. 





The second and third acts consist of a struggle between real humour 
and a fussy kind of outrageous wildness—to the ultimate defeat of the 
former. I don’t know that this wildness would be altogether out of 
place in such a piece if the story were only a little more pointed, but 
there is a great deal too much of it—the last act degenerates into panto- 
mime, though there 7s something comical in showing us the dacé of an 
imaginary play during its performance. 


By the way, a dramatist has got us on to the stage at last. We've 
been hovering about it for years; we’ve been in the theatre lobby in 
The Turn of the Tide, Mother-in-Law, &c. ; we’ve been in the green- 
room in Alasks and Faces and The Prompter’s Box, and we've hung 
about the wings in 7he First Night, Behind a Mask, &c., &c., &c.; but 
it was reserved for Mr, Burnand to take us right on to the stage, so that 
we can observe how very much bigger than the actors members of an 
audience are. 





Miss Lottie Venne is sprightly without extravagance as Nettie Millsom, 
and in the registry office sings with cleverness and effect a ‘‘ Dado” song 
(wherein Mr. Burnand may be suspected of being under the influence of 
the xsthetic trio in Patzence by those who remember the ‘‘ this” and 
‘‘that” business—those who ‘‘can put this and that together,” in short). 
[Mem. by the way, for this registry scene: marriage invalidates all a 
womans previous engagements ; 
Nettie signs the theatre agreement 
and gets married immediately after 
—nice legal point here. | 


Mr. G. W. Anson makes a tho- 
roughly characteristic Joe Vinton, 
Miss Linda Dietz (whose opportu- 
nities are limited) plays pleasantly 
as the capricious prima donna, Mr. 
Clitiord Cooper is rather wasted on 
Phillibere, and Mrs. Leigh’s known 
ability receives confirmation in Mrs. 
Barker. 


But the most remarkable per- 
formance of the whole was undoubt- 
edly that of Miss Measor as the deaf 
old charwoman, showing as it does 
a valuable grasp of character—bear- 
ing, costume, and manner are all to 
the life—as well as a courageous 
sinking of her individuality in the 
cause of art on the part of a young 
and prepossessing actress; and 
though the part is small, the per- 
formance evidences qualities of 





Tur Court.—Miss Linpa Dietz as 
THE RERELLIOUS prima donna—SHE 
WILL NOT ACT ‘IN CONSEQUENCE OF 
A LITTLE LINDA-SPOSITION. 





a 


thought and observation which should stand Miss Measor in good stead 


in the future. 








A three-act farcical comedy from the French by Mr. H. J. Byron will 
be the next novelty at the Criterion, and will probably have for com- 
panion 4 Old Schoolfellow by Mr. F. W. Broughton. 














Tus Covrt.—Tue Gigantic AuDIENCE AND THE Picmy Prayers. 


The Annual Benefit of the Royal General Theatrical Fund will take 
place on the morning of Monday the 2oth inst., at Drury Lane Theatre, 
which Mr. Harris has set at the disposal of the committee for the purpose. 
I hope the response to the sopea! il be Royal and General, and not 
only Theatrical. NeEsror. 








Taken In—and Done For. 


SOLILOQUIES OF THE NEW GOLDEN AGE Ol] 
INNOCENCE. 


RESPECTABLE BIRMINGHAM TRADER (rudding his auriferous hands). 
Well, ‘pon my word, if you had told me ten days ago that the last of all 
the Stuarts would have turned up at my villa with no luggage, but his 
hereditary crown left at the station, I should not have believed you. 
No; likely, possible, probable as the thing seems now, I should have 
been a ridiculous idiot, and doubted. Ah! doubt has lost even better 
men than I; soI’ll doubt no more. I'll be cocksure of everything. 
And how could one doubt him—or her? (I am not quite sure of the sex 
yet, but that does not matter.) So gay, so bold! borrowed sixpence to 
give to the porter, who came to see whether he (or she) was good for 
the extra fare. Had such a delightful way of asking for that extra fare 
without knowing me, and so aristocratically obliging in taking a cheque 
for three times the amount, and saying he (or she, again) would get it 
cashed somehow. I will ruin my great-grandmother for that patrician. 
I owe it to society. The patrician owes a good deal to everybody —but 
what matters it? Aristocracy is not bound by ordinary laws; and oh! 
to have the last of all the Stuarts under one’s roof. There, Betsy, four 
bottles of champagne to recover oneself, and send three up to his High- 
ness ; he might like to treat the pawnbroker’s young man who has just 


| called. 


RESPECTABLE LIVERPOOL SoLictTroR. Oh, you can’t take me in; 
I am Lancastrian, and I am a solicitor—two qualities, two nobilities 


| which preclude all ideas of taking in; and when you come and tell me 


that a client who says he is the King of Dahomey, and is only waiting 


| for a post-office order to regain his realm; when you tell me that a 
| monarch like that is merely a common trickster, and that the two 
| millions I have given him on the security of his lead mines and crown 

| jewels (which, whatever you may aver, are not lead), I am forced to the 
| conclusion that you are only actuated by base sentiments of jealousy ; 


that you want to know a crowned head yourself, sir; that you can't 


| manage it; and that the autograph of the Pope and Bismarck are 
| nothing to you in comparison with the paltry care of your children’s 


fortune. I ama reasonable British business man, and, consequently, 
anything in the shape of an autograph—above all, anything in the shape 
of a lord—I revere, and lend money to. 

RESPECTABLE BIRMINGHAM (after, say, two years). Where’s the 

lice ? 
PY RESPECTABLE Liverroo. (after, let's put it at thre years), Oh, 
where is the Public Prosecutor ? for I haven't any money left with which 
to prosecute myself. 
—— 

CONSTANT SunscrineR.—No, dear boy, we do not think a chim- 
neysweep’s dress a suitable one for a fancy dress ball; it would be too 
dirty. If you wish to create aversion and alarm, go as a private in the 


Foot Guards. 




















































































sia 2 pga oy a 
ae b ee —— seine vanatiliniates 
i em a ea " ss 













































































~~ 


ee ee 
. %* ah a ‘ 
oN — 
= 


<* x 





— 


THIS WAY OUT 


ser tX 


2. 


wef 
=a” 
oo 








— ne 
— ne 


—MaARCH I, 188 


FUN. 


















































Rien gg or eee 





ET EE SE ae Se 


. . a a = —— 
sacnienetntnateaientt anemia ial ‘eae ee oe a nie oe ~ » 
as . 


Poe 
































= 











HU N.— ARCH 1, 1882. 








Me Gd GIDISLSES Ee 


J A ad tag tg 
4 


ha y 
VA be ALM, OH 
ALLEL, 


MV hg a 
Aho, LEA: ike 
OLD the th, 
pag ti 
ey 


—»+ ff SSP ee ae =, 
: AM LE PF) 


Of bas 
‘tbe t LENG Vs 
4; 
=. ELLEN 


Lig 


Sp, -” 
/ AE Lge AY 


7 bas op 
a lf (OU Jor / 

s 4 

sa? MEY er, 


GILL fig th (£25; 


CMD ee P 
“Gig WLU ey 
(Lh III Soon 
KA FY bpdd 

Pes: 






































GHT IN THE ~° ACT.” 


a 
i 


CAL 


HT.” 


AS IT WAS ALL RIC¢ 


LE 


I WAS ONLY JUST A-LOOKING TO SE 


) 
Ns 


“ PLEASE, SIK 


uvcle— 


B 

















em ne ene a RR ae 























—— 
ad 


ae 


sm: 


0 gti -eatage: 8 


~ 
‘ea: Fach sletl ened 


= 


4 
: 





eR eee 


PR ee DS ei 
































































EXPELLED. 
(See Cartoon.) i ‘ 


“TI HAVE done it at last! I have done it at last‘ : 
It’s been hanging about me for many months past: e 
To avoid such a trial I didn’t know how, _ 
But it’s over and—see the result of it now . 


“?’T was in vain that I asked for a different cure 
And explained to the doctor my motives were pure, 
Being fully assured that this pill at the best 
Would be morally certain to stick in my chest. 


“Yet although I was told, in a way to deject, 
That this only could have the desired eftect 
I was also informed that my critical state — 


tino I rate 


Wouldn’t warrant at all such a tempting of fa 





“So what was I todo? The dilemma was s 
My prescription was scouted as utterly bad, _ 
While they sternly refused t’ other cure for my ills 
Which was centred in one of their orthodox pills. 
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“.I rebelled ! the temptation was greater, I swear, 
Than my spirit—beg pardon, my organs—could bear : a 
But—oh, dear !—I must scuttle away rather fast, 
For I ve done it at last! I’ve done it at last!” 








CAUGHT IN THE ACT. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN the enterprising burglar isn’t burgling 
(If we ought to credit Mr. Gilbert’s rhyme) 
He delights to hear the little brooks a-gurgling, 

And to listen to the merry village chime. 
But his predatory instincts he can’t smother 

While his love of nature’s rather overdone ; 
Oh, take one consideration with another, 

The policeman’s lot is not a happy one! 





When the conscientious Bobby, meaning surel) 
To do right, has tried a door beside the street, 
And has found that it is fastened quite securely, 
He at once departs in peace along his beat. 
It is therefore most undoubtedly annoying 
To discover how, while thus his mind’s at ease, 
[hat the enterprising burglar is employing 
[he assistance of some skeletonic keys. 
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But the enterprising burglar’s little hobby 
May be ultimately carried to abuse, 

So he's collar’d by the conscientious Bobby, 
Who will listen to no frivolous excuse : 

Let him vow he is a friend or is a brother, | 
All the same he’ll have to stop that sort of fun : | 

Still, take one consideration with another, 
The policeman’s lot is not a happy onef! | 
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DITTIES OF THE Day. 


ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MowenrT. 








AIR—‘*‘ Newer come bach no more.’ 


Hr had a sort of common way, 
And didn’t knock or ring— 
A man who called the other day, 
And said he’d like to sing ; 
He said he’d like to sing a song, 
As some had done before, 
And if we’d let him come out strong 
He’d never come back no more, 
Never come back no more, boys, never come back no more; 
He took the hat he wore, boys, and turned it o’er and o’er, 
And gave us bows galore, boys, and ‘‘scraped ”” upon the tloor— 
This was the thing he chose to sing, and never come back no more :— 


‘* Though scientific men complain 
Of scarcity of fog, 
We’re bound to say that we remain 
Content that it should jog ; 
And, with the recent illness which 
Connaught’s fair Duchess bore, 
We trust that, having ‘‘ changed its pitch,”’ 
’T will never come back no more. 
Never come back no more, boys, never come back no more, 
Though wolves are to the fore, boys, on France’s fated shore, 
And parties by the score, boys, for ‘‘ English dress” implore, 
We trust that they will go away, and never come back no more. 


‘‘ The Queen, they tell, is almost well 
Of that outrider’s fall ; 
Great Jumbo, who is at the Zoo, 
Declines to leave at all ; 
A Tapir mite has come to light 
And made a small furore ; 
Officials they to Zanoff say, 
‘ Never come back no more, 
Never come back no more, boy, never come back no more ; 
Your conduct makes us sore, boy, so foreign climes explore ; 
Go where they tunnels bore, boy, or settle at the Nore, 
jut ‘go away’ is all we say, and never come back no more.’ 


‘‘We’d like to ketch * the loathsome wretch 
Who sent those two machines, 
We’d have him tied to one inside 
And blown to smithereens ; 
We’d have him cast upon the blast 
And scattered to ‘the four,” 
To be secure of making sure 
He’d never come back no more. 
Never come back no more, boys, never come back no more, 
Though o’er a score ignore, boys, the gore, and more explore 
Each shore till hoar and wore, boys, and, tore and sore, they roar, 
I think I may in strictness say, ‘ He’d never come back no more!’ 


call nowadays.—Epb. 


‘ Ha! ha! very good, only we call it ‘* Marwood 
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| The Jumbo Scare. 


THE sensational account of the attempt of the Zoological Society to 
get rid of their elephant Jumbo, which appeared in one of the dailies, 





has had the desired effect, and the letter-box of the newspaper in 
question has been filled with letters from no end of great people, and | 
from a tremendous number of little people, some of which we publish. | 
‘**Toddling Tommy’ is heartbroken to think he shall never again | 
ride on dear Jummy’s back, or once again throw empty nut-shells into | 
his lovely monstrous mouth. Can nothing be done? He will willingly | 
subscribe a farthing a fortnight towards paying the £2,000.” 
‘** Little Minnie,’ who knows what it is to be separated from those 
we love, would like to discontinue taking in her weekly tracts, if the 
proceeds would prevent poor Jumbo being sent to America. She en- | 
closes some small bits of slate-pencil towards a fund for that purpose.” | 
*** A Tiny Sympathizer’ cannot believe that dear Mr. Editor will ever | 
let those cruel wretches send darling Jumbo away. If his papa will let | 
him, he will ¢/ad/y stay away from school a whole term, and give the 
money to the subscription list.” | 
We cannot print any more of this correspondence. How gratifying | 
it must be for the daily referred to to find it is read so extensively by | 


children! 


THE TWO GREATEST AMERICAN ‘* Pew-syiTes,”—Ward Beecher 
nd Talmage 

Three (Dis)Graces, | 
ACCORDING to the French news, Madame D’Essarts, her son and | 


daughter, the descendants of one of the most aristocratic Breton families, 
are all undergoing, or about to undergo, criminal sentences. Mama has 
been sent to gaol for theft, the son is sentenced to penal servitude for 
murder, and the daughter is shortly to be tried for a like crime. They 
had not frequented Court society for some time until they appeared at 
the police court, so it is presumable their 4/ue d/o0d must have acquired | 
2 ddack hue from stagnation. They are a merry family, who will have | 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
(GLAKING BREACH OF FAITH OF THE OLD MAN! 
To THE Epitor or ‘* Fun.” 

Stall out of Town, last Thursday. 
5S1R,—In my last I believe—nay, I am tolerably certain—that I pro. 
mised to give you a few words on the University boat race and the 
Worcester meeting. Sir, I am not going to keep my promise. I've 
| just been invited to a nice bachelor party on this the last day for sending 
| in copy, AND I AM GOING. So, you see, you will have to wait till 
| next week for my boat race remarks, and till next year for my remarks 
(if any) on the Worcester meeting. I hope you will like it. That illus- 
trative young man you ve lent me has been more active than myself, so 
I am enabled to present you this week with the first of a series of sporting 

sketches ; this one is called 





ae 
ont. 


f; Sportinc Sxetcugs No. 1.—A Littte Mourning Canter ow Tue Fear.’ 





It is very pretty and moral, and there is another coming next week. 
Until which bright dawn of joy, I am yours, Xc., 

TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—Keep your eye on the OxForD. 


PS. 2—I do not mean the music hall, 
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Christian country. 





A SCHEME OF REVENGE. 
Choice of a future form :— 


WHEN my soul shall re- 
solve upon casting the 
load 

Of its present unwieldy 
organic abode, 

With a view to inhabit, 
enliven, and warm 

Some other description of 
animal form, 

I then shall proceed to the 
carrying out 

Of a plan that I often have 
pondered about, 

Pursuant to which I shall 
hopefully try 

A humble career in the 


form of a fly. 


A@asons fer ¢ Lue 
Nor am I devoid of an obje: t and aim 
In planning to act in the manner I name ; 
No fanciful object, no vision, no myth ; 
That object, when stated concisely, is Smith. 
Now Smith—as it does me discredit to state— 
Is a party for whom I ’ve the bitterest hate ; 
kor when we were babes, and our garments were long 
He did me a deep and indelible wrong. 


me peculiarities of Smith noted. 


In studying Smith, I have noted it down 
That his cranium’s bald at the apex or crown 
I’ve noted that flies with a moment to spare 
Are pointedly partial to roystering there ; 
I’ve noticed the victim’s incontinent way 

Of striving insanely to capture and slay ; 

And after this process protracted in vain, 
I've noted him (nearly as maybe) insane. 


My sensations analysea 


And after observing him thus for a spell 
(As it does me the greatest discredit to tell), 
I’ve noted that, far from my mind being pained, 
Consummate elation has held me enchained ; 
I've noted, when turning my thoughts on the fly, 
‘The dewdrops of gratitude start to my eye; 
On suchlike occasions it scares me to think 
How often I’ve treated myself to a drink! 

} 


One little drawback scheduled :— 


Yet still, at a time when the bosom is warm 
With joy in its purest and holiest form, 
The mind is unable to wholly ignore 
One little insidious worm in the core; 
Envenomed though hidden, it poisons the blood, 
It gnaws at the vitals, it withers the bud : 

Such worm is my guerdon—the feeling that / 
Am debarred from a share in the work of the fy. 
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Thus tutored, the reader will doubtless detect 

My reasons for craving the form I select; 

And when it shall happily fall to my share 

It ever shall be my devotion and care 

(Though involving neglect of my kin and my kith) 
To keep within workable distance of Smith ; 

And the frenzy of Smith in the present’s a crumb 
To the frenzy of Smith in the season to come! 


“Oh, Horrible, most Horrible!” 


We really think it is about time to discontinue calling England a 
It seems that almost daily appear advertisements 
like the following :—‘' Wanted a Youth accustomed to Vice.” 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





HER MATESTY’S ESCAPFS. 








Mr. Horrigr Fype. Terrible accident to the Queen the other day! 
Never heard of such a narrow escape in all my life! Tlorse of outrider 
became restive ! 

Mr. SIMPER THYSER (exctfed/y), And unmanageable ! 

Mr. H. F. (more excitedly). And reared——! 

Mr. S. T. (wildly). And threw his rider! And if the outrider had 
only been outriding 

Mr. H. F. (dreathlessly). Inside Her Majesty’s carriage instead of 
outside it 

Mr. S. T. (madly). And the outrider had only been thrown in quite 
a different direction to that in which he was thrown—— 

Mr. H. F. (frenciedly), And, in pointfact, feverything adappnd 
qui'diffrent twhatitazddapn 

Boru (sinking, exhausted with overwrought emotion). There might 
have been a most deplorable accident to Her Majesty!!! Nearest 
squeak you can possibly imagine ! 

Mr. S. T. (terning pai), Great welkin! Wh-h-hy, he-e-re’s actually 
another ‘‘ Narrow Escape” in the paper. Bless my soul! (Aeads)— 
‘** Explosion of a Boiler! Narrow escape of Her Majesty the Queen! 
As a locomotive engine belonging to a mineral train was standing on a 
line in Wales the boiler suddenly exploded with much violence. There 
is little doubt that, had the accident occurred in Scotland instead of 
Wales, and had the Queen been in the habit of travelling in mineral 
trains which stand still on the line, and had the thing occurred at a 
time when Her Majesty happened to be so engaged, very serious con- 
sequences to Her Majesty might have ensued.” 

Mr. H. Ff. How true! How lucky! Jat an escape! Why, 
here ’s another : (7cads) ‘‘ Riot in a Casual Ward. Providential escape 
of the Queen! Riot—curred—Cashl Ward, Blank Workus—Master 
and porter ’tacked with much violence—sticks freely used—had Majsty 
happnd—be present in ward—occasion—serus consquences mighvinsued. 
These were, wevver, haplyverted.” (Avaves a long sigh of relicf.) 

Mr. S. T. How fortunate! (Séims pager.) Hullo—another earth- 
quake in South America—— 

Mr. H. F. (éreathlessly). Any harm dunter Majesty ? 

Mr. S. T. (reading anxiously), No! It’s all right. 

BotH (frostrated by protracted nerve-strain), What providential 
escapes! It is miraculous! 























A Hansom Compliment. 


THE cabmen of the metropolis ought certainly to feel complimented 
at the way in which they are ‘‘ patronized by Royalty.” On a previous 
occasion the Prince of Wales presided at their festival dinner, and this 
year the Duke of Edinburgh took the chair. The Royal Duke, who 
says he rides a good deal in cabs (he certainly looks a Aavtsom man), 
maintains that the drivers are everything that they ought to be, there- 
lore we suppose they always are satisfied, though we certainly thought 
we had met with some rare old evow/ers, To hint at such a thing now, 
though, would be rank unbelief, 





FICER.—BEET SUGAR—Cookey’s kiss through 


l¢ area railings. nt you know! 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND GENERAL SKOBELEFF. 


As soon, Sir, 2s I was aware that General Skobeleff would not come 
to London, having been peremptorily recalled, I made instant arrange- 
ments to wait upon him in Paris. 

And when I say I made arrangements for waiting upon him, I mean, 
Sir, literally and positively what I say; for, having learned from inqui- 
riesat the Russian Embassy that the General would interview no jour- 
nalists whatever, for fear of mischief, I at once determined to resort to 
stratagem, and in Jess than an hour after reaching Paris I had not only 
found out from a tame Cossack who travels with Skobeleff, the restaurant 
his master patronized, but had interviewed an under-gar¢om there, had 
borrowed and put on his spare alpaca jacket and apron, and was knock- 
ing at the first-floor front at No.—well, I will not betray the General's 
address—with a pile of tin-covered plates in my hand, and a somewhat 
agitated heart in my bosom. 

‘* Entrez!” cried a clear musical voice; and opening a door, I found 
myself in the presence of the Godfrey of Broth, or as the French would 
call him, the Godfrey de Bouillon, of the coming Sclav crusade. 

I knew instantly I was in the presence of the hero of Plevna and 
Geok Tepé. His long, fair, Dundreary-like whiskers, especially the 
left one, with which he was carelessly toying as I approached, his eagle 
eye, and the strong smell of Russian leather which pervaded the apart- 
ment, were only three of the items which led me to this conclusion. 
| But they alone would have sufficed, even had Skobeleff, evidently sus- 
| picious at the sight of a strange waiter at the odd hour of three P.M., not 
instinctively clapped his right hand to his left side as though seeking 
the sword that invariably hangs there. 

As for me, I felt indecision would undo me, so hastily setting down 
my plates, I exclaimed, ‘‘ Purée au fois, and fillet de beuf a la jardi- 
niere. One and tenpence, and sixpence on the plates, if you please !’’ 
taking care to edge off to the door as I finished. 

“* Fillet de beuf a la jardiniére!” exclaimed the Hope of the Sclavs, 
|jumping to his feet—I might say, in fact, seeing his great stature— 
|Jumping to his six feet four. ‘* What do you mean, fellow?” (I may 
state here the General speaks English fluently.) 

I ventured to again repeat my former statement. 

‘‘It’s a mistake, then,” cried the Muscovite warrior; ‘'I ordered no 
beef a /a the female gardener, or, in fact, a /a anybody, and you’d 
better clear out with it at once,” and he motioned me to the door as he 
spoke. 

Instead of retiring, however, I flung off my apron, took out the four 
|and ninepenny pot of caviare* I had brought as a peace-offering, and, 
placing it on the table, I said, ‘* General Skobeleft—for 7 know that 
Makinabigstirovitch is not your right name !—I have adopted this plan 
of waztimg upon you because I have always admired you, and was 
determined, on hearing you were in Paris, to express in person my 
sentiments,” 

The General was evidently not pleased at the success of my stratagem ; 
for though, even as he spoke, his fingers played fondly about the pot of 
caviare (45. 97., store price), he frowned darkly, and replied, ‘I am in 
Paris openly, sir, and you should have called upon me openly, or not 
atall, I dislike artifice.” 

‘*What, General!” I retorted; ‘‘ you dislike artifice? 














Why, you 


—d /a Rus(s)e, in point of fact—was but natural.’’ 


* I took this on the well-known principle enunciated by the trite saying ‘‘ Caviare 
to the General !'"—Y.E.-S.R. 











surely forget that, as you are a Russian, to visit you by means of a ruse | 


The Liberator of the Bulgars was good enough to smile. ‘‘ Well, 
_ he cried, ‘‘have your way; but now you are here, what do you 
want 

‘As the representative of a journal of European fame," I placed a 
current number of ‘‘ Fun,” Sir, printed in Slavonic, in his hands as I 
spoke, “*I am anxious to learn your business in Paris, Rumour says 
you are here to promote a Sclav propaganda.” 

**Sclav propaganda! What is that?” returned the General. 

“Well, really, Iam not sure,” I replied; ‘‘but I think it means war 
with Germany.” 

Skobeleff’s eyes sparkled as he said, ‘‘Oh, if I could but double up 
Bismarck, I should die happy !” 

**But England won't help you in your Panslavic crusade,” said I; 
“don't you know our song, ‘Britons never, never, never will be 
Sclavs’?” 

‘* Ah, we shall see,” murmured the conqueror of the Turcomans. ‘I 
had a midnight appointment with your great Gladstone in the crypt of 
the House of Commons next week, and methinks things will go O.K. 
even yet, though I shall now be unable to meet him.” 

*‘OK.?” Techoed. ‘*Why, Madame Novikoff has left us.’’ 

** No matter, I have faith in my star, and my motto is ‘ Fortiter in re!’” 
exclaimed the General. 

‘It ought to be ‘ Sclaviter in modo!’ as well,” I replied ; and then, 
with my usual dramatic instinct, made my exit, covered by the laughter 
my quip occasioned. 

I had reached the bottom of the stairs, in fact, before I remembered | 
I had come away without the chief item of information I required ; 





So, | 
Stopping on the mat, I called up at the top of my voice, ‘* General, — 
will—Germany —go—to—war ?”’ 

Clear as a trumpet the reply of Skobeleff came down to me over the 
banisters. ‘‘ No, sir, Germany will not go to war—the war will go to| 
Germany !” | 

In another minute or two I had hopelessly lost my way in the Bois 
de Boulogne. 











A “FLOOR-ALL” PHENOMENON. 
To THE EpiTor oF ‘ Fun.” 
Spring Gardens, February 24th, 1882. 





DEAR SIR,— 
I hasten with feelings of intense satisfaction to inform you that the | 
correspondent who wrote to the papers last year to tell the public that | 
strawberries and scarlet runners had been picked on the roof of a house | 
in Baker Street, inust henceforth be considered nowhere, or, at any rate, 
take second place to your humble servant, who yesterday (Thursday, 
23rd ult.) with his own eyes saw two primroses gathered in St. James's 
Sireet, S.W., just opposite Boodle’s Club. Violets in Spring Gardens 
will clearly only be a matter of time. I enclose my card, and remain, 
dear Siz, yours excitedly, AN ENTHUSIASTIC RKus-IN-URBE’UN. 
P.S.—I perhaps, Sir, ought to mention for the further information of 
eager horticulturists, that one of the primroses in question was of the 
early kind known as the Lord Xosebery, whilst the other was of the Dur 
species usually associated with Cleveland. —AN E, R-1n-U, 
{Epiror1aL P.S.—The paragraph in the Aforning Post of the 24th 
ult., stating that the Duke of Cleveland and the Earl of Rosebery both 
came to town on Thursday last, may throw still further light on our 
correspondent’s startling communication.—Eb, ‘‘ Fun,”] 
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“If the bed of grey chalk has not been over-estimated, we shall probably see, in the fulness of time, not only one tunne |, but half a dozen, with their owners touting 
for custom in the form of more or less energetic representative Daily Paper. 
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CAN 


ANY OF YOU 


Boys TELL ME THE 


Teacher. —"* We ARE NEXT TOLD THAT PHARAOH SHOWED JOSEPH MUCH HONOUR. 


MEANING OF THAT? You TRY, JOE SMITH.” 
Jot. —"* ER—#K—DRUV’ 'UN REOUND THA PLEEACE IN A GIG, Mum!” 








An Utter Hypocrite, 


CHARLES FROST, aged nineteen, just sentenced to three months’ hard 
labour for obtaining board and lodging under false pretences, is about 
as unique a scoundrel as we can imagine. Giving out that he was 
engaged ata neighbouring brewery, and that he had been recommended 
by the clergyman of the chapel attended by the prosecutor, he succeeded 
in getting a week's board and lodging, pretending all the time to be 
very religious, and every morning and evening falling on his knees in 
the kitchen and praying for the woman and her husband. On the 
Saturday, when one pound was due, he went out as usual and never 
came back, taking with him an umbrella, a robbery which the magis- 
trate stigmatized as cruel, to which the prisoner agreed. Mr. Bushby 
then said to him, “Not only are you a thief, . a hypocritical scoundrel.”’ 
To this he also acquiesced, replying, ‘‘ Yes, sir, I am,” and, when sen- 
tence was pronounced, left the dock ctr Fon If he is not a cheerful 
young villain we have never heard of one. and the landla dy may con- 
sider herself lucky in losing so little. In future she will do well to pay 
particular attention to those lodgers who say, ‘* Let us prey,” 


Lireraky Fact,—Because an author writes with a soft quill pen, it 
does not fo!low that his work will not be hard to read. 
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Price One Shilling ; post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


By the Author of ‘‘My N&IGHBOUR NELLIE.” 


“* Dick Boulin is entirely free from vulgarity, or from aught that cag be said to be 
objectionable "—Pudlic Opinion. 
‘The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelling as it was some five-and 
twenty or thi rty years ago "—Pictorial World, 
‘A very amusing story of old coaching times."— Reynolds's. 


Bit died N” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, B.C. 
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THE 


PICTORIAL WORLD 


Enlarged to 24 pages, with a 
DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED SUPPLEMENT 


EVERY WEBE! 
A deided Novelty in Iilustrated Fournalism. 


The whole in an Attractive Cover, Price SIXPENC E. 
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A NEW ROAD TO RENOWN. 


‘DEAR Mr. Fun,— 
**T’ve courted Fame 

By many ways and doings, 

The jade, however, never came, 
Responsive to my wooings ; 

Her conduct, I’m prepared to say, 
I can’t consider venyal : 

I’ve courted her in ev’ry way, 
However uncongenyal, 


‘*T’ve tried the literary mode 

As well as the artistic ; 

I’ve tried the scientific code, 
The spiritualistic ; 

I’ve tried the festive ‘ politic,’ 
Which also proved abortive ; 

And sporting I abandoned quick, — 
I am not very sportive, 


‘*T’ve tried the ‘din and clash of arms,’ 

I’ve tried the limp esthetic, 

I’ve tried the philanthropic’s charms, 
I’ve tried the stout athletic ; 

One way I mieht have courted her, 
Which she ’d have had to strike to, — 

I might have been a murderer, 
But ‘hat I didn’t like to, 


** My efforts, and they ’re not a few, 

[lave now begun to languish, 

So, Mr. Fun, I come to you 
To help me in my anguish ; 

I mean to try one method more 
To gain her approbation, 

And for it I require, implore 
Your kind co-operation, 


** When you are holding up to shame 
Some patent malefaction, 
Associate it with my zame, 
And I will bring an action. 
It may, perhaps, be transient, 
But still I sha// be famous ; 
You ’ll get a good advertisement. 


Yours, 
‘T, G. N. O’Ramus.,” 


The Dropt “H.” 
( With apologies to the Author of ** The Lost 
Chord,” ) 


SEATED one day in the parlour, 
I was happy and quite at ease, 
Katie, my darling, beside me, 
Jingling her housewife’s keys ; | 
I knew not what she was saying, 
I know not how it occurred, 
But she spoilt her voice’s music 
By the sound of an ‘‘h”-less word. 


She dropt an ‘‘h” in the twilight, 
’T was lost in the gathering gloom, 
But it jarred on my nervous senses 
As it hovered about the room ; 
It occasioned grief and sorrow, 
I was sad as I’d been elate 
At the inharmonious echo 
Of that wand ring aspirate. 


It altered her speech’s meaning, — 
The lapse I'll ne’er forget, 

And we trembled in silence, fearing 
The insulted alphabet. 

I have sought, but I seek it vainly, 
That one lost ‘‘h,” on the floor ; 

It was dropt in the placid twilight,— 
'T is lost for evermore, 


It may be the London School Board 
May soothe my perturbéd mind, 
But an ‘‘h” once lost you can never, 
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ACCORDING TO THE LETTER. 
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First Boy (to Companion, who has picked up a purse).—‘‘ Here, HI, D’ YER YEAR, 
BILL? YER OUGHTER GIVE THAT UP TO THE POLICE, OR THEY’LL RUN YER IN FOR 


STICKIN’ TO IT.” 


Second Boy.—‘'GA ON, JEMMY, YOU STICK TO IT. D’ YER SEE WHAT IT SAYS UP 


THERE ?—KEEP TO THE LEFT. 


WELL, THAT’S BEEN LEFT, AIN’T IT? WELL, YOU 


KEEP IT, AND I’LL GO SHARES WITH YER.” 








A Saving Clause. 


THROUGH the proceedings at a police court case a day or two since it transpired that the 
savings of a blind beggar had amounted to £99. Not bad that for a mend-/-can’t sort of in- 

It won’t do after this to say ‘ pity the indignant blind.” Envy will be more the 
One thing suggested by the incident is that though a poor fellow can’t see, he need not 
This is dedicated to the National Thrif Society. 





A Hazarpovus COMMAND,—To cal onan assembly of convivial soldiers to ‘‘ charge” their 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE TOPIC! 








s7 


know how to 


Take a 


I don't 
sorrow for your misfortunes, old fellow! 
n—let me pat your back— 
Lost every penny in the crash, I suppose? 
Why do you turn over the newspaper with such feverish and rapid 
Look, Aere’s the report of your bankruptcy—needn’t seek 


Mr. SIMM-PATIUE (lo AZ: 


express my intense 
ill at my flask—lay your head on my bosor 


Uli a 


7 éhlowt Cle il a, 
4 


| 
bite your little finger. 


eagerness ¢ 
any further. Still you continue! Ah, I see—looking for the account 
of your trial for forgery? See—here it is under your nose. No—still 
this wild, tearless, eager, suffering search! Ah, I have it—you look 
for the account of the shipwreck in which all your connexions perished ? 
It is here—yet you pass it by! Why, ah! why this even-yet-sustained, 
tremulous, hollow-eyed, scorching, soul-withering search of feverish 
despair? What, oh, what seek you? 

Mr. Swerrowt CLeene. No news!—no line!—no comforting 
word !—yet—yes, here—but no—yes, ‘‘Jum—” Ah, no! ’Tis but 
the troopship Furmna, 

Mr. Simm-PatTHig. Ha! he turns upon me his hollow, wild, de- 
spairing, yearning orbs! I cannot bear it. Say—what tidings seek 
ye in this fixed and fearful gaze? News of your creditors ?—your trial ? 
—your reduction to absolute and crushing penury-——? Ha, he speaks! 

Mr. SwerptTowr CLEENF (grasping the arm of Mr. S.-P.). Say— 
tell me—has Barnum consented to cancel—will the fifty millions of 
American citizens forego—have the Society decided to break the 
contr—? Speak! 

* * + * 
Scenk :—A STEAM-PACKET. 

Mr, ONTHELOO-KouGHT. What is this? The wind freshens—a 
storm arises—the sea is mountains high, while the wind-swept cordage 
yells again—yet the vessel rolls unguided in the trough of the raging 
deep! Ha! the helmsman peruses, absorbed and unconscious of all 
around, the daily paper. What madness is this? I «wz/? speak to him, 
in spite of the printed notice on the Ifo! Man at the Wheel! 
Danger menaces ! 





THE MAN AT THE WHEEL (excitedly), I know it! Yes—(reads) 
-** He is now reaching that period of life when frequent fits of irrita- 
bility—is even now at times positively dangerous——”’ 


Mr. ONTHELOO-KouGHT. He re-inters himself in the journal. I 
will seek the captain and inform him of—what? Does /z, too, remain 
absorbed in the paper, while the wild and pitiless elements ? Ho, 
skipper! We strike a rock—there is a crash of timber! 

THE CAPTAIN (reading excitedly). Yes—yes—‘‘he breaks the massive 
door of his cage—vast beams eight inches square! The strong walls of 
his den bend and crack before the fury of the brute. At such times 
none dare approach him save Scott, and——” 

Mk. ONTHELOO-KOUGHT. Again he inhumes himself in the periodi- 
cal! I will appeal to the passengers How? Do they also ? 
Ho, voyagers! the vessel fills—we founder! Hi! hullo! All hope 
fades ! 

CHORUS OF PASSENGERS (reading excitedly). Yes, ’tis too true! 
‘‘ All hope of Mr. Barnum’s consenting to cancel ? 

Mr. O.-K. No, no! The fierce and saline billows—— 

PASSENGERS (as Aefore). Alas, we know it! *‘will, ere long, bear 

t hores of America, to take his 

















their noble and colossal burden to the sh 
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part in the mimic pageantry of 

Mr. O.-K. Ha! the good shi 
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ScENE :—A STREET. 


Mr. MooTcHABOWTE. A crowd? A trembling horse? What can be 
the occasion of this assemblage? Ha!—my friend Kummer-Croppar 
had a spill from his steed, and broken all his collar-bones, three legs, 
and atooth. Ho! K., my boy, is there any danger? 

Mr. KuMMER-CROPPAR (faintly, and as if quoting). ‘*The danger 
is more real than imaginary. With proper precautions, the huge brute 
might still continue to go through his daily performances to the delight 
of the little ones of Britain.” 

Mr. M. He is delirious! K.—dear K.! How shall he be conveyed 
hence? ane 

Mr. K. (as defore). ‘Therein indeed lies the difficulty ; although Mr. 
William Newman still expresses himself confident of ultimate success,” 
(Opening his eyes.) Tell me—zwil/ they remove him? /¥7// they cut him 
off from his accustomed place? W422? they tear him from his natural 
position? Way not let him remain, and tie and bandage him so that 
he can’t get out? 

Mr. M. (shuddering). He thinks of amputation, No—fear not—your 
leg 

Mr. K. Leg? I spoke of no legs—— 

Mr. M. Of what, then ? 

Mr. K. JUMBO! 








SAFETY AT LAST! 
(See Newspapers.) 

IT seems a daring thing to say 
That those who wish to see a play 
Can do so now with easy mind 
Concerning risk of any kind ; 

It bears a hyperbolic hue 
Demanding greater trust than man’s ; 

gut still, you know, it sst be true— 
The Board of Works have got the plans! 


Each manager, unhappy man! 
Was told to take his house’s plan 
(With threats of death to him who shirks), 
And leave it with the Board of Works. 
It needs no brain that’s extra brisk— 
It’s clear, to any mind which scans 
The subject, that we ‘ve banished risk— 
The Board of Works have got the plans! 


We have not heard that they arrange 

For making any kind of change, 

Or bothering or making free 

With structural deficiencee ; 
Were not asserting that their will, 

Or purpose, or intention spans 
Improving means of egress—still 

The Board of Works have got the plans! 


What more could any one desire, 
On hearing an alarm of fire 
(Although aware, beyond a doubt, 
There ’s not a chance of getting out), 
Than sitting calmly in a stall, 
The while a sportive flamelet tans 
ITis nose, and musing ‘‘ After all, 
The Board of Works have got the plans"? 








Piguliar People 


A YOUNG married woman named Agnes Curry has been charged at 
the Mansion House with attempting to commit suicide by taking paraffin, 
a much too literal way of pouring oil on the troubled waters. She had 
quarrelled with her husband in consequence of having cooked a pork 
chop for his supper, which was a strange reason, since curry and pork 
generally go rather well together. Those agricultural politicians who 
want to make out that what is good for Ireland is good for England are 
litter-ally wrong: in Ireland the pig pays the rent of the household ; in 
this case it made the rent in the household, 





New Volumes Under the Press of Circumstances. 


‘‘ A YEAR of the Files,” by the author of ‘‘Six Months in the Ranks.” 
‘‘ A Fortnightly Inspection,” by several ‘* Quarterly Reviewers.” 
és +B) . . ¢ ] 

Able to Answer,’’ a sequel to ‘‘ The Question of Cain.” 


%) 


‘The Tartars of Yesterday,” an introduction to ‘*The Russians of 
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The Penitent. 


NAY, twine about the poet’s brow 
No gaudy coronal of bays. 
I lack no wreath of laurel now ; 
Go, keep them both for brighter days. 
I ask a crown—the truth to tell— 
More cheap and easy to obtain : 
One lowly napkin, wetted well, 
Might calm this fever of my brain. 


Bear hence the paper, pens, and ink, 
To-day I will not, cannot write ; 
Here sadly let me sit and think 
Of things that happened yesternight. 
Though scarcely in the proper mood 
For jotting jingles one by one, 
It suits my gloomy soul to brood 
On deeds far better left undone. 


Say, what was I to Freddy B—— 
That he should ask me there to dine? 
And what was he at all to me, 
Except a bosom friend of mine ? 
And why was not the dinner plain, 
A joint and vegetable feed ? 
I put the query once again, 
And echo answers, Why twndeed ? 


Then, somewhere in a vast saloon, 

Were some who sang and some who playe:! 
And I forget this afternoon 

What laughs we had, or jokes we mace. 
Full oft, as now it seems to me, 

We passed around the brimming cup ; 
Then Freddy B., with impish glee, 

Suggested stopping there to sup. 


One thing I never dreamed was /Azs, 
That supper meant cigars or drink ; 
Or, ere I plunged in that abyss, 

I might have lingered on the brink. 
Go, fetch me seltzer—bring me hock— 
And bind the fillet round my head. 

I still maintain that four o’clock 
Is late enough to go to bed. 


PARLIAMENTARY (JUERY.—When a scandal is scented out 
a in the House, is it to the ‘* Noes” that the credit of its ex- 
4 tinction should always be given ? 
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OCULAR DEMONSTRATION. 


Ziacher having been asked by the new Vicar to inguire of the Children if Uiey 


Teacher.—‘‘ AND HOW DO YOU KNOW, MY DEAR, 


had all been christened, does so with the following result :— 
THAT YOU HAVE 


BEEN CHRISTENED?” 


Scholar,—** PLEASE, Mum, 'cos I co! 


Mum.” 


me 


rHE MARKS ON ME ARM NOW, 
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intact.” 





NDS THAT SHOULD BE TRANSFERRE 


His Fanciful Little Games. 


SPARED! 
Gop save the Queen! 
A joyous pean raisc 
That death can sparc 
The glory of our days ; 
Not she to share 
The Russian despot’s fate. 
Liberty and Tyranny 
Nce’er mate 
Fen in misfortune. 
Not for long years to cumc 
May we repine her 
Loss. Long to reign o’er us 
Victoria Regina ! 


ee ee ee 


A-Tacking the Bard. 


D, WHEN POSST) 


THE imaginative child who used to wake up early in order to hear 
the top of the morning hum, has come to an untimely end owing to his 
playing at ‘draughts ” between an open door and window. 


A CONTEMPORARY states that in Mr. Irving's acting editior Of 
Romeo and Fulict “several scenes formerly cut out will be found 
Does it not mean they will be found ‘‘ tacked in”? 


LE, 
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Must-he ? 
“The sale of Jumbo was brought about by the daily increasing fear that he wa 
: ¥ i 
mearing the time of elephant life when he would be in that acutely dangerous condition | 
koown as ‘must.’ "--/Veekly Paper 


No doubt the council at the Zoo 
Felt something like disgust 
When first they from their keeper knew 
That Jumbo’s dangerous state was due 
But still perforce they took their cue, 
And cried ‘* What ‘ must’ be must !”’ 


} 


Church Bawling. 
Tue Rev. IH. A. Walker, Vicar of St. James's, Ilatcham, has applied 
for a summons against Mr. Churchwarden Saunders for annoying him | 
during divine service. It appears the vicar insists upon singing the first 
verse of the Psalms and some other portions of the service alone, and 
he objects to Mr. Saunders turning his so/o into a discordant due/, Mr. 
Saunders wishes to increase the Aarmony between them; but the vicar 
considers the churchwarden can’t sing, while Mr. Saunders evidently 
doesn’t think the vicar up toa solo, The reverend tleman’s notes 
are bound to be of a igh order, and there is no doubt they would be 
more harmonious if toned down by Mr. Saunders’ Lower ones, 


cm a ee 


Blowing up his Readers, 


THA‘ very hot writer, whose article was written for the //yde Park 
Powder Magazine for April, has pursued such a sensational ‘train ” of 
thought that the magazine in question is likely to ‘‘ go off” very freely, 





we cag. 





















































PF Oe Lm mer ec - 
: ag : = —* pins et a ~ ie . ~ os 
sal . i 


hn 


et 


ie SRE PO CG YR Sy FE ey 


OE CONE AG AE A a Ne 


2 











FUN. MARCH 8, 1882. 


A DAILY ADVERTISEMENT.—(WARRANTED IMPOSSIBLE TO SEE THROUGH.) 


oul of modern advertising ; therefore we need no excuse. 
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LORDS VZEASUS COMMONS. 
(See Cartooit.) 


|! OOTBALL is such a nice game for the muscular, 
Something so lively, exciting, and free, 
Played in the open ere daylight’s crepuscular, 
Giving such scope for the public to see ! 
Fortune keeps wavering, 
Either side favouring ; 
Hither and thither the skirmishers run, 
Yielding successively, 
Charging aggressively, 
Ever alert till the battle is won ! 


Follow up, Salisbury! Into them, Donoughmore ! 
Kick away, Cairns, you are close on their goal! 


Ay, but, by Jove! here comes Gladstone, so you no morc 


Need to expect to escape safe and whole. 
Strategy tactical 
lather unpractical, 

Surely you ’ve wilfully courted defcat ; 
While thus he’ll fight about, 
Off to the right-about— 

Pick up the pieces and beat a retreat ! 
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| “The plaintiff stated that he took a ticket. He was asked by the ticket collector 
to show it, which he did, but refused to allow it to be clipped. . i 


LIKELY TALES ! 


No. XII.—THE ORSTINATE TICKET-HOLDER. 





that the company had no right to clip tickets." —Daily Pafer. 
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THE name of the Briton’s synonymous with 

The marrow of Justice and Equity’s pith, 
And shuddering hate of Aggression ; 

And even the most superficial may see 

His firmness in matters of principle he 
Regards as his proudest possession. 


A vengeance is he to the man who delights 
To show opposition to ‘‘ property’s rights,” 
A scourge to the evil-intentioned ; 
Oppression retreats to her noisomest den, 
And Tyranny trembles and vanishes when 
The name of the Briton is mentioned. 


The name of the Briton, I’m ready to swear, 
Is honoured and reverenced everywhere, 
And nobody ventures to twit it— 
Get one of those Brits in a suitable place, 
And boldly inquire if it isn’t the case, 
And see if he doesn’t admit it. 


These feelings and attributes glowed in the breast 


Of Jocabed Robinson more than the rest 
Of Britain’s immaculate nation ; 
The firmness of purpose and tact he displayed 
Concerning a journey he ought to have made 
Are fully deserving narration, 


He’d paid for his transit (I ought to explain 
That he was intending to travel by train), 
But, when he was passing the wicket, 
To wild indignation his bosom was fired 
On finding the railway official desired 
To clip a bit out of his ticket! 


He swore a big oath with his hand to his lip 
That innocent ticket they never should clip, 
And wrapped it up pretty and hid it; 

But the railway official (an obvious ass), 
Declared that he couldn’t allow him to pas 
Or travel by train till he did it. 


Oh! here was oppression and Tyranny too, 
And threats against property brought into view 
(No matter how sophistry twist them), 
Which Jocabed Robinson happened to see, 
And, ‘‘just as a matter of principle,” he 
Determined at once to resist them. 


The company thereupon growing incensed, 
A terribly obstinate struggle commenced, 
With summonses issuing weekly ; 
The company wholly neglecting its meals, 
And Jocabed constantly filing appeals 
And paying the costs of them meekly. 


He lost all his cases and paid through the nose, 
Jut never submitted, as you may suppose, 
For didn’t he know that he oughtn’t ? 


He got into debt, then he pawned his best hat— 
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This ‘‘ matter of principle” brought him, in brief, 
The joys of receiving parochial relief, 
Which seemed to enfeeble him vastly. 
**] think I must be,” he would mutter, the elf! 
‘** The martyr of principle,’ somehow, myself,” 
With humour sufficiently ghastly. 


But still at his heels the same company tripped 
Demanding that ticket of his to be clipped, 
Till Fate softly uttered her doom's tone, 
They never, however, defeated this brave ; 
He carried his ticket, unclipped, to the grave— 
They pasted it on to his tombstone. 


~~ 





THE DRESS OF THE PERIOD. 
WAISTS AND WASTE, 


‘On Saturday afternoon Mr. F. Treves, F.R.C.S., of the London Hospital, gave 
ectul . The size of a normal healthy woman’: 
waist is about twenty-eight inches in circumference, and its shape is oval. The 
waist of the costume of the period is twenty-one, and we have known extreme cases 


a lecture at the Kensington Town Hall. 


of eighteen and sixteen inches, and the shape is perfectly round.’ —Dafly Neus 
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| The Royal College of Music, 


Tu influential meeting presided over by H.R.H. the Prince of Wales 
on Tuesday was right royally responded to, the preliminary list of sub- 
;criptions amounting to over £10,000, We append some ‘‘ notes” from 
ourselves, 

The first thing in connection with musical education is the sra/es, 
therefore a da/ance at the bankers is necessary; hence the appeal for 
funds. ‘‘ Lines and spaces”’ follow, and the Royal College will be on 
| new /ines, and some admirable sfaceis given by the Exhibition Commis- 
| sioners.§ ‘‘ Time and tune” are the next, and, as the royal speakers in- 
sinuated, there is no time like the present for subscribing to a pretty 
tune. The ‘‘air” in teaching music is also most important, and that 
at South Kensington will be found salubrious. There are many other 
reasons for believing that the new scheme will succeed ; many will be 
bass enough to give /red/e the amount they ordinarily would subscribe on 
account of the royalty connected with it, especially as music is one of 
the Duke of Edinburgh’s crofchets, and therefore the public patronage is 
not likely to be minimized. The utmost harmony prevailed at the pre- 
liminary meeting, and though Mr. Gladstone proposed a resolution 
which Sir Stafford Northcote seconded, there was nothing approachin 
discord. Of course there are s/arfs and flats connected with musica 
as with every other society, but we chordially wish the undertaking 
SuCCESS, 


Prepare to Receive Boarders. 


THAT paradoxical article 2 ‘‘ wooden milestone” might surely be 
made of the ‘‘chalk bored” we hear so much of in connection with 





the Channel Tunnel. 


LION” OF THE DRAMATIC S£ASON.—Miss Kosa Leo. 
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THAT LITTLH MATTER OF THE TUNNEL. 
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riaiit MILITARY AUTHORITIES :— 


As it’s not a mere suspicion 
That our insular position 
Has its comforting fruition 

In our safety, common sense 
Will admit there ’s no occasion 
To tacilitate invasion 
}y avoidable erasion 

Of our natural defence. 


Though there be no present danger 

Of intrusion of the stranger, 

luture time may prove a changer 
Of the colour of affairs, 

So that every Briton’s son Il 

Much regret that blessed funnel 

Of a precious Channel Tunnel, 
As the cause of many cares, 


If the bonus to the nation 
Of the costly speculation 
Le the simple obviation 
Of the pangs of mal-de-mer 
To a few unstable quailers 
Who, unqualitied as sailors, 
Would be likely to be ailers— 
Better leave us as we were ! 


As we've failed in ascertaining 

Hiow the country will be gaining 

by the boring and the draining 
Of this tunnel down below, 

eo obligingly inform us 

(Just to interest and to warm us) 

iVhat’s the gain that’s so enormous ?— 
As we should be glad to know, 


Chorus of the BRITISH PUBLIC :— 


There 's a deal of palaver concerning the chance 

Of a tunnel connecting our island with France ; 

And we fancy it’s queer—as we ar¢ on the theme— 

That we haven't been asked what ce think of the scheme, 
For, touching the tunnel, 
Whatever is done ’ll 

Be matter for ws to consider, we deem, 


We think we may say, for a decentish while 
Our custom has been to inhabit an isle, 
And it’s not in the scope of our memory’s range 
That we ever desired geographical change; 

So, haply this tunnel 

In being begun ‘ll 
Appear (as they never consulted us) strange. 


As we haven't considered, we cannot declare 
. ; 


‘> 











But, as competent men who have studied it much, 
Decidedly seem to regard it as such, 

And haply no fun ’ll 

Accrue from the tunnel— 
Just pause ere you give it the finishing-touch, 


And (if we are prying, accept our excuse) 
Who’s building this tunnel, and what is its use? 
Who gave them a warrant for making so free ? 
And who is to profit? And whose will it be? 
If somebody’s son ‘Il 
Throw light on the tunnel, 
We’ll look at the matter, and weigh it, and see. 


Chorus of a few FINANCIERS and SHAREHOLDERS (fo the B, P.) :— 


Now, do not give yourselves a scare, 

But wisely calm your agitation ; 
For we will manage this affair, 

And that’s sufficient information. 
We'll tell you (just to stop the fuss, 

And take your mind completely off it), 
This tunnel will belong to ws, 

And ze shall pocket all the profit. 


And if you zwi/7 demand a share, 
And won’t attend to our dissuasion, 
Why, you can have the risks to bear, 
Including, possibly, invasion ; 
For all considerations fade, 
And nought’s too good or great for staking 
Before the interests of trade— 
sefore the shrine of money-making, 


* 5 * * 
Mr. FuN will sive the answer of the British Public when he hears it— 
which he anxiously watts to do, 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


OvrR political world has been enjoying a great constitutional crisis, the 
question of the hour being, shall Barnum make away with our Jumbo— 
no, no—shall Lord Salisbury make away with the Irish Land Act? but 
it’s all the same, with a slight difference: Barnum (Lord Salisbury) 
wants to make Jumbo (Land Act aforesaid) perform at his bidding, 
instead of at the bidding of its keeper Scott (Mr. Gladstone); so Barnum 
constructs a huge box (Select Committee), into which he fancies Jumbo 
will walk; but Jumbo is not such a fool as he looks, and won’t be 
humbugged by Barnum. Then Scott makes an impassioned oration at 
the threatened loss of his elephant ; whereupon a liberal British public 
testifies its sympathy in a remarkable manner, and Jumbo is a greater 
favourite than ever. Here our little allegory must come to a full stop, 
like Jumbo when they first tried to walk him out of the Zoo. 

In defiance of Ministers, the Lords persisted in appointing a Select 
Committee on the Irish Land Act, and a Very Select Committee it is too 
—being composed of fifteen gentlemen whose unanimity is wonderful. 
The first meeting of this V. S.C. was held in private; we understand, 
however, that Lord Cairns, on being nominated as Chairman, said there 
was only one thing which would give him greater pleasure than sitting 
in the chair, and that was sitting 07 the Land Commissioners. At this 
remark his aristocratic colleagues all laid their forefingers to the sides of 
their noses, and wunked a unanimous wink, Refreshments were ordered 
in (the four Dukes declining to drink anything but champagne) ; and 
over the glasses some ingenious schemes were propounded for ‘*‘ block- 
ing” the Irish Land Courts. Then the company sang in unison ‘‘ We 
are a merry family, we are!” and separated ata late hour almost happier 
than even Lords should be. 

After re-consideration and soda-water, their lordships decided to 
relinquish their injudicious judicial schemes. 

The Government will not promise police protection to all the care- 
takers in charge of vacant Irish farms; argal, one would think those 
who don’t get it must be devil-me-care-takers indeed. The Govern- 
ment will not permit M, Davitt, convict, to take his seat as Member 
for Meath ; as to which the men of Meath may take their 4. /. £ Davitt 
instead, if they like. But whatever the Government does, it is sure to 
ottend the Irish Irreconcileables, amongst whom Mr. Biggar has been 
conspicuous for a gentlemanly style of language peculiar to himself. 
He lately referred to Mr. Herbert Gladstone as ‘‘ Young Hopeful :” 
that Member for Leeds might do worse than rejoin by referring to the 
Member for Cavan as ** Old Hopeless,”’ 

That political Jack-in-the-box, Mr. Bradlaugh, has popped up once 
again. Having been twice sent away from the House of Commons, 
the Northamptonites have for the third time returned him as their 

Member, a vivant, shortly on view,—‘*The Return of the 
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Disappointed Again. 
It is announced that Oscar Wilde was also disappointed with Niagara. 


UNIVERSE, you are a failure, 

You ’re one masterly mistake ; 
Firmamental glories, pale your 

Fires, and played-out old earth, quake. 
You may teem with hidden treasure, 

But we won’t be reconciled, 
Since you seem to take a pleasure 

In disappointing Wilde. 





In the lake, as in the ocean, 
Torrents’ rush, and waves that roll, 
Failing to impart emotion 
| To his fine fastidious soul ; 
You may just as well, Dame Nater, 
Shut up shop, to draw it mild, 
As let cataract and crater 
Go disappointing Wilde. 








Or, perhaps, you ’d best endeavour 


Make catastrophes more clever, 
And phenomena more fine. 

Dye Niagara rose-madder, 
Have the wide Atlantic biled ; aS 

Then he may feel somewhat gladder, |~ 
The disappointed Wilde. 





When they meet his pensive gaze, oh, 
Take a ’cute scene-painter’s hints, 
Add ten leagues to Chimborazo, 
To the rainbow ten new tints ; 
Let Mount Etna vomit lava 
With a monster saucepan tiled, : 
So he will but murmur, ‘* Brava !”’ Ls 
The disappointed Wilde. ; 


Then you might transpose each season, 
Make the roses oust the snows, 
Give the Tory party reason, 














And the Irish one repose ; 
But, perhaps, the multiplying 

Of the dollar-heap he’s piled 
Would be best for satisfying, 

Not disappointing, Wilde. 


aU 


AFTER THE FUNERAL. 





Farmer,—‘' AH, WELL, WE'VE BURIED A GOOD MAN WHEN WE BORIED 
POOR WvuZZRL! 
GROUND THOUF YER PUT SOME IN!” 


HOWSOMEVER, YER CARN'T GET NO GOOD OUT O’ THE 











| 
| 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE CHANNEL TUNNEL. 


I was, to tell you the simple truth, Sir, already tiring of this topic on 
which I have already written much, when I received your note desiring 
me to find out for FUN the real opinion of our highest military authorities 
on the question at issue, an intimation which had the immediate effect of 
sending me off to the War Office, where, fortunately for me, I found Sir 
Garnet Wolseley closeted with the Commander-in-Chief. 

The Duke’s reply to my message was curt but intelligible. ‘* Show 
him up,” said his Grace, perhaps mindful of the fact, Sir, of how often 
he had been shown up in the journal I represented, and a minute after 
I was in the ducal presence. 

1 knew my men, and so went straight to my point at once. ‘‘About 
that Channel Tunnel,” I began, ‘‘your Grace, I believe, has viewed 
the undertaking ” I was about to add, ‘‘ with strong disapproval,” 
when the Duke sharply interrupted me with a ‘‘ No, sir, you are mis- 
taken. I have ot viewed the undertaking, and I don't intend to, 
Watkin invited me to go down, but I refused.” 

‘Tust so,’ said I, ‘‘and if you have your way,” I added, ‘‘you hope 
it will never be completed.” 

‘*Don’t 1?” returned H.R.H. with a knowing look at Sir Garnet. 
‘*So far from that, I should only like the chance of finishing it myself. 
It shouldn’t take long, eh, Wolseley?” 

Our one General nodded. ‘‘ You find fault with it, too, Sir Garnet ?” 
I queried. 

** Not at all, sir,” he replied ; ‘‘all I wish is that the engineers may 
find their own ‘fault ’—find it a few miles from shore, I mean—in the 
chalk-bed they are boring,” and he and his chief both audibly chuckled, 

** Very good,” I returned, feeling that a recognition of these ingenious 
facetie was advisable. ‘‘ Very good indeed! But, your Grace,” I 
went on, determined not to let the military wags have it all their own 
way, ‘‘do you not think the Tunnel, even as it is, a source of danger?” 

** How so?” exclaimed the Duke. 

“‘ Why, according to my last telegram from Boulogne,” said I, “‘ the 


French are already busily engaged in ‘drilling’ in the Tunnel.” 








| | ‘ ‘ ? J 
i s z 4 j ior ; ae! 





‘*Ah, | remember, you represent a comic journal,” remarked Sir 
G. ‘* He means these Frenchmen are drilling with a drill, your Royal 
Highness,” he continued, seeing the Duke looked perplexed, 

**Oh, I see!” said his Grace, gruffly. 

‘“‘ We are rather busy just now,” said »ir Garnet Wolseley, meaningly, 
“with our new army reorganization scheme, so now you know our 
Opinion, sir, you would perhaps kindly retire.”’ 

**T will retire—on a pension willingly, Sir Garnet,” I returned, with 
ready repartee; ‘‘ but, failing this inducement, I should like to ask you 
whether the Tunnel could not be easily defended even if made—for in- 
stance, the line through it might be always worked on the ‘block’ system.” 

**Yes; but a ‘block-aid’ would be far more useful om the sea than 
under it, would it not?” murmured the conqueror of Coomassie. 

** Again,’ I said, ‘‘if Europe could invade us 274 the Tunnel, we 
could also invade Europe. How easy it would be to run our ‘ Guards’ 
Van’ through in any train without arousing suspicion !” 

**Well,” ejaculated the Duke, ‘* what then ?”’ 

‘Why, then, your Royal Highness,” I answered, ‘‘having got the 
Guards’ van over, I suppose the Guards’ main body would follow ina 
similar way?” 

‘** Halt!” cried Sir Garnet; ‘we have really no more time, sir, to 
bandy jokes with you.” 

** Two bandy jokes!” I exclaimed ; ‘‘you might as reasonably talk 
about a couple of knock-kneed puns!” 

**Oh, ficase go,” answered the chastiser and capturer of Sikukuni, 
** we are really very busy.” 

After that, Sir, rea of course, too patriotic to linger longer, so I 
went, merely staying in the hall to enter the ‘‘ notes” of our conversa 
tion on a piece of music paper to the tune of ‘‘ Cease rude Borey-ass ! ” 

You may gather from my interview that the Duke and Sir G. are both 
opposed to the Tunnel; the latter in a General, the former in a Field- 
Marshal way; whilst my prevalent feeling, I may add, is one of un- 
qualified regret that I forgot to mention to the two warriors my fear that 
the said Tunnel might prove a more troublesome *‘ bore”’ for England 
than all the ‘‘ Boers ’ developed by the Transvaal War. 
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: 4 us 3 efficacious hair remover, takes the roots right out, and can be warranted 
a - ote entirely free from acid, the acidity being confined to the lady’s temper. 
. Tue ‘O.K.” THING TO DO,—To write pro-Russian letters to the 
z Times. THE SWORDSMAN’s FINEST THRUST.—The ‘‘ pink” of perfection. 
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JUMBO AND HIS FRIENDS. 
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THE DEPARTURE.—GRIEF! GRIEF!! GRIEF!!! 








se Ae. pening met 


ate 


RR et ine ete ma eta te le ig 





£ 
; 





THE RETURN,—JOY! JOY!! JOY!!! 








Change of Name, 


By Imperial ukase, dated the 18th ult., General Skobeleff is to hence- 
forth assume and be known by the names of ‘‘ General European 
Squabbleff.” 


Borrow and Lent. 


Ir is announced that the library of the late Mr. George Borrow, 
about to be sold, will be found a most rich and varied one. We are 
not at all surprised to hear it, though if the gentleman in question is 
the one of the ‘‘ Borrow” family our book-collecting friends complain 
of with such unanimity, there will be a singular appositeness in the fact 
that his accumulated volumes are to be sold whilst ‘‘ Lent” is still with 





GAssIBOY says:—The most rapid depilatory known is the wife's 
hand when she catches you winking at that other gal. It is a most 
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Stomachs. Does not | 
cause the usual nausea or after-taste. CO D 
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THE Oil for delicate $4 PERFECTED " 
See of inions of the entire Medical 






Cadbury: 
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Starch. 
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SCENE— The exterior of a Parisian Cay, 


"Arry.—‘* COME ALONG, OLD FELLOW 3 LET’S HAVE A CUP OF COFFEE.” 


Bob,—** WE HAVEN’T TIME} WE’LL MISS THE TRAIN.” 
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A LITTLE LEARNING IS A DANGEROUS THING. 


Characters—~'’ARRY and Bor, 


’‘Arry.—‘*GO ALONG WITH you! THEY WON’r KEEP US A MOMENT, LOOK THERE” (fointing fo moticc), ‘“‘*CAPR FERME A 
MINUIT’—COFFEE READY IN A MINUTE. WHAT DID I TELL you?” 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
THAT BULLET! 


Mr. P. Rewser (eagerly scanning his paper). Anything new about 
the bullet? No! doesn’t even repeat the intelligence that the bullet 
has been found. (7hrows away his newspaper in deep disgust.) Verhaps 
your paper’s a little more good? 

' 


Mr. GENTLE REEDER. No—I—I’m confounded if it is! I never 


thought it much of a paper—it only had a column a day for a fortnight 
out the bullet. Very cramped, of course,—couldn’t treat the subject 


in ‘hat space—— 

Boru. Ha! therespap’boy! Herehim’boy—got a //ysterictzer “ Ah, 
good boy! Here we are! (Zhey fight for the copy of the Hystericizer, 
and eventually rend it in twain.) 

Mr. P. hk. Yes, here we are! ‘*THE BULLET has been for the 
last week under the most careful investigation by a committee of eminent 
analysts, who have at length definitively pronounced it to be composed 
of the metal ‘lead’” (Ha! now that is interesting—what a revela- 
tion !—lead! Just fancy, how heavy it must be!—lead, eh?) ‘‘ The 
committee then proceeded to a careful examination of the paint cover- 
ing the surface against which the bullet struck, and have arrived at the 
conclusion that its component parts are substantially similar to those of 
ordinary paint.” (There, just like ordinary paint! Isn’t that thrill- 
ing ?) 

Mr. G. R. Yes! And ‘the bullet is similar in shape to ordinary 
revolver bullets.’ (You wouldn’t have thought ‘iat, now!) And 

Mr. P. Rk. And during last week many members of the nobility called 

pon the bullet, and inquired as to its health—— 

Mr. G. R, And its health’s not altogether satisfactory, and it is at 

resent under the care of Sir William Gull and Sir-—— 


Rk. And Mr. Barnum has telecraphed to the Queen 
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Mr. ©. Rk. And Ponsonby has telegraphed the following reply :— 


‘‘Cannot part with bullet, but can supply Bradlaugh and Parnell 


at one shilling the pair ”-— 


Mr. P. R. And the preliminary examination of the bullet before 


the magistrates is proceeding—— 

Mr. G. R. Anda vote of censure has been passed upon the bullet-—— 

Mr. P. R. And the bullet is displaying signs of insanity—and the 
Hystericizer has bought the bullet 

Mr. G. R. And the bullet is to contest the scat for Northampton 
when left vacant by Mr. Bradlaugh 

Mx. P. R. And the bullet has committed suicide! Isn’t it absorbing? 
Let ’s read it all through again! 

Mr. G. RK. Let’s buy a dozen copies of the paper and read ’em all 
through ! 


(Now, Mr. Yun, it is needless to say, is loyal loa fault; none would 


be more grieved than he tf anything in the nature of harm should happen 
to Ler Majesty; but he resents, hates, de pisces, a hors, loathes, rvilifies, 
and doesn't like all this nonsense about the bullet. ) 


Honour where Honour is Due, 


Mrs. MARIAN SMITH, of Newcastle, widow of a bandmaster of the 


o4th Regiment, who has just been decorated with a medal and diploma 
of the Sovereign Order of St. John of Jerusalem, is a woman who de- 
serves all the honours she has received. While attending tothe wounded 
in the Transvaal War, after being struck bya ball she stuck to her post, 
tearing her dress into strips for bandages. We do not like fussy 


females as a rule, but this is the kind of meda/some women we do 


admire; and were all widows like her, there would be no occasion to 
be-ware of them. 
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JIERE are pretty much the usual 
characteristics of opera-bouffe in 
Manola, the new piece at the 
Strand. We have the same pecu- 
liar dukes and countesses, the same 
short-coated young ladies and epi- 
cene young gentlemen, the same 
weird puns and mysticsong-rhythm, 
the same half - incomprehensible 
Frenchman, the same _ bright 
dresses, acting more or less ani- 
mated, singing more or less good, 
and (there is not a doubt of it) we 
shall have the same three or four- 
hundred-night run. 








I’m inclined to place Manola a 
little above the average, though ; it 
is rather like O/:vet/e turned round 
as far as plot goes, but it has some 
very bright and pleasant music— 
the Bird duet will be flying all over 
; the place soon—and Messrs, [ill 

ind Ashley are two genuine hu- | 

mourists well worth seeing at any | 

| 

| 





time: the way Mr. Ifill gives his 
| Onion gy, why, what "Il leekqual it, you know? | 
| Miss L4o isa good singer and pleasant performer, albeit somewhat | 
| inclined to ‘‘ gush; nd Miss Verona is a merry Beatrix; but Mr. 
| esmont’s Miguel is unDesmontstrative indeed ; no one would fall into 
error of supposing him Miguel to any emergency whatever. 
I ought to have seen the revival of Messrs. Gordon and Pettitt’s 7A. 
but I was, 


- 


| Jromiued and, at the Vhilharmonic, on the 25th ult. ; 
nfortunately, otherwise engaged ; I was, in fact, 
\n ache-in-the-head young man, 
\ lying-in-bed young man, 
\ sore-throated, bilious, 
Gargle and pillious, 
‘ Wish-I-was-dead ” young man. 
hat Iam told the revival was a success, thanks not a little to Miss 
| Marie Linden’s indefatigable Lindens-try (industry? Oh, I say!) 


| 
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| There is 2 rumour in the air that Mr. John Coleman is going to open 
i the ©) ympic at | aster with 7Z’e S iadow on tie Cri A Coalman is 
the very person, if not to set the Thames on fire, at least to “keep the 





Ot a-boiling 

Next Monday morning is fixed for the Koyal (;eneral Theatrical und 
encht performance at Drury Lane, you know, All the great ‘ pros” | 
| will be there, including a great pro-gramme. 
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The great event has h pened, ys ie Jidiel has been produ ed 
f “A riny t} a v? rm] y, in the 





lm 





Mr. Baden Pritchard has dramatized his Dangerfield into three acts. 
If the piece is produced, from the author’s maittials it ought to he at leas: 
a favourite with the P. I’. 





hue § np.—A Maupn-t 


PeRFOKMANC! 





On Saturday the Imperial will reopen with a brand on—I mean :; 
Lucy Brandon, which is 2 dramatization, by Mr. Kobert Buchanan, of 
the late Lord Lytton’s *‘ Paul Clifford.” Let’s hope for a good report 
from this Bucannon, NESTOR. 








NEW LEAVES. 


Macmillan’s opens with Tennyson’s ‘‘ Charge of the Heavy Brigade,” | 


‘a rather heavy poem of debatable merit. At Mr. T.’s reputed rate of | 


remuneration this can be no light charge to Macmillan. It is followed 
by the continuation of ‘‘ Fortune’s Fool,” which is excellent fooling. | 
The Theatre (Dickens and Evans).—The present number of this praise- | 
worthy print, in addition to other matters of interest, contains two full- 
length figures of Mr. Henry Irving as ‘* Digby Grant,” admirably drawn 
by the talented F. Barnard. Zhe Century and S/, Nicholas.—There is 
much variety in the admirable art in these issues, contrasting favourably 
with those of last month, when refinement, especially in the darker sub- 
jects, was carried to a point of feebleness, dreaminess and indistinctness 
being much too apparent. Zhe Antiguarvy and 7he Aidbliographer are 
both full of interest, notably in the latter, article No. 3, on the ‘* Wood- 
cutters” of the Netherlands, shows how art—fully heads, and bodies 
too, were brought to the ‘*block.” The Sunday at Home, Leisure 
Hour, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl’s Own Paper are all worthy of earnest 
admiration, /¢ Follet and Zhe Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion are both 
admirable, 

‘Through Siberia,” by Henry Lansdell (Sampson Low and Co.).— 












































I'tN is scarcely the place for such serious works, but if there is no fun 
in the matter, there is, in all seriousness, much true devotion in the 
narrative and pursuit of this perilous and protracted journcy. 

‘* The New Political Economy.” Bythe Author of ‘* Relton Reggs” 
(John Ifeywood). This pamphlet is written in the interest of a revival 
of ** Protection,” from which we hope to be protected. 

“‘}Tints on Matrimony.” jy a Practical Man (Kerby and Endean). 
This is a quaint book with quaintly decorative designs; and if the 
. llints”’ are not very strong, they have the strong merit of being very 
ew. 

“Report of the City lay Census” (Iongmans, Green, and Co.).— 
I-numerates almost every one who is ‘something in the City ; ” all sorts 
and conditions of men; their trades, professions, and employments; anc 
‘“how many there are of them”’ daily in their (senses) census. 

‘‘Tfands all Round.”—A national song by Alfred Tennyson, music 
by Chas. Stanford (Boosey and Co.). Though it scarcely has the ring of 
“Rule Britannia” about it, this is spirited music to a spirited song. It 
is Sure to be a favourite with those ‘‘ national spirits” who are not, as 
well as with those who are, often ‘‘ Boosey” ‘* Hands all Round.” 





IN the case of Hays 7. Cullen, where the plaintiff had sent two 
theatre tickets that were not ordered, owing to his telephone being 
abused, Mr. Hays had to lose the two guineas claimed. We shoul’ 
think after this Ae will abuse the telephone, 


UR ny punster says that A’omeo an t Juliet has March’d on to the 
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THE LUCKLESS LORDS-IN-WAITING. 


‘* Now that there is talk of refurbishing Buckingham Palacc,I would | 


put in a plea for the poor Lords-in-Waiting. 


compelled to receive visitors in ones bed-room,” &c.— |} orld, 


LET paupers pipe their painful plaints, 
Let monks of myriad colours 
—— for help to myriad saints 
gainst their myriad dolours ; 
Let Irish patriots pour a groan 
Through chill Kilmainham’s grating ; 
Let Irish landlords beg a bone ; 
But poor, foor Lords-in- Waiting ! 


Ah! purblind public that we are, 
Which outward show engrosses : 
In lords we only see the star, 
We quite ignore the crosses ; 
And very seldom does Saint Giles 
Fall to commiserating 
With them who ’neath Saint James’s tiles 
Are cooped, the Lords-in- Waiting. 


The Chamberlains in chambers laid 
With ragged strips of drugget ; 
Gold-Sticks whose candlesticks aren’t made, 
At least, out of a nugget ; 
They swell the piteous wail that pours 
From swells who’re supplicating : 
Oh, do repair our roofs and doors, 
Don’t starve the Lords-in- Waiting ! 


The duchess ducks her ducal head 
To dodge the garret gables, 
The marquis sits upon the bed, 
The viscounts perch on tables ; 
Bestriding any towel-horse, 
On wardrobes oscillating, 
They go through a gymnastic course 
Who visit Lords-in-Waiting. 


They ’ll pine in time for want of air, 
These flowers of rank and fashion ; 

And, oh! what thunders, if they were 
To fail, this realm would crash on! 

5o don’t confine them to bare boards, 
Nor risk deteriorating 

Men who must be as bored as lords 
Who spend their time in waiting. 





A BROBDINGNAGIAN INsEcT.—The cleph-‘‘ant.” 








SIMPLY 1”Y OPINION, 
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VERY NEARLY BROKE(R). 
2; 
IN PHANIN BUILDINGS,” 


OSuliivan.— "Ves, suRE, Tippy, I WAVE Ao MIGHTY ‘ILLIGAN! 


CAHIN’ ON THE THIRD FLURE.”’ 
Pride. —“ DO YOU PAY RINT UNDER GRIFFITHS VALUATION; 
O'Sullivan.--“ NO, WY JANERS,--UNDER THE DROKER’s.” 
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It is my custom to refrain 
From any views which seen 


métiecrs COOMPaIN 
¥y¥ UViiLe 


I literally stand appalled 
At any thought of giving vent 
To anything that might be called 
A new or startling sentiment : 


Yet, braving subsequent remorse, 
I feel myself, at present, nerved 
By sheer exasperation’s force 
To break this rule I’ve long observ 
1 know I may have judged amiss ; 
I know that ridicule may hail ; 
But my opinion comes to /A1;— 


That Mr. Bradlaugh’s GETTING: STALL! 


At home or out—no matter which— 

Asleep, or taking bit or sup, 
I’m galled to suicidal pitch 

By Mr. Bradlaugh cropping up 
He may be greatly wanted by 

The lovely land of soles and heels— 
He may be very nice—but / 

Do not require him with my meals, 


In point of fact, if Mr. B. 

Should simply wither like the flower, 
And if the everlasting sea 

Should swamp his boot-producing bower, 
I should not care one dump; but lest 

A rightly-thinking world should blame, 
l beg to state / don't suggest 

hat other people feel the samt 


id-zt.—-“* SO, Mr. O'SULLIVAN, YOU ARE LODGIN iD THE SA\O} 
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A COMPLETE SUCCESS! 
the efficacy of oil inc Iming a rough sea, with successful results. The sea was running high, but as soon as the oil 
t the mouth of the harbour became quite smooth. 
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THE GREAT QUESTION OF THE DAY: 


CAN THEY GET HIM OUT: 
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THE GREAT QUESTION OF THE DAY. 
(See Cartvoii ) 


THERE are elephants and elephants, the fact’s beyond a doubt, 


But all are awkward customers, if only they begin ; 
For some, when they are in, refuse distinctly to go out, 
While others, that are out, persist in wanting to come In. 


To illustrate which statement let’s take models from the Zoo 


And the borough of Northampton ; call them Numbers One and Two. 


L4iw 


ber One, of course, is Jumbo (now of marvellous renown), 


Whose behaviour in the (;ardens Was as docile as could be 


Till they tried to get him out of them, and then he sat him down, 


lscing cannily reluctant to be shipped across the sea ; 
\nd the people who adored him gave a sympathizing laugh, 
Wh Ist Barnum’s men went arguing with six tons and a hall. 


ber Iwo is Mr. Bradlaugh, who was moderately tame 

itil it struck his mind that into Parliament he’d go, 

When he butted at the Commons’ door and got himself a name, 
And caused a deal of work to Northcote, Newdegate, and Co. ; 

lor, in spite of all the shackles that they placed about his feet, 

It was hard to stop his entering and settling on a seat. 


| 


In either case the feelings of the keeper were perplexed, 

liis duty and his pleasure being palpably at war ; 
In either case our Judges has the difficulty vexed, 

Who yave against the monster ;—but, as we remarked before, 
The:e are elephants and elephants, which, whether out or in, 
Can prove most awkward customers if only they begin. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO TIE Music or THE MOMENT. 
Pats ke 
AIR—“SJ°//) hit you in a minute.” 
BAKING: “hits” of varied force 
On everything that ’s done 


An occupation is, of course, 
Pertaining unto FuN. 





Ile notes their little ways, 
And when he feels he’s called upon 

Why, this is what he says :— 

“T’ll ‘hit’ you in a minute, and 
then where will you be? 

[’ll ‘hit’ you in a minute, if you 
keep displeasing me, — 

\Vith notions crude you’re often 
rude as ever you can be,— 

I'll ‘hit’ you in a minute, and 
you 'll see what you shall see.” 


They ’ve been exhibiting in town 
Some things concerning fish ; 
That they would bring the prices 

down 
Is what we fondly wish. 
Could we catch those monopolists 
Without exciting fuss, 
\We’d beat them pulpy with our fists, 
And then address them thus : 
**T ‘ll hit you in a minute if you do not set us free, 
I’]l hit you in a minute where it ’s sure to disagree, 
[ fail to twig why you should rig the market of the sea, 
[’ll hit you in a minute in your great—monopo/ee,’ 


The Polytechnic Institute 
IIas vanished from the scene ; 
A hairbrained youth has tried to shoot 
Her Majesty the (ueen ; 
Lalloon, to cross the Channel, takes 
And has some precious larks, 
While Jumbo’s getting tired, and make- 
| The following remarks :- 
‘*T’ll hit you in a minute if you do not let me be, 
I'll hit you in a minute if you keep on teasing me, 
I’ll do it hot for Scott and lot, you all shall quickly sce, 
I'll hit you in a minute and smash you into three.” 


Tram-cars, we see, are running now 
Withont the aid of horse 
(And if you wish to know the ‘‘ how, © 
It’s done by ‘‘ storing force ”) ; 
The Yankees do not seem to care 
For Oscar very much ; 
But Oscar doesn’t quite despair 
Of giving them a touch. 
‘*T’ll hit them in a minute,” he remarks, with flaccid knee, 
‘‘I’ll hit them in a minute in the great all-but to he, 
The utter—oooh ! and quite too-too ! a fainting, pale lilee ' 
I’ll hit them in a minute with—ah ! willow! miserie !’ 


Detectives such as ours are few, 
They rank as Nature’s gems, 
And soon (of course) they ‘Il find who threw 
{hose bodies in the Thames ; 
Nor have we any right to doubt 
L;ut what they ‘ll soon detec! 
The criminals they ’re seeking out 
In far away Dunec?. 
They ’ll hit it in a minute if you'll only let them be, 
They ’ll hit it in a minute as you'll very shortly see, | 
'Twixt me and you, THFY HAVE A CLUF! which fills their 
souls with glee ; 
They ’Il hit it in a minute—or half a centuree / 





A ‘Fog-horn” Conclusion. 


A SPECIAL paper, treating on the prevalence of high winds in the 
neighbourhood of Cape Horn, is to be read before the Meteorological 
Society. But surely the matter is simple enough. The Horn being 

] | | 


ar r 


there, what more natural than that the musical /l-olus, a LOTeas, 





IIe sees the people's ‘* goings-on, ” 


PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 

THAT Very Select Committee has been holding sittings in private, 
ostensibly with the purpose of inquiring into the Land Act. Shall we| 
divulge the high jinks they played? Never; at least, not this time. | 
Perhaps they may be excused on the score of disappointment, for they | 
sorely wanted the Chief Secretary for Ireland (who happened to be. 
making capital speeches among the Pats and praties) to return and give 
evidence : hut, to adopt a fashionable style ot > coll ‘ 


Said the Lords unto Forster, 
**Come, whatever it corst yer ;" 
Said Forster to them, 

**T will see you—ahem !"’ 


Meanwhile the debate about the offending Committee dawdled on in the 
l.ower House, and many asked, “ Cui domo?” and got no answer. 
Doubtless if they had gone further, and asked, ‘‘Cut done-o contentionis ?’ 
the Premier would have been down on them like a thousand of bricks ; 
he hates frivolity, but he likes a m jority, and he got a thumper—C5S, 

The Ifome Secretary has decided that the expense of the special 
police protection given Mr. Gladstone at Hawarden must be borne by | 
the local authorities; the latter are now considering how much they can | 
altord to ofler Mr, Gladstone to keep away from their neighbourhood, 

Messrs. Ilealy and A. O’Connor are anxious to see the terms of the 
Warrants issued against them under the Coercion Act; the holders of 
the warrants are equally anxious to see //em: surely the parties might 
accommodate each other ! 

laron II. de Worms succeeded eventually in bringing forward his futile 
Resolution urging a Ministerial reproof to Russia for the persecution 
o! the Jews, and, oddly enough, Serjeant Simon opposed it. He (the | 
Serjeant) had always taken the lead in asserting the rights of his co- 
religionists when needed, and he was therefore scandalized to find his 
functions thus usurped. This was a delicate way of saying that the 
liaron’s offence savoured of Simony. 

Oh, ye faithful Commons, what fairy bewitched ye upon March the 
6th? lor ye actually agreed to an Address to the Wueen withou/ a 
single dissentient vowe!!!'!!!!' (We should like to go on with these 
notes of exclamation, but space forbids.) However, it was to congra 
tulate Her Majesty on her happy escape from assassination, whilst 
Roderick Maclean may still plume himself on having achieved a great 
feat—that of making the Lords and Commons entirely unanimous, 

On the same day Sir Statiord moved a Resolution to prevent Mr. 
Bradlaugh from going through the form of taking the oath. He did 
this out of no ill-will to Northampton, but because he objected to a 
certain step being taken which would enable Mr. B. to take his seat. 
Yet why should not Mr. B. take astep and sit upon it, so long as it was 
a step of the staircase? Anyhow, Mr. Majoribanks moved a very 
cunning amendment which was only beaten by fifteen votes, and Mr. B. 
nearly got out of the cold. It’s a ticklish game, that game of Iifteen. 

Lord RKedesdale has introduced a Bill to exclude all Atheists from 
Parliament. Gracious goodness! And the Peers have passed the 
Postcards (Keply) Bill. Goodness gracious ! 
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On account of the national interest manifested in ‘‘ Jumbo,” we pre- 

me the ‘British Lion” is for the time forgotten, and we therefore 
he ; as the most appropriate coat-of-arms for England, 
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oe see mec eee 
A REVELATION IN ADVERTISING. A day or two after :— | 
ATOR) “Tie ENsLAVED OFFICE Boy,—In consequence of the rush of| 
Ginrileioca achilles visitors, it has been found necessary to remove the Oftice Boy from the | 
KUN fice to the Agricultural Hall, the pri f admission, however, 
remaining the same. During yesterday ten thousand visitors passed the | 
' 3. { \ t! CO} ies of the little le k, ‘The Ottic 
Boy's Pre its,’ were sold during the day. Several unsuccessful 
“~mpts were made to induce the B y to enter the box in which he is t 
confined during his voyage across the Atlantic.” 
/ the ** Daily Gusher ~** In reply to our telegram to the G, B. 
\., inquiring whether there was any hope of that gentleman’s con 
g to relinquish the Ottice Boy, we have received the following 
I ? ristic reply: ‘The reat B. of A. to the VD. G.—There is: 
in citizen out here sittin on a barrl expecting arrival of Ottic 
Cant disa int Khim. . Bb. must come. Love to Mast 
STER TOMMY, yr = uy G ; 
J ( / r vh aaa A »W hey ve to k \ 
yy it will brake; my heart I will send. One hal; 
Stamps to wrandsumb him yours, Truly tommy.” 
fur tence fr the *®* ff; cer,” wy t—** The (uee 
Thel ,atM lalay, to ask whether nothir 
Her M y i 
ft Ly | re l n 
\\ r€ L r fr I I nby 
\ yeste! \ L ines 
I t rutn and W f Lio! 
. i 
EPILOGUE. 
I Ir, FUN f Fleet Street ¢ lebrity) | bout to | 
| at the West-end. This is the same Mr, 
hired the Agricultural [fall for the purpose of ex- 
| Otnce Boy, whom r readers will remember as having 
i ‘ I F 
that the sale of English newspapei ring the last f 
; nything of the kind ever known ‘ 
\ lon , britain, has received from America a present c! 
1k I ew sixpence.”’ ee 
I | ! America after all! It appears tl 
I A mall f , and prop I 
| t whispered, t to int ty: a ti /) the ** \ {fy /aluter” :-—* The American citizen who sat | 
hear followi ragments fr G. B, rrel ] 1 attr 1 in such crowds to see ‘The Great | 
» A iss tC tha A ri I Harrowing Dunkum,’ wl bought the ¢ ce boy, at hity dols. a head, that the | 
Nation J—Is it r | (i. I. has concluded to relapse into privacy in company with a miassive | 
{ ” | 
aii | 





























. by ‘ ‘ ‘ ’ 7 ’ . ’ , ' y . ‘ ' ; > 7 va - 
Phe window w sly , a rk and n I When Greek Meats Greek. 
‘ : wi NDER the heading ‘* The Cause of (.reece,” a grand banquet is 
' : t to have taken place at Willis’s Rooms on March 4th, under 


resi the Earl of Rosebery. Although a banquet must 
e, this dinner was merely a meating 





: . . . . ‘ y + 7 é +} . f } } ‘ . 4 + 
cre} \ C I rm } ne work OIF the (:.reek Committee in con- 
La 7] ' , e ane } hai id ‘all 
i ity riln. Or course the cnalrman had all 
i - P R 
, I hifying wa ncerned, and the sentiments, 
hall 1] 
y \ Cc iy < itn il tp t » ‘ 
} 
| ry t CyI I 1 envy of neigh 
) I i grea that I 


| : SESE EOD, i oe , ihe Quality of Mercy not Strained.” 

y, breathing, Christian | ye? - ful attempt | n made by the Rev. R. Whiston, 
ning slay ' | \., ham, in a mitigation of the sentence of fifteen year~' 
' hieet Street, al within the koe Bethe x +1 nce of burglary, It scems the young man’s relatives are highly re- 

; <. ectalie, and his mother has just died of a broken heart. Fifteen 


SCarce-tmavine Horrors of [ 
Ll ; — ree: A ; : eee, ae ; os te ly 
} rt ' ' ' ES 10% iene seel exceptionally severe. It is too literally 
; ’ ‘ ‘ i’ I > 
4 
| ' { I } — - 
| , Pe-cue-liar. 
" ! r * 
has \ hned for allowi etting in his tavern 
. : I Which Is Contrary to th canons < f the law 
’ 7 ; “ la 
I iy W nt { oe CA ~’ on @ OF SF Cis 
, r rm} P . ’ 
i I i that he frequently re-marked “*. 
. t n [ I ettil ra ‘ we 
. S 


man Frederick Weal for a first | 
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That Ward in Vaasoury, 
(eis tat ure !l"~—Eaxclamation by Fumio, 
evideiutly wandering on a Suture state.) 


I’st dense as any one can be 
On points of law, I must confess, 
Jut anyhow, it seems to me 
That Jumbo’s in a sort of mess : 
Some Fellows say he’s on the brink 
Of going mad, and should be chained, 
While other Fellows seem to think 
Those Fellows ought to be ‘‘ restrained.” 


7 fancied his material weight 
Was only equalled by his sense, 
And yet the papers seem to state 
That he’ll appear as heavy-dense : 
At any rate, he plants his toes 
For all the world as firm as rocks 
When Bartlett, as defendant, goes 
And tries to ‘‘ put him in the box. 


) 


It’s pretty clear, the reason why 
He fears to meddle with the case— 
Ife knows that counsel always try 
To bring a witness to disgrace ; 
And, once they get him ‘‘in the box 
He’s quite acute enough to guess, 
They ’ll soon convey him to the docks— 
(/7e doesn’t care about the ‘‘s.’’) 


No Fellow—(as his acts disclose) — 

Shall bring him to his knees with ease, 
Or put him in the place of those 

Who have committed fellowknees ; 

Ile says ie ll show them if he can’t 
Contrive to make them bite the dust— 
Ile ’ll show them all the power of ‘‘shan’t,”’ 

And possibly the might of ‘‘ must.” 


Shakespeare Again, 


WHAT grounds are there for believing that Hamlet’s father 
was a bruiser ? his would appear to be a reasonable 1: 


terpretation of the line which relates how ‘‘he smote the 


sle | led Polac k on the eyes.’ 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE. a thousand and one scientific articles, which it would be tedious to detail. 
ELECTRICITY, Sir, has always had a charm for me, and but for the silly The most popular exhibits, though, are the eclectic Chandeliers hung 
prejudices of a fearful landlord, a gas-engine would be work ened eto = the Alhambra and the Furniture Courts, ‘*Oh! cried a lady, as | 
iateenad in my coal-cellar at this very moment But though he can pre- aap ‘d meh “dg os eee the latter graceful and brilliant object with 
ent me generating electricity in the basement, I do not see how he ¢ “ae rete me ore : oa 3 hie t duck of a chandelier , | 
forbid me laying it on every week ready-made in Faure’s Accumulators, me. ell, n ss pdegitonate T answered, taking 7 hat and directing her 
| IT intend to see the manager —o it at once, and find out the daily = = og Fr Pn = #. mt c urried, ‘As a matter of fact, this 
‘ost of a regular supply sufficient to light my semi-detached suburl ° apseyae eg sparg eeeaP eaeer for the simple reason that it isa Swan!” J 
home, work Mrs, I.-5.’s pak le oo pump the cistern, t oe teen mi ne tady y thought me a goose for my pain 2 
Knife-cleaning apparatus, and wheel me about the garden, when a Hei ; he “he ive caused an addition of six clerks 
nd over-burdened by work, in a Bath chair. Bee >a ices acon . 7 he began to invent, has a 
Me anwhile, Sir, I have had my interest in electrical ‘e inten- | Pie? vie oe He also lights up the concert-hall 
by a visit to the Exhibition now open at the Crystal - apectsnges Her, 1 : ive in its plain simplicity, 
iOst parkling succe ss, I may mention, th ugh calculated toc t y It is y f he agent to me, very plain, in fact 
‘shock”’ the gas directors who may pay it a visit. I met one of U ( | er 
itter gentlemen as I was on my way to Victoria, ‘Well, } I I I Ly most character 
claimed, cheerily, ‘*coming down to the Palace, eh ; I TO t to see 
‘No, Extra, Iam not,’ he — ed, gruilly, T petainacPaginnii pont os 
‘You ’ve been already, I suppose ?’’ I asked. — meget Sele I arg os vs “ sane tba vapid with a gesture 
** That I h: vent, he returne: re “ee have n 9 See him promptly, and began to investi- 
not intend to go down!” b ae ety . 
‘‘Ah,” I said, in my mildly unconscious manner, ‘‘ jou don't inte at ae Heal ae ied : . - / ene SAG, In Saswer tO my 
to 5 » down, but your shares do, eh? Ta-ta! Ta-ta!” And I lef: him i +8 eo ined that I was looking at the ‘* Ham- 
all but foamir ng with anger. “ he ae ee — ee thas 
The Exhibition is certainly most complete. Everything connecte And oe a ee [ asked, ‘so as to be available 
with the production of the electric light is shown; engines | . the mos he SANT IES The Py ee ae - 
~ engineous " descriptions ; motors of all kind is, including pro-motors a ee 7 walt Acta er Ne oe ap ane redivi led ad lth, 
from the City ; batteries more numerous than the whole of our artillery cect oe ee ners : ria igs st ig ild be much more 
n muster; magnets of all shapes and ‘‘ magnet-udes ’; positive Pole ry a zig a Y ni ee a tect tear = . wag . seit Pe ‘Hammond Beef 
catalogue does not allude, by the way, to the assertive | renchmen wt One 7. egestas a irae ; every Coceney’s soul. . : 
i peremptory Americans who were also present, but I think they should ? 2 enoggtind, selene r go home, mister? was the rude 
mentioned) ; incandescent arcs, which, I may explain, is ‘‘ Elect ry ' aoe 
>” for tiny red-hot horseshoes; Lrush lamps; lam russes ; sng ide ay ine On my Seeeant, * my 
tric pens; shocking quills—I ao kn this from actual é i to na buced you to give us ar 
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CHUTLTIinG CauAr ?. 
‘$CcOME ALONG, MISS, ME ALONG: DON'T FORGET OL! |JEMMyY, THAT YOU USED TO 


, 
ALONGSIDE Of. TIE USED TO TAKE YOU TO SCHOOL.” 
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CURT COMMENTS. Price One Shilline Py post-free, Is. 2d, 
“Tux Jumbo topie continues to be literally and figuratively the biggest | DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 


7 seein caste raph valhag aisles sede By the Author of ‘*My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE,” 





‘Dick |] entirely free trom vulgarity, or from aught that can be said to be 


vy tf ley to! t nst | nr i 4 capital sketch of ich travelling as it was some five-and 


I 56 
4ié 


! a _ “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. | 


PICTORIAL WORLD 


o r tisher lad i report to hav ‘bee! frowned! from a Mull Enlarged to 24 pages, with a 
| October, at certainly ** snacks” of foul play. : * DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED SUPPLEMENT 
| ce ste Rain’ on N y, the Oth inst., | ! bert BEVERY WEEE! 


wa be nt t t\ \ yeal pena SCTV) | r skO aii lly an u { I , \’ , , j y, ro ? 
| eee ka: ndeediétasl« Bok ont A decuted Novelty in Mlustrated Fournalism, 


The whole in an Attractive Cover, Price SIXPENCE. 
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Cottager (thinking a moment),—‘* WELL, Ma’AM, AS WELL AS I CAN REMEMBER IT WAS A RED-BRICK SCHOOL ! 


A BRicC kK. 
'y Listtor.—** HAD YOU A BOARD SCHOOL IN THE PARISH YOU CAMF FROM?’ 
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| Nev. Lawrence to marry him to Julia forberich, 


}and the heroine JuNa Capel, daughter of the Blue ditt 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL’S MODERN ROMEO AND JULIET. 


I WIsH to give notice, Sir, through the agency of your paper if you 
will permit me, that I have just pee geo a sensational melodrama of 
modern life founded on the old and played-out story of Aomeo and 
Juliet. Y have laid the scene at Vetchborough during a contested 
election; my hero being Ronald Montem, son of the Buff candidate, 

1, tte 

After a splendid street fight in Scene I. between the riv ond mobs of 
non-voters, who not only bite their own thumbs but one anot her's noses 
there isa grand ‘set’ of the Race Ball, at which both * Bu fis and 
Blues” meet, and Ronald, after being thrown over by Rosa Lyon, the 


? 


county dele, who gives his va/se to the Lord-Lieutenant’s son, falls 





lesperately in love with Julia at first sight, and though considerably 
chatied by his old cron Mark Y. Keogh (an American), and be 
Vullaimy, resolves to marry her at all hazards 
By bribing a trusted old Housekeeper at Capel Hal), Ronald, wh 
) vies 


passion is returned, contrives to see Julia, and after an eftective love- 
scene, arranges to meet her at the Rev. Lawrence Friar’s, where she 
goes every week to a Dorcas mecting. 

Meanwhile Ronald, after an effective comedy scene with the Arch- 


| bishop (my own invention entirely), procures a special licence, an 


, tries to induce the 
But the ve 
refu uses, and threatens to tell Sir Capel Cap el, when Ronald, catching 
sight of a mole on the reverend pent tleman’s pe wrist (all this in, genious 
passage is my very own, Sir), identifies him with Bill Fryer, a CO lleg 


hi irrying to keep his appointment at the vicarag 


| Companion, who had forged his uncle’s slena ure on a bill, an d o!} lige 3 
| Him, under threat of exposure, to complete the ceremony in the ad 


ining church immediately. 
Leaving his new bride, Konald is walking back to hi 


he . Mee } 1} a 7. eS ee pt 
ec is met Ly a mob oO! biues headed Dy Theobald (called Tib 4 by 
, +> o ) Fal f Toth, he ry mm < 2 f } c +? he mind 
afl ars), jul 5 ¥ilin whom, in Spite of his elttorts, he IGS 
elf in personal ntict, till a stone thrown by an unseen hand 
[ wi & ad t ~ yy — al ] t ~~ tl = 


' 


intent to do grievous bodily harm. The next act, Sir, finds Ronald 
who has been let out on bail, _ g farewell to Julia before flying to 
Boulogne, where he mean ait till the election fever is over, sut 
scarcely has he gone when news is brought that Theobald’s reason 
has given way, and that he has been removed to a private lunatic 
asylum ; whilst Julia’s parents press on her the hand of the County 
Coroner, a young man of good family and expectations, and her father, 
an imperious old man, at last fixes the day for the wedding. 

In despair Julia goes to the Rev. Lawrence Friar, and, acting on his 

idvice, Rig madness, is pest Be by two mad doctors personated 


by RKonald’s friends, Mark (). Keogh and Ben Vullaimy, and consigned, 
on their certificate, to the private asylum to which her cousin has been 
taker The s in which she conjures up what may befall her in 
this maniacal a c, 1s most powerfully written, Sir, 1 may tell you, 


ind afiords a great chance to an actre 

Nleanwhile he Vicar has wired for Ronald, who hastens back, only 
to tind his Julia, having really gone violently mad inthe private asylum, 
has been moved to the county asylum, which he proceeds to enter dis- 
guised as a keeper 

Now, I have two endings ready, Sir,—one trayic, in which Ronald 
also goes mad and kills Julia and himself with the same carving-fork, 
and another of a more agreeable description, in which Julia recovers 
her reason on seeing Konald, and clopes with him in a balloon, brought 
on the scene thanks to the exertions of the Kev. Friar and Mark (). 
Keogh, thus bringing down the curtain on a most original and sensa- 
tional situation. Managers will be thus able to pay their money and 
take their choice of endings, or, better still, play each in turn. 

I have only given you the barest outline of ny new version of Homeo 
and Juliet, of course. There are many capital for the House- 
keeper, the County Coroner, Mark (J. Keogh, and the other cha- 
racters, and Juliet appears in no less than seven different dresses ! 
The y must Le carefully read, though, to be thoroughly appre 
I forgot to say that I call my new piece ‘ The Lovers 

: ion 


OT, An Old 
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; ” 
}iLN I have seen 
Romeo and Juilriet at 


the Lyceum about 
dozen times I ex- 
ct to have grasped 
nd gauged the full 
Leauty of therevival; 
nce isn’t enough t 
) it in—nor twice. 
It is mild to say that | 
the beautiful and 


] 


etical tory wa 


r 
‘ 


1 
‘ 


eVe;r QM wpe bULb 
poetically pre- . 


ented; the acme 
seems to have been 


nal 
1G 
, 


cannot believe in 
1e possibility of im- 
proving upon the 
wonderfuland truth- 
1] beauty—of the 
enery in parti: 





ith what I’m Ing 

y of Mr. Ir 

4 ving’s Komeo—Lut 

m going to say it, 

Devos ar¢ N and get over th 

trembles as best I 

can. Here it iss The actor seems to have thoroughly studied the 
part, looke t it in every light, sidered collateral circumstances 1 


ir bearing upon it, | ‘it ging a thoughtful and even a scholarly mind 
the task, and t to all appearance grasping every point and turn of 
the character: /u/ he seen » dreadfully afraid that those points should 
@ Tisse y the that he insists on them to an extent which is 


I than tract the : t recluse-like Juliet. In the cell scene 
wrigyvies, and groans, and clutches are painful, and rather lowering 
to the character, This is also the tirst time it has been suggested that 


hon he liver, which it is obvious that he does from his 
constintly tearing at it—and how he must wear his clothes out, to be ite 


(Clearly there are many { Mr. Irving's performance that cannot 
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FUN, 














° on a 
sion is remarkable and mos 


| withthe Nurse (splendidly | 


reached, and one = 


natural and starved—his make-u 
Howe is a first-rate Capu 
) > 


. ’ J ‘ , , ’ 
ll Myr, Fernandez is a fatherly 


Kriar Laurence. Mr. Howard (as 


good emphi 


ee sO promising a young actor as | 





monic is a favourable s 

very dramatic, and cleverly put to- 
her; the dialogue does not rise 
lirect to the purpose, and th 


effectively employed ; in the terrace scene 
ryed by Mrs. Stirling)—it is one of the 
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through, and gives the famous 
\1 . se mM, 
n Mab speech” capitally. 
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gave the Prologue with 


horus ’’) 
sis, and I am glad to} 


C, (aicnny in such good com: 
ny. The bridal air sung outsid 
B34 Se : gs Pe 

cCnamver on the wedding 
rning is very pretty indeed—but 


ought to go and see komeos|! 


~ Ss 


cloak, its worth all the money. 


Of the highly-spiced sensational 


} 7 
Oly Pa, 


wh Deeds at the Philhar- 
pecimen, 
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every act, and what c 
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Occasionally, however, the local animal, cither from evil cducation or nat 








DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


PTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE Moy 


ADA 1ENT. 





man you are!” 


ca youny 


MATILDA, your conduct I don’t understanc, 
But it reeks with malicious intent— 
ITer Majesty’s gone from her dear native i 
And you never shook hands when sh¢ ent! ; 
Once more the ‘‘ Fourth Party”’ its standard untur 
And that party by you is unchid: 
The King of Ashantee did so/ kill 
And, Matilda, a said that he did! 
Oh'!—dear !—alack-a-day, oh! 
: want of principle gives me | 
-—Jumbo to go— 
Oh, what a wicked Matilda Jane! 


civing the Cantabs advice, 
Till things at performers are aimed 

By sweet Undergrads, whose bchaviour—so nice! 
Would make even ’Arry ashamed, 

I see that the Yankees have stopped, through its | 
Some books to charge duty, for pelf— 

They ’re greatly to blame, but I blame you the most, 
And I hope you are proud of yourself! 

Oh h!—dear !—this is too bad, 

g your tenets across the main ; 
\ ou 'd—tax—all things, and ied 

Oh, what a wicked Matilda Jane! 


those girl 


SD 


Aida 


1 Ou d—/; 


I see you ‘ve been 


Ot all our perfections, our modesty ‘3 chi 
allegiance we pin), 


' think we knew how t 


RIDE THE CAITLE ( IHF COUNTRY. 
ral depravity, proves a rui-a-, vtl 
ili) DITas, be | g ectlli } Vy} , | i > 
We don’t understand it a bit! 


Oh !—dear !—alack -acday, o} 


We of our dra y wert her vai 
To (’ — cit e1VIN, s so! 
Oh, what cked Matilda | 


Your artful behaviour ’s astounding, it Is, 
With that Tunnel you're 
Arranging ‘‘inspections ’—well—tem 
And luncheon is not a bad ‘‘ fake; 


. ‘ ‘ , . 
ANnAvIOUS LO ak 


That such-like manwuvres can never succeed 
I hope is sufficiently plain, 
Your conduct is very degrading inde 
And you never invited mv, Jane. 
Oh !—dear !—see where we are! 


See what a person will do for gain! 
vout~tuevee—"¥ md like at par 
Oh, what a wicked Matilda 


lane! 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EF) 





1TOR OF “STUN, 


Sir, —It’s no good—I won't write unless I'm inclined —so 
I haven't written for ever so Jong because (if you must kr 
inclined. I wasflush. I’m no longer flu 


Tir ror THE Liverroo, FIURDLE THIANTIN * 


ap of thought upon my brow 
not at all a dandy cap) 
I mean to spot the winner now 
Of Thur lay’ Hurd Iflands jie 
The Mistress of the Robes should b 
The mistress of the field, of cour 
But Mountain A h, it secms to me, 
\ greater pow'r might 


io back Khidorroch may be wi 
(There ’s not a di t tha I 
On Theophrastus keep your eyes 


And don't neglect the 


In these few lines it’s very cl 
That I exhaust the best of them, 

And if the winner isn't here, 
You'll tind it in the rest of them 


I'm not very sure of this tip, I havent time to give proper 
it—so busy thinking out the oat Ka 
elaborate letter on “the subject. That 
some lovely drawings for it. I am yours, &c., 
P.S.—Keep your eye on Cambridge. 
P.S, 2.—Also on Hanlan. 








THE papers have lately been recording -everal In 
| taking | at ‘*in the nei 
lyin Irelany 


eye ry! 


that ever in the nei 
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at any satin ly has been in a state of simmer ! 
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sh, so Tam inclined, ar 


don t we 
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vi here’ 


| irregularities 
ghbourhood of Boyle.” It seems to occur tu us 
11 ighbourhood of Boyle just at presen 
ra long 


time 


al 
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‘e; next week I shall give you an 
young man you lent me 1s doing 
TROPHONIUS. 
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There is no doubt tha 
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NOT SO DISTRACTING. 


tall those accessories distract the mind rom the action ef Shakespeare's plays. 
on the stage 


ba 4 


We have made a visit in the spirit to the good old times, sir, 
en they hadn't all these absurd gewgaws Nothing then te distract your mind from the full realization of- 
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THE PAUL PRY OF POLITICS. 


(See Cartoon.) 


OurR ancient friend Paul Pry, 
Inquisitive of mood, 
Who fingers ev’ry pie 
And hopes he don’t intrude ; 
How often has he found 
For merriment the food, 
By manners which astound 
Both malapert and prude! 


But now his little game 
Is voted rather crude, 
And some contend the same 
Should never be renew; 
His style seems out of date, 
They’d have it more subdued ; 
And when he tries to prate 
He’s look’d upon as rude. 


Oh, why, our ancient friend, 
Uprouse this hostile brood, 
When to the bitter end 
Your life may be pursued? 
Amend your meddling ways, 
With caution be imbued; 
And then, to win you praise, 
Let’s hope you won't intrude! 
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A WILD LEGEND, 
FUN’s PROBLEM. 


Fun. I prAY you hear this minstrel’s rhyme— 
- He hath a tale for your content, 
Whereof, against his verse be spent, 
I'll pray you guess the place and time, 
And what his name in truth may be 
That doth recite this historie, 





The MINSTREL Sings :— 


What time the earth did yearly run 
Hys speeding course around the sun, 
Within a land which ye may know 
Where trees with roots in earth did grow, 
A goodly family did dwell, 
Of honour high ye may engage 
And titles too; for wot ye well 
They came of lordly lineage ; 
And, in funereal equipage 
Befitting, lay the lords, I ween, 
Had ruled in that domain yestreen. 


And on a day came those for sake 

Of villainie that tomb did break, 

And from its place of restinge there 

The bodie of an earle did beare,. . . , 


Chorus of NINETEENTH CENTOURIANS :— 


We know this sort of thing of old— 

A fellow hardly need be told 

The subject treated in these rhymes 
Belongs to medieval times. 

What dreadful tricks they used to play— 
Those people of a bygone day ! 


The MINSTREL proceeds :— 


Then sewde fierce houndes upon the tracke, 
Yet any sight of thiefe did lacke ; 

And at this hour, as might beseeme, 

Came one had dreamed a woudrous dreame, 
Wherein the semblaunce he was taught 

Of them this malefice had wrought, 

And eke was shewed in what sort 

And manner they had done the tort, 


Chorus of N. C. :— 


You might provide us something less 
Absurdly plain than this to guess ! 
One tracks the legend out of hand 
To some benighted Eastern land. 
Such superstitions couldn’t chime 
With British ways at amy time. 

In ancient times, you can’t conceive 
What Orientals would believe! 


Zhe MINSTREL. proceeds :— 


And wit ye how afar did dwell 

Twice twain that dailie did compel 

Full fearsome sprites and goblins eke 
Of them had long ylain at rest, 

Which buxomlie would tap and speake, 
Nor yet might balke their puissante hest. 


These foure untoe the tomb did hie, 

For in a trance they well had seene 

The malefice that soe had beene, 
And who had wrought that theeverye ; 

These would they knowe, as they did ween, 
If them in life they should espye. 


And well the liege of that domaine 
Did credence lend their lore untoe, 
And eke did swear how they should doe 
Whatsoe they listed in that traine ; 
For certes set he mightie store 
By ghostly geare and goblyn-lore. 


Chorus of N. C. :— 


Enough! We needn't hear it out— 
A very pretty tale, no doubt ; 

It would have been considered so 
Some dozen centuries ago, 


Fon brings in and presents a masked figure in quaint raiment, 















































For ws to thoroughly enjoy 

| It ’s too fantastic, Fun, my boy. 
In very early times, egad, 

What superstitions people had ! 


Eh? ‘* $ust attempt to ouess this same 
Obliging minstrel’s worthy name ?” 
Why, certainly! We have it pat : 
It’s ** Fancy.”—Not a doubt of that ! 





FUN, I’m truly pained, I must confess, 
At having to correct your guess— 
Your preconceptions I must spoil : 
The tale takes place on British soil ; 
The year with which it has to do 
Is simply 1882, 
Its incidents they sow enact— 
This minstrel’s worthy name is FACT !!! 





| 
NEW LBAVSES. | 
‘* Kate Coventry,” by G. J. Whyte-Melville (Longmans, Green, and | 
Co.).—This admirable story is reproduced in the cheap popular form of | 
the ‘Sunbeam Series,” called into existence by the success of Lady | 
Brassey’s ‘* Voyage in the Sunbeam,”’ Messrs. Longman’s venture has | 
been followed by several other publishers with editions of popular works | 

in the same form and fashion, of which we have from Routledge and 
Sons, ‘* Robinson Crusoe,” ** Sandford and Merton,” ‘* Swiss Family | 
Robinson,” and ‘‘Grimm’s Fairy Tales,” all well printed in readable | 
| type and profusely illustrated. This form of print bids fair to become | 
a fashion—it forms a fashion that offers excellent fare. 
From Messrs. Ward and Lock, in the same form, we have a ‘‘ People’s | 
edition” of ‘* Hood’s Own; or, Laughter from Year to Year,” that is, | 

from his y-ear-a to our own,—fram the father (whose son was for so 
many years the worthy Editor of FON)—who was a grand parent of | 
| genuine wit and humour ; and Max Adeler’s amusing work, ‘Out of | 
' the Hurly-Burly,”— with all the burly lot of A. B, Frost’s truly 
humorous illustrations : both books should be welcome—to the witty, 

| and to the witless, 

‘‘ Hairsplitting as a Fine Art,” ‘Letters to My Son Herbert” 
| (Tinsley Brothers),—The art of hairsplitting as displayed by the writer 
| of this book is ane to be regarded—in him—as anything but “fine,” 
| 
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| A ComMMEeRCIAL FALLACY,—That the houscholders on a milk-wwa// 
| never 747i into debt. 
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ILLUSTRATED JOURNALISM, 
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FOREIGN INTELLIGENCE, 


‘Our correspondent at Rangoon states that an officer ot the Indian Intelligence 
Depertment has been for months engaged in surveying King Theebaw’'s q 
| noting all fortifications and points of defence and attack, and even taking ) 
| of all places of interest from a military point of view, and all this under the very 
valls of Theebaw’s capital and the noses of his puissant Governors.” Daily Paper. 
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A BOON TO THE MERMAIDS. 


The interest that he 


1 


lhe submarine domain, 


shelly bed, 


said— 
Although we wouldn’t 
(a thing we prize)— 


plies, 
We ladies, as we sigh 
To candidly attest, 
Obtaining a supply 
Precarious at best : 


from ships that go 


with acclamation, 
Is just enough to save 
de speration. 


"- to spoil it, 
And—fancy our despair— 
oil it! 
It’s very far from fun— 
When all contentment hinges 
On hair that’s nicely done, 
Particularly fringes. 


But sow when Mr, Shields applies his apparatus, 
That nice invention yiclds supply enough to sate 
(The gentleman will note 

Our gratitude ; 
We let our tresses float 

And oil themselves at leisure 
How nice of him, without 


rhe slightest compensation, 


ind pleasure) 


To put himself about for our accommodation ! 
Hiow olly of him thus conti ng } 3 aspirements 


re 
. 





E-vinces for their tre 
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HE la- 
dies who 
obey 
The sceptre 
Neptune 
wields 
Areanxious 
to convey 
Their 
thanks to 
Mr. Shields 
Lvesiring to 
express 
Theis 
views, they 
h e ] d a 
meeting, 
And moved 
a long ad- 
adress 
Of = grati- 
tude and 
greeting ; 
And _§fur- 
ther beg 
to state, 
Discussed, 
with much 
attention 
And _inte- 
rest, his 
late 
Kemark- 
ableinven- 
tion : 


They’re gratified to see 
The action which ex 


presse 
Ses, 


the ocean's 


Can not, we may explain, be accurately 
spoil its fame 


To furnish olive oil in fabulous sup- 


At happy seasons when 
It isn’t wholly failing 
A barrel now and then 


a-whaling, 


‘ 
+ 


" . 
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Which, floating on the wave, is seized 


our minds from 


A pretty sight our hair, with nasty salt 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


IT were a consummation devoutly to be desired, if—to make use of 
an appropriate ‘* bull ”—the Irish M.P.s in London were to get out of | 
‘earin’ ; for the House of Commons has been taking so much ‘* Ireland’s | 
Mixture,’”’ that a change of medicine is urgently needed. | 

Lord Northbrook has decided to add two seats to the Board of, 
Admiralty, one to be occupied by a gentleman of special engineering | 


knowledge. MHere’s a chance for a budding George Stephenson! 


aD 


Stick close to your engines, and never go to sea, 
And you'll come to be a ruler of the Queen’s Navee, 


The Irishmen stoutly protested against the arrest of a Mr, James | 
Rorke under the Coercion Act; but Mr. Forster was quite satisfied 
that he had done the right thing in bottling that gentleman up, as he 
did not know a more awkward—or, rather, a mo-/o7/ 
The Chief Secretary must have his little joke! 

Attention has been drawn to Dormant Funds in Chancery, which | 
some ignorant persons confounded with the Jumbo question. As a| 
matter of fact, the discussion referred to sundry waifs and strays—un.- | 
claimed sums—that have been sleeping for an unconscionable time in 
the purlieus of the Court of Chancery, but as they don’t snore, they | 
have been unheeded, and it is now considered high time to wake them 
up. 

Mr, ©’Donnell promises to be a formidable rival to Mr. Ashmead- 
Bartlett, for his eagle eye, if not absolutely surveying mankind from | 
China to Peru, has shown itself capable of taking in Sfax and Basuto- 
land ev route for Dublin. 

One night the Member for Kirkcaldy insisted on bringing forward a 
motion about Egypt, whereupon three-fourths of his fellows arose and 
fled, and in the lobby an agitated chorus was heard,—‘*G, Campbell 
is coming, oh dear! oh dear!” Patience cannot always be sitting on a | 
mc Aument. 

Mr. Childers was kept waiting till long past midnight before he could | 
obtain votes for the Army, because of the fact that the imprisoned | 
suspects don’t consider six hours a day out of their cells to be sufficient 
liberty: this provided a theme for genuine Irish obstruction—the real 
original article—and Mr. Biggar as usual distinguished himself by using 
unparliamentary expressions, which he withdrew with the greatest plea- 
sure in the world. <A sweet, simple, childlike spirit—that of Biggar’s. 

The Lords have passed the Settled Lands Bill; at least, ¢Aat can 
hardly be connected with Ireland, where the lands seem to be very un- 
settled indeed, and the Government are going to see if something more 
should not be done for them ina couple of months. Meanwhile, some- 
thing is to be done for the suspects in a couple of hours—that is, in the 
shape of a couple of hours’ extra recreation-time. 

A New writ is not to be issued just yet for Oxford, to fill up the seat 
vacated by Mr. Justice Chitty; but we hear it is being kept for Cete- 
wayo’s arrival, when it will be presented to the ex-Zulu King, whose 
name will then surely be twisted into Chitty-way-o. Only fancy the 
dusky monarch standing upon a bench below the gangway on the Liberal 
side, and explaining affairs in Natal and the Transvaal! Only fancy 
how indignant he would be with the Obstructives, and how he would 
yearn to do summary justice with his knobstick! Mr. Biggar may be 
an altered creature yet; who knows? 

Mr. Trevelyan introduced the Navy Estimates, and the House was 
delighted to make their acquaintance ; however, it being very late, the 


-ward—customer, | 












House couldn’t stop to have a chat, but hoped to meet them again 
shortly. 





Political Pills. 


THE accounts of the expenditure on behalf of the United States Senate 
for last year show that amongst other curious items a sum of $35 was 
spent in the purchase of 1,750 quinine pills for the use of the U nited 
states Senators. 

Now, really, we think there is a suggestion in this particular item our 
own Legislature might take with advantage. The notion of discreetly 
physicking our lawmakers might be developed to a most saluiary extent, 
and we see no reason why future Appropriation Accounts should not 
contain such entries as these :— 





= 2 d 
doses of sulphate ot quinine administered to Tory Peers to reduce 
their feverish apprehension, &c., of the Government's new County 
Government Bill out sais se aa i ss ws 2 35 8 
gallons anti-spleen draught for ditto ditto aa a ‘an ss 2 «7 
175 Hotties of tonic mixture for bracing up Whig M.P.s to vote for the 
Cloture.., san i > 9s 
let sedative draughts for Messrs. Ashmead-Bartlett and Warton, and 
Lord R. Churchill oe - ase 
scidlitz powders for Mr. Biggar o 1 6 
2% e Marquis of Salisbury o 1 tf 
al ture for Mr. Newdegat: eo 29 
J¢ Brad aug! o 12 
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j and shall never be the man I was. 
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A Foolish Friend, 


] HAVE a ridiculous friend 
Whose notions are awfully queer, 
His curious habits I cannot defend, 
He 1s somewhat on compos, 1 fear! 
He mixes with children at play, 
And somehow he gains their respect ; | 
He’s telling them fairy tales, day after day; 
Which is sad when you come to reflect— 
Such behaviour is far from correct. 





And if you ’re intent on a joke 
At somebody else’s expense, 

Or larkishly trying one’s ire to provoke, 
His anger is something intense. 

‘‘ Bah! do unto others,” says he, 

** As you would be done by, my lad! 

Of feeling he very deficient must be 
Who'd attempt to make any one sad,” 
Now, isn’t that awfully mad ? 


‘* Be kind to the erring,”’ says he, 
‘*Lest you might be tempted to fall; 
Some people have ne’er had such blessings as we 
Temptations are common to all,” 
Now, readers, I put it to you, 
As persons possessing some sense, 
With such an old lunatic what can one do? 
The way he behaves gives offence, 
And costs him no end of expense. 


ee 


This party I often upbraid, 

For his notions of self are so dim ; 

| The old stupid possesses a Heart, I’m afraid— 
Yes, that’s what ’s the matter with Azm / 

| He delights to attend to the needs 

| Of those who feel sorrow and pain, 

| And numbers of Poverty’s victims he feeds, 

Which proves that my friend is insane— 

And there he is, at it again! 
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Conclusive Evidence. 


IT was a favourite saying of a late eminent statesman that 
‘‘England is a great Mahometan Power.” A loyal Hiber- 
nian follower of his remarks in corroboration, ‘‘True; I was 
never at Mecca, but, in common I believe with all my fellow- 
subjects, I make daily pilgrimages to AZedina (my dinner),”’ 





WORTH FIGHTING FOR. 


Interested Backer.—‘‘ LOOK HERE, YOUNG SMITH: IF YOU LET THAT 
COVE LICK you, I’LL GIVE YOU TWICE AS MUCH AFTER HE'S DONE; 
BUT IF YOU LICK HIM, BY JINGO! PERHAPS I’LL GIVE YOU BACK YOUR 
POCKET-KNIFE!” 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


‘‘AND A LOT O’ GOOD TOO!” 


Mr. CAWLDOVERTHER Cotes. After all, the authorities are quite 
right, you know; and I don’t complain. Nuisance Inspector fellow 
came round to me saying there was a smell round my house. Thought 
there must be a dead dog buried in the garden, or something. Said he 
had orders to be very strict about smells. So I dug up the garden; 
and poured carbolic acid all over it; and had all the drains taken up 
and seen to, and renewed ; and had traps put ; and had ventilators put ; 
and banished the hoard of putrid bones that the cook always used to 
keep under the dining-room window ; and purified the dust-hole; and 
took up the floors and removed all the dead rats; and sent away the 
rubbish-heap in the garden; and got everything nice for about two 
| hundred pounds or so. But I don’t grudge the expense : the authorities 
| are guste right to insist upon the sanitation of households, / say. 

Mr. KuMM DoOWNAPONN. Bless me! that’s exactly what /’ve 
| been doing at the cost of about three hundred. Feller came round to 
|metoo. But, as you say, it’s quite as it should be. It’s a proof that 
| Our rulers are enlightened. They can’t be too strict with a fellow. No 
| dread of infection in our homes now. 

Mr. C. C. Nota bit. How gratifying ! 

(They separate. A few months later they meet again.) 

Mr. K. D. Hullo, old man! Haven't seen you for a long, long 
time. Fact is, I’ve been laid up, and very nearly popped off. Came 
suddenly upon an open sewer trap-door (carefully out of sight round a 
| Street corner, so that you didn’t know of it till you were on to it), took 
in a good breath, and got diphtheria. Been laid up for seven weeks, 








Mr. C.C. I’m very sorry to hear that. /'ve been laid up too. 
Went for a stroll on the tow-path from Hammersmith Bridge to Kew, 
I two hundred and cieven dead Cat 








seventy-two dead rats, twelve dead pigs, one dead goat, one dead 
hedgehog, and fifty-five miscellaneous and no longer identifiable objects. 
Most of ’em had evidently got quite accustomed to being dead at the 
time I saw ’em—and smelt ‘em. Caught typhoid, of course; but I've 
just pulled through, though my doctor confidently assures me that I 
shall always be a sort of a wreck. By the way, the Inspector of Nui- 
sances came round while I was down to see whether the premises were 
properly disinf ; 

How can you use such dreadful language! Wait a second; you’ve 
got a start, and I can’t catch you up, you gabble so ! 








More high treason. Mr. Warwick King has been summoned before 
the Lord Mayor on the charge of ‘‘intringing an Act of Parliament by 
unlawfully and falsely using a title implying that he was——” 

Bless our souls ! 

‘Infringing an Act of Parliament’’—that's a nice mild way of 
putting it, too! Encroaching upon the rights of the Sovereign, sir! 
Mocking at and outraging the loyal feelings of a nation, sir! 

The idea! Here—let’s write a DY. Z. article about it :—Has the 
time, then, arrived when the sublime impulse throbbing in the loyal and 
reverent bosom of an ancient and monarchical nationality alive with the 
time-honoured instincts and ivy-grown conceptions of a people of whose 
initial and preter-original entity the Sovereign is the meating and 
perdurable essence shall be rudely and profanely-—— Eh? Oh—ah ! 
Ahem! By the way, we see on reading further that it is not an attempt 
to upset the present dynasty, but a much smaller matter. 

Here—look here! We unsay all that article. 


Steel-iug. 


THE title of a recent lecture at the Civil Engineers’ Institute was ‘‘ Steel 
for Structures.’’ Kather a dishonest way of getting the materials, is it not? 
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A WAKENING. 


Old Sir John drops asleep at his Club after dinner, 
as ds his wont.—“1 Go wep! (Suwence immediately reigns.) 


BED!" (Opens his ges.) Tableaus 


On waking, he fancies himset, at home, ana without opening his eyes, speaks playfully, | 
‘*I—GO—BED, POLLy.” 


(After a pause, hearing no answer.) ‘“*I—co— 








Election Mems. 


THERE is going to be a ‘‘ Tremayne-dous” struggle in Cornwall, it 

would seem. 

In the Carnarvon Boroughs, the last ballot was so in favour of Mr, 
Jones Parry that his party will consider it political Parrycide for a 
Liberal to vote against him. . 

As the elder Mr. Tollemache intends to retire from the representation 
of West Cheshire before the next election, the Liberals are looking out 
for a candidate of sufficient height to contest the seat. N.B.—Short 
Liberals need not apply, asa ‘‘ tall match ” is, under the circumstances, 
most desirable. 


A Fact. 


A YouNG friend of ours was asked to name the degrees of comparison 
in the case of certain adjectives, and acquitted himself creditably for some 
time. At last the word ‘‘ill’’ presented itself, on which he outdid all 

: : ?° Senn $93 
his previous efforts by responding, ‘* Ill—worse—ueau 
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By the Author of ‘‘My NEgIGHBOUR NELLIE,” 


““* Dick Boulin is entirely free trom vulganty, or from aught that can be said to be 
) rbje tionable "—Pudlic Optnion 
‘The book opens with a capital sketch of coach travelliag as it was some five-and 
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2. KEACHING WELL FORWARD I, OVERHEARD. —/va V/ ‘ST ALWAYS SAY I LIKE A CLASIER. 2, A RIVAL 1 
4. A SLIDING SEAT. Charley (ecidnty with 2is mind on somethin 5. A SIEADY STR 
**VAas, $0 SHOULD I.” 





THE UNIVERSITY RACE. 


ALWAYS on the look-out for novelty, Sir, I thought it would please 


you if I secured for you this year the services of a young unsophisticated 


New Zealander who had never even seen a wager-boat or heard of a boat 
race till he landed at London Bridge some few days since. His knowledge 
of our tongue was somewhat limited, but he could read it pretty well, and, 
Wishing him to get familiarized a little with nautical expressions, I gave 
a file of the Sportsman te with the Boat Kace articles d 
‘or him, yesterday morning. To-day, wishing to test his 

n, I told him the conditions of the great University k 
ired him to write me, with the aid of a dictionary, an 


hypothetical struggle between the crews. This is what he 
MOAkROO. 


1 


“The purples were first at the delivery of letters, and, h 
‘€, were quickly followed by the ultramarines in their Channel 
At the presented semaphore the sixteen sketched away evenly, 


marke 


powers of com- 


) read, 


rel 
9 litt 


; 


arrative of a 


ACCOUNT OF A BOAT TRIBE, BY TEKIKI 


ving { il 


Nd Tor a time the salutes of the boats were flat, in spite of the effort 

tf the nrmia até ’ Cc a ‘ ‘ | ee 41 
|?) the purple attack of paralysis to wear the thirty inches. Off the 
| igeons, however, there was dawn between the author of ‘ Tristram 
S} 


ma of one boat and the branches of the other, on which the blow 
ol the purples, who were conducting, left his visiting card on his men, 
bh 7 : . 

Who in return laboured with a legal testament. 


ts } . s* . 
_ ‘The ultramarines now showed acommanding-otticer lack of conclu- 
#0n in their plume, though they rowed justly without dirt; and the 


rple 


pies, with the assistance of a tall ravcomeur, deposited more dawn 
*. | - . ° . 
ween the craft. Butas Cowardly Cottage was uttered, the male birds 
the purpl presented a steamboat at the erroneous husbandman cord, 
; “quence being that the boat fired into the dragging with-a-r p' 
‘ace misiaid the greater portion of their superiority. 
‘es 4 
Ubserving the blunder of the purple male birds, the ultramarine blow 
: Clured urgent atte ts to obtain mislaid earth; his male 
; Cdily t to fra 
] ; 


gun at Hammersmith bridge several seconds before the ultramarines put 
a bullet into it, and at last won a well-fought tribe- amidst loud cheer 
from crowds assembled at the financial establishments on either side the 
river at the fascinating mail delivery.” 

There, Sir. What do you think of 


that? I am bound to say that 


when I first tried to read it, the more I thought of it, the less I thought 
of my young New Zealander. But at last, after studying his M5. closely 
it struck me th I 1 to | er Ile had been read 
Spor I t tra I VO! t I peru 
he could not I t tye \ I | Ke it | \I 
nm that ppo I I rignt ; iy V) } 
Sir, you will that I tr fers porting 
porters English t ligat Phus treated, it 1 run th 
Acc t OF A’l r | y | KI Mo Oo 
‘The Dark Blues were fir t the = having stripped, wei 
q lickly followed } \ the Light 5] AC iti tlie lf jer Cy. At the Piven Wena 


yws of the boats 


ke to | it on 


the eight ; drew wel 
level, in spite of the efforts of the Dark [blue str 
Off the Doves, however, there was daylight between the stern 
boat and the bows of the other, on which the stroke of the Dark Hb ues 
who were leading, called on his men, who in return worked with a will 
‘The Light Blues now showed a general want of finish in their feather, 
though they rowed fairly clean; and the Dark Blues, with the assistanc: 
of a long sweep, placed more daylight between But as Crave: 


away evenly, and for a time the | 


the boats. 


ty 


e } L lisme ‘ (me ‘ . ° y 
Cottage was passed, the cox of the Dark Blues pave a tug at the wron; 
tiller-line, the consequence being that the boat shot into the towing-path 
, } ] $¢ t nf it tace 
: : 
4 | 
ee( ) ervi rye iu! er ¢ {] ]) i@. b) cf , the Li; it Blue stro | 
ide urgent ristor f f 1; but his men soon fell to piece 
‘The Dark I ftert ead, and shot Hammersmith Bridg 
veral se ret Rg it, and at last won a well 
oht race: loud rs from the crow ssembled on the banks 
Win! 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


4 7, know what to say of Mr. Byron’s 
DON" 
a 
con't) 
al A \ 





me to be a lot of scraps of old plots 
flung incoherently together, and re- 
fusing to fit. I can’t make head or 
tail of it. It is full of funny things, 
though, both in dialogue and situa- 
tion; there’s a capital scene in the 
second act between Messrs. Toole, 
sillington, and Garden, the climax 
of which (the scene I mean, not 
the act) is very funny, and, I dare- 
say that, with Mr. Toole’s popu- 
larity, and the good acting of Messrs. 
Billington and Garden, and Miss 
Thorne, will carry it through; but it 
is not worthy of Mr. Byron to calla 
character Bunny, and then make a 
joke about Ostend—this is introduc- 
ing a name for Ostend-sible reasons 
with a vengeance !—nor are the con- 
tinual personal allusions to the lady 
who plays Auntie in the best taste. 


Mr. Toole, as Mr. Bunny, is very 


Auntie, at Toole’s: it appeared to 
67 








Oruna Qu! Mr. LUxovcnu 
KY! TO be me Humovr good and comical in a part not alto- 
wr mee FAS gether fitting him. Miss Winifred 


. Emery, as Mrs. Bunny, does the 
little she has to do very nicely: and Miss Eliza Johnstone plays a 
wronged cook with effect. Mr, E. W. Garden's performance of a Mar- 
gate lodging-house keeper is a genuinely artistic one, very fresh, com- 
plete, and charac- 
| i 





teristic: the best bit ff 
of acting in the 
piece, in fact; but 
then it’s the only | 
part that gives half | ‘ 
a chance. An 

















The new theatre || 
is very pretty and Nh 
comfortable. \\ 


At the Royalty 
some time ago Mr. 
Sims (as represented 
by one of his plays) 
was followed by 
Venus. When mar- 
ried ladics take to following gentlemen, it is not unusual for their hus- 
bands also to take up the chase, so there is nothing surprising in the fact 
that Mr. Sims is now followed by Vulcan (at the Opera Comique). It 
is a wholly unnecessary occupancy of space to say that these followers 
are both burlesque—or rather the same burlesque with slightly different 
features. 























Toot“ s.~THne Bunnies In THetr Hutes. 


ith slightly difjerent features! Ua! 


By } y 
+cnus ANG | Mican are ONC, j 





I'm sure there’s a public for burlesque, and the Opera Comique I 
Should take to be a house very well adapted for that class of en- 
tertainment; 
but it must be 
something very 
different from 
Vulcan to com- 
mand success, 
Vulcan is hope 
lessly dull (at 
least the first 
half of it is: as 
I have a wife 
and family de- 
pendent upon 
me I never run 
unnecessary 
risks, and so— 
I don’t know 
what the second 
half j 





AAC 











and appropriate, and the scenery of a high class, with one of those 
happy (and flappy) mechanical changes which appear to be rapidly 
coming into generaluse. Thecast 
is good, too. Mr. Robert Brough 
is a really good comedian, and al- 
though, blacksmith as he is, he 
is unable to strike any sparks of 
fun out of his part, some of his 
‘*‘business” is really very droll. 
Miss Nellie Claremont proves her- 
self a pleasant and capable singer, 
and suggested the possession of 
abilities which her part gave her 
no opportunity of showing. Miss 
Lottie Harcourt sings well too, 
and Miss Annie Robe, who also 
shows herself worthy of better 
things by her performance of Mrs. 
Pownceby in the first piece, does 
well as Proserpine. There are, 
furthermore, the attractions of 
what is known as a ‘‘bevy” of 
young ladies, fair of face and 
shapely of limb, and with no par- 
ticular reticence with regard to 
either. 





The .1:sthetic Quadrille, however, now introduced in the second scene | 
of this piece, is well worth waiting for. <As a specimen of grotesque | 
dancing it is decidedly original, and the glassy stares and sudden | 
floppings of this limp and weird octette are uncommonly funny. | 





This day fortnight (Wednesday, April 12th) an afternoon performance | 
of Zhe Mascotte will be given at the Comedy Theatre for the joint benefit 
of Messrs. R. D’Albertson and H. J. Hitchins, the acting-managers 
respectively of the Comedy and Royalty Theatres. Now is the time to 
make a return for the many courtesies of these gentlemen; but the 
performance is at the Comedy, and not the Court-I-see, 


Mr. John Coleman will present Zhe Shadow of the Sword to his 
swordience at the Olympic about the 3oth inst. 


Edith, another new play by ‘‘Owl,” has been accepted by Miss 
Litton, they say. Of industrious authors, it may be said that Owl 
(1)Edith the way! 





A dramatic and musical piece by Mr. F. W. Broughton and the Rev. 
G. F. Downes is to be brought on at the Princess's anon; it is called 
A Simple Sweep. Uf any one thinks it has anything to do with low 
racing matters, I hasten to remove this simple-ication at once, though 
I don’t know anything about it. NESTOR. 








That Memory of Mine. 


Being a fragment of the mental exercise of our Special Artist engaged in sket« hing 
the University Boat Race on the spot-say about a week before Christmas. ) 


DEAR me! I've lost those mental mems. 
I made when last I saw the Thames ; 
Now, are the banks at Mortlake flat, 
Or are there beetling cliffs, and that ? 





Now, «ovs the Thames at Putney cad ? 
And are there /rees of any kind? 

And here’s another dreadful fix— 

/s Putney Bridge of stone or bricks ? 


And Aas a wager boat a mast? 

(I noticed when I saw one last)— 

And do they face the way they row, 
Those crews? I’m jiggered if I know. 


And have they hats on? Let’s reflect— 
I’m bothered if I recollect ! 

And do they use—now let me see— 

A single oar—or two—or three? 








Arms and the Man. 


a loaded revolve! 
her 


wan was recently charged with presenting . 
Fortunately the revolver was not let off—nett 
| to two months’ imprisonmed 
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lorg time ago John Bull thoughtlessly made a bet with himself, ard entered it on his thumb-nail. And on the spot where odfa Pimply Thing sprang up 
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And the Pimply Thing grew; and wheresoever John went to take his pleasure, there also went the Pimply Thing, worrying 
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76 to see his sons row a race, but the Pimply Thing 


itself to his bedside soon ' 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. The First of April. - 
sities Sin Music oF THE Moment Tue strokes of the two crews sat together in solemn council in the 
| sy pp ll gle "et bay-windowed room of the ‘‘Complete Angler.” ‘* Yes,” said one, 


> VT a Te bal ‘*this confounded fuss about us grows worse and worse every year.” 
Oey ‘* It does,” replied the other, *‘and it upsets the men’s nerves so that 








>—~<>- FV ~ a 7 they show tendency to get stale so much sooner than crews used to. The 


a 


— " Y fact is, my men are fit mow, and they want quietness, and not the ex- 
a ¥ citement which will form the programme for the ten days at Putney,” 
‘* Just the same with us ; I’m sure we could make faster time to-morrow 
morning than on the First of April.” ‘*Ha! First of April of all days, 
eh?” “Yes, strange day. But things ave somehow always strange on the 
Boat Race day. Trains cease to carry passengers, they pour forth 
‘living freights ;’ the river ceases to be the river, and becomes ‘a silent 
highway ;’ our boats cease to be boats only, and are magnified into 
‘ships ;’ the crowd on the barge-walk is no longer a crowd, but a 
‘fringe of humanity ;’ Putney Bridge throws off its bridgeship to become 
‘an anti juated span .” people don’t walk down to Putney, they ‘thread 
their way.’ I fate all this fuss; why should the ordinary become ex- 
‘raordinary because sixteen men choose to have a friendly race together ? 
Che British public are all fools.” ‘‘ It’s a fitting day we row on, then,”’ 
remarked the other. ‘‘ Well, they’ve taken it into their heads to ex- 
pect something extraordinary on what they term ‘the Boat Race day,’ 
and as we don’t supply it, they supply it themselves.” ‘*I should like 
to supply it, though, especially ¢/7s year.” ‘* Harkye,” said the first, ‘‘you 
say your men are fit?” ‘*Yes.” Here the two strokes whispered. 
‘Very well, then,” said one as he rose to leave, ‘‘six o'clock sharp.” 
Asp —** U7 Dick The morning of the 1st of April broke upon the somnolent million 
ie ek nireid - pie annid with unwonted brilliancy, except for a light mist which enshrouded the 
I'll your request refuse ; river at Putney, serving the purpose of the curtain which excites the 
Yo: live, you say, so far away anticipatory nerves of a pantomime audience before the gorgeous mag- 
From town, you get no news ; nificence of the transformation scene bursts upon their gaze, everything 
Yo: stay indoors (exertion bores), bid fair, &c., Ke. At an early hour a long black swarm of people and 
conveyances might have been seen threading its way towards Putney’s 


| And no one visits you. ; ashig : 
| ‘How wags the world” you want unfurled— | antiquated span, &c., &c. The South-Western and District trains dis- 
| 
| 
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WVhet 's done and what's to do. charged their living freight, &c., &c. Now the fringe of the humanity 

) an r ' upon the tow-path becomes thicker and thicker, &c., &c. The silent 

| 1 'm willing to act as the rouser of one in the wilds remote, bh , wag lotted wit! ft of all kinds. Shadwell 
’ } tT) ‘ « S 7 “= | ; c « ‘ s c i= « 

[’m willing to tell you which facts are, what rumours are false that float ; Ke way lik 0. sb — F —— oi g o g The adwe ra ; 

‘ . ’ , . Y ce ao «T > ( 4 r r oc ~ > 

And as, in whiate ver 1s doing, it s I that perform the trick, \ingston alike contri jutIng their quo a, c C.y MC, e course Isc ear, | 


{’m rather inclined to fancy you ‘ll find my knowledge is ‘‘up to Dick.” &e., &e, The crowd is denser, Xc., XC. Inch by inch the tide 
creeps up to the feet of the front rank. It is time the crews started. 








In June sans fail I'll ope that rail Inch by inch the tide recedes. ** Why, they ’ll have to row on the ebb.” F 
Through great St. Gothard’s gorge, Still the crowd waits. Minutes become hours. The tide goes a long 4 
Free States may scoff at Orders of way down, and at length slowly and despondently the crowd disperses ; 
St. Michael and St. George, and as the 1st of April is on the wane, the last man has quitted the 
7 But one Volksraad, which humm'd and ha’d, river-side for home. 
i, I've made accept it, and A special edition of a daily says :— By the way, we are in a posi- 
4 The thing they scorn will now be worn tion to state that the reason of there being no boat race this morning is 
‘ By Mister Something Brand. owing to the fact of its having taken place some ten days ago between 
=) 'T was thrilling to merry carousers to read what the Laureate wrote, Cookham Railway-bridge and the bend before reaching Marlow Lock, 
rel ‘T was thrilling to notice Good Templars emit a dissentient note when Oxford won by two lengths, This is making April fools by 
4 Kecause of the drinks it suggested to every patriot brick ; wholesale.” 
ie i But the song (which you see was written by me) is certainly ‘upto Dick,” = ——— 








My tricks at ‘‘ Guy's” have raised surprise, 
And Ormonde Street, a storm— 
(‘T will make you find some drastic kind 
Of hospital reform), 
The party that retained his hat 
Was me* (whose conduct sh cks) ; 
In me you scan a Fenian 
Who fired the Albert Docks. 
[ ehallis gy to think that just now ’'sa tim when such things are < 
[ts chilling to look at the papers where Irish news they quote ; 
tut I and six others attacking a farmer, he routed us quik k, 
juickly we ran in spite of his plan, and he never came up to Dick. 
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I made a show of ladies’ clo’ 
(Where males applied in vain) ; 
I am the chap who chanced to cap- 
Ture that provision train.t 
To crown the Czar, grim Russia far, 
In August next, I seck ; 
And I have a place to follow the race 
Of rival Blues this weck. 
A shilling I'll give for a favour, three shillings I'll give for a boat 
lo jerkily carry me over to where the steamers float ; 
\ guinea I ‘il give or my luncheon, inclusive of h yuids (hic)! 
Phe way I shall sce the race, you ‘il agree, 's decidedly “‘up to Dick.’ | 
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CLHARING THE COURSE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


HAVE you ever been to Putney when the yearly classic race 
Between the Universities is going to take place, 

And when England’s sons and daughters 

Row about the river’s waters 
In a crowd that quite astonishes the little roach and dace? 


Have you ever seen the manner in which people block the way 
With craft of ev’ry kind known from the Thames unto the Tay, 
While the most stupendous lubbers 
Sport as scullers or as “ tubbers,” 
Being totally regardless of the business of the day? 


Have you ever seen the launch of the Conservancy Police 
Proceed to bring to order all these flocks of silly geese, 
And by resolutely steaming 
Where the trespassers are teeming 
Make a path down which the crews may pass to some extent in peace? 


If you’ve seen this application of persuasive moral force, 
You better may appreciate why, as a last resource 

To get room for either boat, your 

Skilful Premier drives the C/éture 
Hard ahead, and by its agency attempts to clear the course. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


THE BOAT RACE. 
To THe Epitor or “ Fun.” 





Putney. 


EAR SIR,—In apecoecning the subject of the Boat 

Race, I can’t p giving vent, the way, to a 
thought which has occupied my mind all the week. 
I cannot help thinking that it is well that my friend 





blue in or about the costume of almost every person one 
meets just now were a personal insult that could not 
but goad his gentle soul to madness. But to the crews. 
I have watched them closely and long. With regard 


stated that they do not catch well. Mr. Bourne is at 
bow, or the of the boat, so they ’ve been practising 
a great deal at Bourne End ; a bourne, however, from 
which they have now returned, All the crew are 
genuine amateurs, of course, and of an average weight, 
except the stroke, who is a lighter man. Being a light stroke, he is, of 
course, an up-stroke, and therefore well qualified to guide a crew in a 
race which is rowed wf river, at which a heavy down-stroke would be 


worse than useless. — - 
It is very difficult indeed to spot the winner. Oxford is decidedly a 
dark ; though it is a 


dark crew, and shows every disposition to e 
curious thing that their lighter opponents are the heavier crew, men of 
more weight in the contest, whence it is supposed that they intend to 
row a_ weighting 
race. Both seem 
determined to win 
if they can, and 
nobody has ob- 
served that cither 
of the boats cant. 
Altogether, though, 
the crew under the 
suidance of Mr. 
lunt is probably 
the weakest, at any 
rate they are sure 
to get a good deal 
out of the Hunt 
before the race is 
half over. I think, 
on the whole, I’d 
better ‘‘burst into 
poetry” at this 
point, and give my 


One OF THE 
Bow-Mon DE. 








A Goow Putt (Private Practice). 


STRAIGHT TIP FOR THE Boat Racer. 


Do you notice the people all crowding away to the brink of the water? 

Do you see the respectable party with wife and with son and with 
daughter? 

Do you see the fair delicate maiden, and exquisite, mounted on horses? 

Do you notice unkempt and unshaven Sal and Joe of the coarsest of 
coarses ? 

Do you note all those parties, 
whose capers 

Are often described in the papers 

When folks get a little bit crowdy ?— 

The gent and the swell and the 
rowdy? 

The short and the tall, and the thin 
and the portly ?— 





shortly ?— 


for, and where do you think they 
are going? 

. Do you think that they care for the 

« river, or take any joy in the rowing? 

* Ovt ror a Srin, If you do you are hugely mistaken, 

and show that you know little of it, 

Because they all look or the winner and yearn for the tip of the Prophet. 





And this is the tip of that tipster (I end nigh as soon as begin it) : 
‘*In this eight-oar rzce I discover it’s quite eight oars up* who’s to win 
a.” 
* © A toss up,” I do believe !—Ep, Fun. 


Roderick Maclean is still in quod; the universality of 





to Oxford it seems to me that their fielding generally — 
must be very defective, as I have frequently heard it | 





| Commons will get under a fortnight. 














The usual crowd—to be putting it | Messages are Tweedledum and Tweedledee. 


| dom reduced to a state of uniformity, managed to throw a sort of 
And what do you think they are out | 





| and chocolate creams as she likes to cry for. 


eee 


There you are, Sir, I hope you like that. By the way, that illustrat; 
young man you lent me has been with me all time, and has promisns 


‘evear’ | 
YEON Esday | 











SCALING OVER THE TENTH 


** GOING OFF AT THIRTY.’ 
STONE, 


to send a few sketches of the practice. I hope he ’ll do so to the satisfac. 
tion of everybody, inclusive of himselfand yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—Ha! ha! a Frenchman ’s won the Lincolnshire Handicap, you 
see! Hurrah for Poulet! What with Iroquois, Foxhall, and Poulet, 
the foreigners seem to have the pull-eh! 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


THE Lords are to have a three weeks’ holiday at Easter, whilst the 
This is hardly fair, as the former 
do far less work than the latter, and are free from the worries of Obstruc- 
tion into the bargain. To make things a little more equal, would it 
not be well to raise a few of the Leaguer M.P.s to the peerage? We 
fancy there would be a pretty sensation on and about the woolsack 
when Mr. O'Donnell and Mr. Biggar took their seats as Baron Dun- 
garvan and the Marquis of Cavan. 

Last week Mr. Healy asked if Michael Davitt might have ‘‘ Hansard” 
to read in prison, and the Home Secretary Hansard Yes, though he 
should have thought it would have been an additional punishment. 
Ha, ha! Capital joke! (We mean ours, not Sir William’s. ) 

Of course the Irishmen entertain objections to the solicitor recently 
appointed to their Land Commission ; as they would doubtless like to 
roast him, it may be some satisfaction to them to know that already 
he is Browning, 

The learned Mr. Gorst has been horrified by the terms of the grant 
of a charter to the British North Borneo Company, made between the 
Government of the first part and a Mr, Dent of the second part ; but the 
charter remains in operation all the same, as that in-Dent-ure witnesseth. 

Viscount Bury called their Lordships’ attention to the Channel Tun- 
nel, a a of which some of his fellows are heartily sick, being not 
unnaturally disposed to regard it as a great bore; however, the noble 
Viscount must think differently, as he did anything but Bury the matter 
in oblivion, 

The proper method of performing the great Parliamentary hat trick 
has been discussed, and the Speaker has pronounced the rule. When 
a message from the Queen is read from the Chair, honourable Mem- 
bers must take off their hats, provided the message bears the Royal sign 
manual ; but they must keep them on if the message is in reply to an 
Address from the House. The technical terms for these two kinds of 


Mr. Arnold, being anxious to have the franchise in the United King- 


electoric light on the subject, which enabled a majority of the House to 
see the question much as he saw it himself. 

The Earl of Redesdale moved the second reading of his Parliamentary 
Declaration Bill, for the exclusion of Atheists from Parliament ; but he 
found himself opposed by such a very mixed lot—including the Leaders 
of both sides of the House, a Bishop, and the Earl of Shaftesbury— 
that he threw the matter up in disgust, 

After a few ineffectual protests from Messrs. Labouchere & Co., the 
Commons have voted an annuity of £10,000 to Prince Leopold for the 
maintenance of his marriage state. So now the happy couple will not 
have to deny themselves trips to Margate or Southend on the ground of 
expense; and Leopold can aftord to give Helena as many Bath buns 
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ADA AND 


‘Oh, I’ve made such a beautiful book !”’ 
Loud exulting cried Ada to Grace, 

** And I’m certain by hook er by crook 
To pull off a good thing on this race. 


** Quite five dozen six-buttons best made 

Of the choicest French kid will be mine, 
Of the sweetest, most delicate shade, 

And each pair, love, must cost eight-and-nine, 





A BETTOR. 


** And e’en should I unhappily lose 

To the curate, why, kid he don’t wear ; 
So black cotton will do for Aés use, 

Only sixpence-three-farthings per pair!” 











THE BOAT RAOH. 
OUR CAUTIOUS REPORT. 
(Compiled before the event, of course—as is customary.) 
THIs morning, at an early hour, the unaccustomed stir 
Declared that something special was expected to occur, 
And subsequent occurrences in no uncertain wise 
Superfluously justified this natural surmise. 
(Zhe circumstances above-detailcd are bretty sure to happen. Thus far 
we are safe.) 
eight merriment | highest ) 
By { nine > o’clock < hurricane } had reached its < wildest > pitch, 
, ten { lfoepiness | darkest | 


\ 


The weather being } he eet of that description which . 


write fora complete set of couplets, in order to be prepared for any pecu- 
liarily of the weather. For those, however, who are unwilling to incur 
this outlay, the following couplet is recommended as being almost certain 
lo prove a truthtul description :—) 


The atmospheric incidents were hardly of the kind 
The meteorological authorities opin’d. 


The scene along the Fulham Road was such as might surprise, 

And prove a source of wonderment to unaccustomed eyes. 

(This might happen even if the Boat Race does not take place. Puta 
Solomon Islander, for instance, at the place named on any ordinary 
morning—woulan’t he be susprised ?) 

While everywhere observable were little bits of blue, 


The all-prevailing favour being that of \aoker one 





These facts may be included in the list of useful mems, :— 
: ( The little town of Putney is in Surrey, on the Thames ; 
The river here and hereabout is tolerably wide ; 
The little town of Ilammersmith is on the other side ; 
From Putney to the winning-post the visitor observes 
The river taking several considerable curves ; 
Along the river's margin are the ‘‘ Ship ” and other taps ; 
. Its whole configuration is depicted on the maps, 
(The above circumstances are unlikely to be affected in any appreciable 
degree either hy peculiarities of weather or changes in the programme of the 
day, while forming a use{ul auxiliary to the record of passing events.) 


The { pleasure-seeking | had /S8aily quitted | 


Ss 


Safe Remark 





(Couples descriptive of various sorts oy weather may be obtained at the | 
FON Office, where a large stock is always on hand. Subscribers should | 


jague-dreading jf multitude | wisely stayed inf town, 


En- |} sue t a-pouring down 
Dis-$ couraged by the prospect of the 4 rain | P 8 , 
is) Viog's enfolding brown. 


{pretty colours | 


| dingy wrappers } 
Was evidence sufficient that the per Hp onyttedly at 

is a joy to Mr. Fun; 

‘ is a caution that will last ; 

The very recollection 4 is provocative of pain ; 

lies as heavy as a log. 

happy | gaily basking in the sun. 

Of the crowd of < wretched people < standing freezing in the blast. 


daunted { rain. 
kept in London by the | fog. 


The mass of which could ev’rywhere be scen, 


The scene along the towing-path, confusing to the wits, 
Would beat the most elaborate description into fits. 


(14! there we're in calm water again! This last couplet would app'y 





| chances.) 
' 


equally to a crowd, @ hurricane, or a fog; and that gives us three 








@ To Coxresponvents.—Zhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, 


return, or pay for Contributions. In no cast will thev be seturned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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Auntie (sentimentally).—‘*' YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND, Tommy. 
NOT A MATCH-MAKER; MATCHES ARE ALL MADE IN HEAVEN,” 


ONES, WITH SUCH LOTS OF SULPHUR ON ’'EM, AIN’T.” 


LOOKING AT IT IN A DIFFERENT LIGHT. 


Tommy.—** THERE’S Mk. M&LLON FOLLOWING US, AUNTIF. 
HOPE YOU'LL NEVER MARRY HIM, BECAUSE THEY SAY HIS MAMMA IS 
AN OLD MATCH-MAKER, AND IT’S SUCH A COMMON TRADE, YOU KNOW.” 
SHE IS 





















ed 


Tommy.—**GO ON, AUNTIE! LEAST, I’LL BET THOSE NASTY CHEAP 


The Detached Train. 
An Elongated Rondeau—after SWINBURNE. 


to light is a detached train wh 
sure by a contrivance which I will not attempt to describe. 
DroppPinc her train, she freed her captive feet, 
Unbound, unwound it, cleared the encumbered street ; 
Unfastened some vague bands, some hooks and eyes, 
Whose dark position we won’t scrutinize ; 
Turned out short-kirtled, sane, 
Neat and compact again, 
Dropping her train. 





Streets were but pitfalls when she walked with me, 
Twisting two yards of frilling round my knee ; 
Making slip my heels, and spoiling spats ; 
Moving, like besoms ; in repose, like mats. 
atuit dea, again ; 
Safer will Beauty reign, 
Dropping her train. 


What novel joys a lover perchance gleans 
Watching these novel transformation scenes ! 
Seeing at touch of button, pull of line, 
Duchess turn milkmaid, queen turn columbine. 
Style of Arcadia, fashion of Park Lane, 
Can Amaryllis quickly show her swain, 
Dropping her train, 








But, lovely woman, why at this point stop? 
Aren't there some other things ’t were wise to drop? 
Drop four-inch heels at loss, if cost, of twinges, 
Drop those twelve buttons, drop those idiot fringes, — 
Lovers’ warm thanks will pay you for your pain, 
And you will find their train increase amain, 
Dropping your train. 
A False Note? 
THE Syancy Bullelin says that Tom Sayers, Jun., has 
made a great hit at entertainments in London as a baritone 
| vocalist. Is that so? ifso, where? Some years ago the son 
of the champion ‘‘ pug.” was a music hall comique, and wore 
his father’s prize belt. By-the-bye, though, musical talent 
ought to run in the family, for was not his father good at the 
P.R.-no? At all events he was acquainted with both 
‘sharps ” and “ flats.” 


_ 


I vo 


‘*‘CoG’’-NATE PERSONAGES.—Those who are known to 
gamble with loaded dice. 


_ 








(Boat) Racy Mema, 


THERE is to be said in favour of the Oxford crew, that its coxswain 
Lyon will be able to work not only with all his might but with all his 
‘* mane.” 

For the past week we have noticed that both crews have been fond 
of going out fora *‘spin” almost daily. It was only yesterday, however, 
that we found out that for this ‘‘spin” they used the ‘‘top” of the tide. 

The Oxford boat affords us a foretaste of a nautical millennium, for 
every day a *‘ Lyon” may be seen in it sitting down with a “‘ Buck.” 
An old ‘*‘ Blue,” now an Irish bishop, visited the Oxford crew last 
week, and on leaving them exclaimed with much feeling, *‘ Pace be with 
ye, me bhoys!” 

Eye, Eye, Sir! 
Ir was noticed with regret by Light Blue backers that the Cambridge 
men had a heavy look about their eyes at practice on Tuesday, for it is 
feared this will tell, as on fhe day the crew’s eyes will have to be *‘in 





Irish Hot. 


Mr. O'SULLIVAN, M.P., is exercised in his mind as to the deleterious 
effects of new whiskey, and has introduced a Bill by the provisions of 


The masterpiece of pommnating gate which the new year has brought 
j ich the wearer can raise or drop at plea- 




























which whiskey must be compulsorily kept a year before being vended 
for consumption. Doubtless Sir Wilfrid Lawson will introduce an | 
amendment, suggesting that whiskey should be kept longer than that b-.- | 
fore being sold—for ever, in fact. Most Irish M.Ps are volcanic in | 
their habits; so not unnaturally Mr. O’Sullivan turns his attention to | 


the ‘‘ crater.” 





For this Relief much Thanks, 


AT last the world has resumed its wonted appearance : politicians can 
take some interest in the ordinary questions of the day; the members o! 
the Stock Exchange are once more interested in shares and dividends ; 
merchants are no longer unmindful of imports and exports; the news- 
papers will be able to chronicle earthquakes and matters of minor interest ; 
for—Jumbo has gone! 
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A SHINING IDEA. 


Little Longshanks. —**Ou, I SAY, BROWN, YOU’RE AN ARTIST, AND ALL THAT. CAN’T YOU GIVE ME AN IDEA FOR A SUITABLE 
GET-UP FOR THE WINKLEBYS’ FANCY BALL?” 
Madder Brown.—**OH! WELL, LET’S SEE. COULDN’T YOU—DON’T YOU THINK—GET YOURSELF BLACKLRADED, 'N GO AS A PAIR 
0’ TONGS?” 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON SHOW SUNDAY. 


I THOUGHT bitterly of the saying, Sir, ‘‘ Art is long,” as, on private 
views of pictures bent, I hailed my third hansom—I had already worn 
out two horses—and continued my quest. Received everywhere with 
open arms, however, for an artist is never so studio-usly polite as 
when in his studio, I quickly forgot my chagrin, and praised the atmo- 
sphere of this painting, the chiaro oscuro of that, and the tone and per- 
spective of the other, with that unforced donhommie which I always 
affect in Bohemia. But you will be anxious, Sir, to hear what are the 
principal pictures of the coming Academy, and I cannot do better than 
give you the result of my hurried notes, made with considerable difficulty 
during my rounds, 

Mr. T, Armstrong has been so occupied since he became Art Director 
at South Kensington that he will only be able to exhibit his ‘‘ Strength.” 
Please note that this will be in his own “‘ frame.”’ 

Mr, J. Archer hopes to hit the mark of popular taste with his ‘‘ Bow” 
and “ Arrow,” a pair of congenial studies, Sir. The Bow especially has 
been drawn with exceptional care, and the aim of his Arrow is art of 
the highest order. N.B.—It will be quite safe to look for his Arrow 
upon the (bow)-line. 

Mr. G. Boughton’s “‘ Landscape near St. Ive’s,” will be one of the 
most popular pictures of the year. The painting of the man and his 
seven wives in the foreground is only equalled by the delicate treatment 
of the seven cats and seven kittens in the middle distance. The nursery 

‘rime” on the trees is painted with such faithful force that I have had 
chilblains ever since I saw it. 

Sir John Gilbert sends in ‘‘A Fight for the Standard—Morning.” 
P lease note the name of this painting, because a reckless contemporary 
said it was an Evening Standard Sir John had painted. The portrait of 
Mr. Mudford holding his own against Mr. James Lowther riding a 
Morning Post-horse is full of spirit, and the fine allegorical touch which 
had led the painter to represent the Standard as all ‘‘red” except the 
leading articles, deserves especial mention. The same artist’s ‘‘ Land- 





ee 





scape with Figures” is an arithmetical study of ‘‘sum”’ depth. The 
hills at the back take the form of ‘‘ Happy-nines,”’ whilst the haymakers 
in the foreground are all at sixes and sevens. A ‘‘six-and-eight” in 
the background suggests most cleverly the presence of the village at- 
torney. 

Mr. R. Holman Hunt’s portrait of Miss Flamborough is, as you 
would expect if you know your English geography, all ‘* head,” 

C, E. Hallé has composed a fine ** Judith,””"—I say composed, because, 
although her sword is drawn, Holofernes’ head is lithographed and 
the moonlit sky etched. 

Mr. Robert Macbeth has repeated an old chef-d’auvre and ‘‘done” 
‘*Duncan.” His study of ‘‘ A Dagger’”’ is also finished with great care, 

Mr. W. R. Richmond’s ‘‘ Star and Garter ” isa most ‘‘su-burb” effort. 

Mr, B. Riviere’s ‘‘ Magician’s Doorway” furnishes the finest study 
of a magic knocker (as supplied by Mr, Bland) I have ever seen, The 
sham bell-handle which gives an electric shock on being touched, and 
the letter-box with the false bottom, are also worthily treated ; the ‘‘ En- 
chanted Doormat” being perhaps the most successful detail after all. 

Mr. B. W. Leader’s ‘‘ Deeds not Words” is worthy of a better title. 
It should have been called ‘* Leader ohne Worte !” 

Mr. G. Long’s view of *‘Geelong” must not be supposed to be a 
portrait of himself. 

Mr. Millais’s portrait of Mrs. Stern carrying a lily is wonderfully true 
to. life. All is good from stem to ‘‘ Stern.” 

Mr. Frank Dicksee has used up all his most vivid paints in painting 
a sunset in ‘‘ Dicksee Land,” with ‘‘ Nancy” in the foreground clad in 
rich bed-chintz that defies the sun. 

Mr. Whistler will exhibit a quantity of paint spread out to dry on a 
canvas surface under the paradoxical title of ‘‘ Dryers.” 

Mr. E. Waterlow has painted a study of himself at high tide. 

Mr. P. R. Morris’s ‘Sirens Three” is as bold a study of steam- 
hooters as I have ever seen. 

There, Sir, I have another page or two of notes, but as your readers 
will want some change as well, 1 will not give any more at present, 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


mT the Adelphi 
theatre on the 
morning of Sa- 
turday week, a 
new play, en- 
titled Zhe Atng 
Maker, will be 
produced, It is 
from the pen of 
Mr. J. W. Boul- 
ding—I hope he 
won't think me 
over Bould in’ 
giving my no- 
tion of the sub- 
ject in the mar- 
gin. 











It may not be 
out of place, 
either, to give a 
par. here as to 
the future * 
, of a new play 

aetna by Mr. G. W. 
(jodfrey, entitled 7he Par-venu. It is to be produced next Saturday at 
the Court, from the direction of which theatre Mr. Clayton has not been 
deposed, although 7%e Manager was sent away a week back. 





Mr, Thomas Thorne has kept his School for Scandal going, as he 
reminds us all, for over fifty nights, It is a capital school, and the 
manager, Mr. Thorne, has engaged 
the best masters and mistresses in 
its interests. The first examina- 
tion, he thinks, was, owing to the 
fog prevailing at the time, scarcely 
so effective as it might have been; 
but, having made a second exami- 
nation (Mr. Thorne having sup- 
plied me with the necessary exa- 
mination ‘‘ paper”), I’m bound to 
say that I think it will be a long 
time before this school will break 
up, and I’m sure all believers in 
the stage as a teacher will desire 
that it may not soon have vacation 
to do so, 

A (by all accounts) rather good 
nautical drama recently produced 
in the provinces, and called Cas/ 
Adri/i, by Messrs. K. Palgrave and 
F, Gover, is to be played at the 
New Sadler's Wells at Easter. 
The provincial verdict may or may THe Vavupevitte.—THe CHARMING 
not Gover much, but I wish the piece Lapy TEA/LE (OBSERVE THE CHARMS). 
luck, and a cast not at all adrift. 


ee ee 





Mounted with magnificent munificence (according to announcements) 
Habit and Bijou, or the Lost Regalia, is what they are going to regalia 
with at the Al- 
hambra on Satur- 
day next. More 
of this anon—this 
is anonourable pro- 
mise. 


Miss Nelly Far- 
ren appears to have 
got into hot water 
with some of the 
papers (one of them 
supplies a quantity 
of soft soap at the 
same time, so that 
the whole thing is 
A LitTLe too Warm. rather suggestive of 

a rough-and-ready 
bath). Iler costume as Aladdin was the cause of it all. If Miss Farren 
was to get into hot water, the dress in question seems to have been pe- 
cul arly adapted for the situation ! NESTOR. 














| the recent trip of the former across the Channel. "—See Letter of latter gentleman in 
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GLASSES ROUND. 


Everybody by this time knows that the patriotic song, “‘ Hands all 
round,” is only an oid song reset. We are able to give our readers the 
verses as originally written from a copy in our possession. 


First pledge my watch, and then to-night 
Each jolly soul shall be my guest, 
}le who gets tightest of the tight, 
Is he who loves his liquor best. 
May freemen joy in cups that live, 
With mantling spirits bright as day, — 
That man’s the true Conservative 
Who drinks the most, and drinks al-way ! 


Glasses all round : whatever liquor’s found, 
To the great name of Bacchus drink, my friends, 
And all his glorious liquors, round and round, 


To all the happy wits who long 
Have sat around ‘*the flowing bowl ; ” 
To all who’ve grown on porter strong, 
Or merry upon Monopole ; 
To Erin, and her potheen neat ; 
To bonnie Scotland’s whiskied hills ; 
To ‘*cwrw dda ”’—the Welshman’s treat ; 
To all who drink in quarts or gills ; 


Glasses all round : whatever liquor ’s found, 
To the great name of Bacchus drink, my friends, 
And all his glorious liquors, round and round } 


With feelings full of reverence 
To all teetotalers we fill; 

We thank them for their abstinence, 
As leaving us the more to swill. 
We drink wherever liquor’s found— 
Thus paying duty to the State— 
Nor early leave our ‘‘ glasses round,” 

Through craven fear of being late! 


Glasses all round : with liquor strong and sound, 
To the great name of Bacchus drink, my friends, 
And all his glorious liquors, round and round, 








Epigram. 
A TALE FOR THE (SUB-)MARINES, 


“The Submarine Telegraph Company revealed to the President of the Balloon 
Society the purport of a telegram from Colonel Burnaby to Mr. Wright concerning 


Datly Papers. 
OF course it ’s as honest as honest can be 
(Or so they would have us suppose), 
When messages come to us under the sea, 
To part with them under the rose, 





A Cambrian Gem. 


AN aged Welsh harper of patriarchal aspect once asked his fellow- 
passengers on board an Atlantic steam-vessel, ‘‘Fat is the best thing for 
sea-sickness?*’ But the question, thanks to his oracular appearance, 
was mistaken for an assertion, and this accounts for the esteem with 
which adipose tissue is universally regarded among sailors as a remedy 
for this distressing malady. 





A Matter of Toast. 


WE often hear of rounds of cheering after a health has been toasted, 
but would it not be more appropriate if we had *‘ rounds” of toast” 
instead ? 





Keeping on the Right Side. 


A LARGE number of steamers are now named after castles—and ve 
wisely so, for each of these castles would necessarily have its *‘ keep ” 
with it right through the voyage. 





A Perry-Wrinkle, 


I is doubtful whether Sir Erskine Perry’s place on the Indian Council 
will be filled up. In other words, after the ‘‘ Perry ”-helion has been 
reached, apogee is to be expected. 





THe PARCELS Post.—Do they? Well, we shouldn’t have thought 
- But what we want is to be able to post our parcels, please, Mr. 
‘awcett, 
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Retrospection, 


Way to that pensive lady’s thought 
Are two scenes vividly thus brought 

From out the bygone years? 
The first, a tragic circumstance— 
A girl emerging from a trance, 
Whose partner in the broken dance 
| Her fainting form uprears, 


The next, a church, where stalwart Phil 
So levingly responds ‘‘I will,” 
In deep and earnest tone. | 
You ask wherein these scenes agree ? 
The answer’s obvious,—don’t you see ?— 
On both occasions equally 
She called her chaf-’er-one, 


Tantalizing. 
You at once would have quitted your Protestant 
home, 
Too susceptible friend, and gone over to Rome, 
Of the Vite Sanctorum digested the tome, 
And run mad on confession auricular, | 


Had you haply been present, while Daisy (the dear !) 
Only whispered one syllable into this ear. ' 
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Shall I tell you the word? Come a little bit near, 
It was—well; it was nothing particular ! 


ANGRY Ways.—‘‘ Cross” roads. 





— omen <—_ —— — =e — - ¥. ¥ 


THE PICTURE OF DISAPPOINTMENT, 


M. ALL STICK, FANCYING HIS PICTURE HUNG UPON THE LINE AT THE 


ACADEMY, IS ON THE WRONG LINF, 








The Hare without many Friends. 


with obtaining two mutton chops from the landlord of an hotel at Eton, 
and after Zzon them refusing to pay. On investigation he was found to 
be wad, Evidently he is the oft-quoted March Hare. 





Pease-able, 
Mr. A. PeAsE, M.P., has given notice that he will shortly call the 
attention of Parliament to the question of the slave trade in Egypt. He 
evidently will not be ‘‘ A.-Pease”’-d until he has given it ‘A. Pease” 
of his mind. 


THAT WICKED SONG! 


3 On, wat are the terrible crimes 
Engaging our judges’ attention 
To the wickedness held in the rhymes 
Of—a poet I’m frightened to mention ! 

His (omen of sins !) cognomen begins 

With—(note it, ye evil despising)— 
Aconsonant* which (though wrought toa pitch) 

I shrink from particularizing. 









I purchased his national song 
To see how my plain, unaffected, 
Invincible shrinking from wrong 
Would find itself warped and directed ; 
I’d heard he supports, approves, and exhorts 
To *—a crime which debases like winking, 
Which people agree begins with a D., 
And is otherwise very like rinking. 








Oh, home with the volume I went— 
Oh, Aow could I doit? O, willow !— 
The wife inadvertently lent 
That book to the babe for a pillow : 
And now I declare, with a force of despair 
' Undoubtedly equal to three men’s, 
* What babe in its cot—believe it or not— 
Has, simply, de/irium tremens. 


‘That baby’s physician—(how dread 
Is the demon Contagion a-frolic !}— 
In spite of his shaving his head 
And bathing in tons of carbolic ; 
@ Who used to combine a horror of wine, 
py Vith scathing contempt for your cupper 5 
Jmiected, has come to a jorum of rum 
Each criminal night after supper ! 





JOHN Harg, upon whom, when arrested, letters addressed to the | 
Princess Beatrice were found, was charged at the Bucks Petty Sessions | 








The butcher who pulled at the bell— 
(O Woe, thou unpitying mocker !)— 
Succumbed to infection, as well 
As the neighbour who knocked at the 
knocker ; 
The latter I know has sunk to a low, 
Degraded, intemperate sinner : 
I’ve noticed him take half a pint with a 
steak, 
And often another at dinner. 





And as for that reprobate ME— 

Why, now, at the moment of writing, 
Iie’s simply as tight as can be— 

A spectacle far from inviting ! 
/\ You wouldn’t have thought that a book 
; could have wrought 
Such a subtle effect on a body ! 
: I'd bundle the lot in the Thames, like a shot, 
But I snow it would turn it to toddy! 






Unscrupulous poet, for shame ! 
Unspeakable caroller, stow it! 
I’m tempted to tell ’em your name ; 
For, desperate minstrel, I know it ! 
The things that I say are as true as the day, 
And the evidence simply is crushing — 
This here’s what it said in a paper I read :— 


(Spfok:n) :—It is stated that at the last meeting of the Executive 


| Committee of the Grand Lodge of Good Templars of England, held at 


— 


Birmingham, the following characteristic resolution was agreed to :— 
‘¢ That this Executive observes with regret that the Poet Laureate’s new 
national song invites to repeated drinking, as expressive alike of loyalty, 
patriotism, and freedom, thus pandering to a fast-decaying convivial 


custom which inflicts manifest injury upon so many of Her Majesty's | 


servants, hinders national advancement, and impairs both body and 
mind.” —Datly Pater. 


And now let me hope you are blushing ! 


a 


-—— 





Slaves of the “‘ Ring.” 


ONE of the parties concerned in the recent prize fight in a chapel 
must be a nice young man. He is a Good-son, and is also known as 
‘* Sugar,”—evidently a sweet youth. It was, no doubt, the first time 
many of the “fancy” had been in church, and they seemed to be enjoy- 
ing it. Though the seats were charged for, there was also a ‘‘ collection” 
—of roughs. Most of the congregation, too (like the combatants), were, 
on this occasion at all events, pew-gilists. 
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a witness at the Oldbury County Court. 


you only told me one lie: but 


ve and reverence you !” 


— ———e 





was refreshing—no! ‘‘ 
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A MOST SATISFACTORY EXPLANATION. 








I invariably tell you ties'” 


hat those who sell iron safes are not often 


t 


*it was the regular practice, the universa 
explain that you are af/tways telling them, | wit 


said Fun tothe iracc, 
leceived you in this solitary instance, y: 


with you; 





“wy say,” 
Had I « 
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I reer deal fairly 


“CN jumped up and grasped Trades honest laine. 


Said the Trae, "’ 
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NUMBER ONE IS ALL RIGHT.” 


OR THE OBSTRUCTIONISTS. 
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EGGS | 


ASTER 
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BOILING THE BASTER EGG. 
(See Cartoon.) 


A LOWER room : the grate is bright, 
The coals are glowing well alight, 
And many mouths in hungry plight 
For something good are waiting 
And watch the Chic, as there he stands 
And stirs the ladle with his hands, 
And issues various commands 
That need his promulgating. 


In vain obstructives strive to foil 

His plans to make the water boil ; 

Although, no doubt, ’t is double toil 
And likewise double trouble 

(A phrase you may from Shakespeare learn) 

If one’s opposed at every turn, 

When fain to get the tire to burn 
And hear the saucepan bubble. 


The fuel now is quite ablaze, 
The steam floats up and spreads a haze, 
And still more anxious grows the gaze 
Of every would-be feaster ; 
Then, while each wonders what’s his lot, 
Down goes the ladle in the pot, 
And out is fished, all piping hot, 
A new-laid egg for Easter. 


Now this is where the joke comes in— 
A joke we'll own that’s rather thin ; 
For after all the smoke and din, 
The stirring and the toiling, 
This Easter Egg is not to eat, 
It cannot be consumed as meat ; 
"T is but a substitute for heat 
To keep the pot a-boiling. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY, 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
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No, 7.—A VISITOR. 


AIR—* Oh, you little Darling i 


OH, pray step in, Lachesis, ma’an, 
This honour ’s very great, — 
In point of fact, I always am 
So pleased to see my Fate ; 
Besides, of late a thing or two 
You ’ve worked upon and brought to view, 
Which makes it only right that you 
Should be congratulate. 
Ireland still is snarling? that’s quite true ; 
Ireland still is snarling, thanks to you ? 
But you ’ve caused ‘‘ Moonlighters’”’ (just for ence) to rue, 
Shooting one, I’m glad to see, completely through and through. 


Besides, you have arranged, I see, 
To snub the Channel soon, 
Allowing Colonel Burnaby 
To cross it by balloon. 
You ’ve let a Kaiser, too, contrive 
To reach the age of eighty-five, 
And Mr. Baxter to arrive 
The other afternoon. * 
While—harder than a marlingspike aimed true, 
Harder than a marlingspike struck through, — 
Down on Mr. Marriot you ’ve sent his voters, who 
Show that his constituents are—marry !—hot ‘uns too, 


But there are things which, by-the-bye, 
I’ve noticed you permit, 
Of which, I’m bound to tell you, I 
Do not approve a bit ; 
Your prize fight was extremely low 
(And in a chapel too, you know }) ; 
Your Richmond magistrates should go 
And study law till ‘* fit.’”’t 
And it’s quite afar/ing what you do,— 
Horribly aparling how youview | 
Cruel, ghastly murderers, always trying to 
Cheat the waiting gallows of its lawful due. 


Still, on the whole, I do approve 
Your acts with hearty will ; 
I like your new ‘‘ improvement” move 
For Constitution Hill, 
Your Building Exhibition deem 
A good use of your pow'rs, 
And cheerfully applaud your scheme 
To shorten barmaids’ hours. 
Every little barlingt I go to, — 
Every little barling which I view 
Makes me wildly wonder how they struggle through 
All the hours they have to serve and things to do. 


* “Mr. Baxter, M.P,, has arrived from India, and will resume his Parliamentary 
duties."—Dazly Paper. 

+ See sentence (fine 15. !) in proved case of violent assault, Block 7. Hoey, 

+ Barina, s. a little bar.—Unpublished Dictionary. 











A Trying Task, 


‘*Do us something on the Boat Race,” said the Editor of ‘‘ Fun,” 
** A lay that’s really novel, in a style that’s not been done; 

Go, spin out half a ‘col.’ of verse upon aquatic lore, 

In a vein that Boat Race bardlets have not touched upon before.” 


So I sought the Muse (they told me she was e’er the poet’s friend), 
And respectfully I asked her if assistance she would lend : 
**Pray excuse me, miss,” I stammered, ‘‘ but your aid I would implore; 


Then she handed me a packet, when I'd waited for a time, 


I thanked her, and fled homewards, o’er her “tins” prepared to pore— 
To compose a Boat Race ballad such as ne’er was seen before. 


‘* Youth and prowess, pluck and muscle,” thus did I my lay begin, 
‘* Both the ’Varsities are showing—J’ve no doubt the best will win ; 
Thousands crowded on the tow-path will applaud them as of yore——' 
Then our Editor said grimly, ‘‘ Hum! I’ve heard all that before,” 


I shook the ‘‘ wheezes” up again; again began to write : 
Said I, ‘‘ The River Derby is a grand and glorious sight ! 
Now for Oxford, now for Cambridge, folks are cheering on the shore——~” 
‘* Here, dry up!” exclaimed our Editor, ‘‘all that’s been said before.” 


** Better luck next time,” I muttered ; ‘‘ yes, Ill have another try,” 

‘* Blue,” I wrote, ‘‘is all around us—blue the flags, and blue the sky ; 

Ladies’ light and dark blue costumes we can gaze upon galore.” 

ve methought, ‘*I’m getting something that has not been said 
before.’’) 


‘* Blue,” I wrote, ‘‘ will be our noses if the day be cold and wet, 

And ‘blue’d’ will be the money of one half of those who bet, 

And blue will be the visage of each loser when it's o'er.” 

(‘‘ Zhat,” I said, ‘‘is sure to fetch them; ‘hat has not been penned 
before.”’) 


But that Editor said cruelly, ‘‘ This lay I must refuse ; 

To our millions of subscribers ’t would be sure to give the ‘‘ blues,” 
And then he summoned myrmidons to throw me from the door, 
And raised his foot~—but then I fled—I’d felt that boot before, 


~-e« 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Epiror or “ Fun,” 
Last Wednesday. 

S1R,—I was not at the L. A. C, First Summer Meeting on Saturday, 
but I know a many as were. It was fine, there were heaps of ae > 
and ‘* Kecord”’ was hopelessly beaten all over the shop, seemingly, It’s 
high time Record retired into private life: the way he’s been knocked 
into a cocked hat lately shows he is as ‘‘stale’’ as he can ever hope to 
be. W. G. George, in the Seven Mile Handicap, and W. P. Phillips, 
in the Hundred and Twenty Yards, were his successful opponents. 
About a month ago I promised to give you another of that illustrative 
young man’s sporting sketches ‘‘ next week ;”’ well, here it is :— 











SpoatTiaG SxeTcues No. 2.—IlmportTant Save or Fast-Goinc Trorrers. 


There now, I’m a man of my word, you see, and nothing but it, except 
yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—Look out for my next. 


Have you any Boat Race ‘ wheezes’ that have not been used before?” 


Saying, ‘‘Go, and sort these over, boil them down, and serve with rhyme.” 
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OPEN TO DOUBT. 


* No defence was offered in a case heard at Brighton yesterday, where two builders 
were found to have erected houses with mortar made of loam instead of lime, but ooly 
an appeal for mercy on the ground of the loss which the accused would sustain in 
having to pull down the houses they had built. Probably in consideration of this the 


magistrates fined them only £5 apiece."—Daily /'a/er. 


How very 
very hard 
that men 
Who’ve 

built some 
houses that 
wae stand 
Untila t 
of wind, 
and then 
Will crush 
their _in- 
mates out 
of hand 
(One really 
feels that 
such mis- 
haps 
Deserve a 
special 
martyr’s 
crown), 

| Must pull 

~ their sweet 


4 "0 ! destruction 
x Hil /{)) traps, — 
Ty 


Yes! abso- 
lutely full 
them down! 

Oh, is not Mercy in the land? 

Why doth she not arise and say, 
‘*No! let these good men’s houses 

stand, 

Ye shall not tear their gains away! 
Oh, rather let the houses crush 

A family—a crowd—a town 
Than cause these men to lose a rush,— 
Ye shall not pull their houses down!” 





































But wait a bit—we may be out 

In what the writer would convey ; 
That paragraph admits of doubt, 

And might be read another way : 
Perhaps (we may have failed to spot 

His meaning, like a brainless clown) 
The writer meant that they were zof 

Condemned to pull their houses down ? 


“co 





Ilo! Magistrates (whose hands we kiss), 
Ho! Bold Surveyor, Man of Might, 
Perhaps you 'd better look to this, 
In case our second guess be right. 
Death's strong enough to ply his trade 
Without our helping his renown ; 
He needs no artificial aid, — 
Tust make them pull those houses down ! 





| : — = 

Bar's a Verti-go! 
Here, at last, is a balm for those—(bearing the family name of 
| Legion)--who have suffered from the peculiar discriminating qualities 
of the police in matters of drunkenness. Those who have undergone 
stripes (bad-conduct ones, at any rate) and imprisonments to atone for 
the crime of epilepsy, heart disease, fainting-fits, and so forth, may now 
look up and chuckle ! 

A sub-constable has been fined / 3 for being in a state of intoxication. 
We ourselves do not know what a sub-constable is; but he is palpably 
a constable who is under something, and the authorities evidently con- 
sidered that something to be the influence of drink. The sub-constable, 
however, objected—just as you or we might do, you know, if picked up 
from a doorstep 4y a sub-constable—to this view of his indisposition, 
and brought medical evidence to prove that he had been suffering from 
| ear-vertigo. So, whenever in the future we may happen to be picked 
| up again, we fervently hope that it may be by this identical sub-con- 
stable, who will remember his own wrongs, and give us the benefit of 

the doubt. 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS, 


Tue Lords are fast developing revolutionary tendencies. After 
Easter they are going to commence their sittings at a quarter-past four, 
instead of at five, as hitherto, in order that the younger among them 
may sometimes get a chance of airing their eloquence before the House 
rises and goes home to its tea. If these younger ones only embrace 
the opportunity thus offered, it is quite possible that some of the elder 
Peers may yet live to regret the change. 

Mr. Ritchie wanted the Commons . — a ae Committee to 
inquire into the question of foreign tariffs; but as hi ge seemed 
to oat an imputation on the august principles of Free Trade, he failed, 


as he Ritchiely deserved to do, 
Some persons having an objection to admitting the evidence of 


analysts nominated by the Government in Crown prosecutions, the 
Home Secretary intends to get the Colleges of Surgeons and Physicians 
to yearly appoint a couple of experts to conduct all analyses in cases of 
suspected poisoning. Then any caviller could be told,—‘* Zxert-o 
crede.” 

Mr. Fawcett—blessings on his unfrosty pow !—says he will give us a 
Parcels Post, by which parcels of seven pounds weight may be posted 
for a shilling, and will be delivered with the letters anywhere in the 
kingdom. But he says nothing about introducing also a parcels post- 
man, who will certainly require a quantum of electric energy to be stored 
somewhere about him if he is to carry many of these parcels at one and 
the same time. 

Mr. Sexton created a distinct diversion by urging that the imprisoned 
Members for Cork, Tipperary, and Roscommon—to wit, Messrs, 
Parnell, Dillon, and O’Kelly—should be released from Kilmainham on 
parole for the purpose of coming to London and voting against the 
cléture. This artless suggestion was not agreed to by the Ministry, al- 
though Mr. Warton tried to smooth the way by proposing that three 
Irish Members then at large might be held as hostages for the three 
released on parole. It is, however, worth the Government’s while to 
consider whether they might not occasionally benefit the progress of 
business by swapping suspects with their obstructive friends in town. 

After this Sexton’s Diversion, the House appropriately appointed a 
Select Committee on Mortuary and Burial Fees. 

Sing, O Muse, of the mighty battle that was fought out on the night 
of March the 30th, when the most puissant knights, Sir Stafford and 
Sir Gladstone, met in deadly combat upon the floor of St. Stephen’s, 
and when—— But, on second thoughts, O Muse, do nothing of the 
sort, as the subject does not readily lend itself to poetry. All you need 
say is that 

Poor Mr. Marriot 
Left in a chariot 


on finding, to his annoyance, that his Amendment against the establish- 
ment of the C/éture—after a long-drawn-out debate that had for weeks 
shown no signs of closure at all—was defeated by 318 to 279 votes; 
which meant a feather in the Premier’s cap, and a maiority of 39 in his 


pocket. 














Teetotally Wrong. 


Dr. RICHARDSON in advocating total abstinence, at Bournemouth, 
said the strongest animal in the island was Jumbo, and he was a 
teetotaler, while the keenest and shrewdest man on the Continent of 
America was Barnum, who had been a total abstainer from his birth. 
This line of argument was hardly happy, to our thinking, since it 
scarcely follows that what will suit an elephant will suit a human being, 
without the Doctor thinks we are all drufes ; and if teetotalism makes a 
man like Barnum, teetotalers must necessarily be a set of Aumbucs, 





IN a paragraph appropriately headed ‘‘ Property in the Scriptures,” 
a contemporary mentions a dispute which arose some time ago in Japan, 
from the American Bible Society claiming an exclusive right in the 
Japanese version of the New Testament. This sort of thing may be all 
right, and admirably in keeping with the ways of trade, but somehow it 
is peculiar reading. As we should like to know the extent of our own 
liabilities in the event of anybody at any time laying claim to ‘‘ an ex- 
clusive right in the English version of the New Testament,” we should 
be glad if somebody would inform us whether the ‘‘ right” extends to 
a royalty on all good effects arising from perusal of the book named. 

How much per cent., for instance, shall we have to pay for exercising 
the virtue of charity? Shall we paya fixed annual sum on our income? 
or shall we be charged a royalty on each individual act? Then there 
come the further questions—‘‘ Will the charity which we practise be 
really and legally the property of the particular Bible Society (or who- 
ever it may be who holds the ‘‘right”’), to be returned to them even- 
tually? Will it be transferable, or shall we be liable to an action at law 
for disposing of it in case of our backsliding into our original state? 
However, we suppose it will lie with the owner of the “‘ right” to prove 
where we got our virtues from ; and so we are to some extent reassured. 


— 
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THE KITCHEN ON THE COURT. 


SELINER ANN, I cannot serve 

The dinner up, I feel that down, — 
These newspapers do so unnerve 

A party as respecks the Crown, 
I feels it like new boots that pinch, 
tg It hurts me like a burning brand, 
é They ’ve not yet measured to an inch 

The spot where Leopold ’s to stand. 


ae 











And, dear Seliner, can you sleep 
Or baste the mutton when awake, 
Not knowing whether they ’re to keep 
Sufficient maids to brew and bake ? 
Myself, 1’aven’t slept a wink 
Since hearing that they ’re still in doubt, 
Whether they ’ll use the Royal sink, 
Or put the Royal washing out. 


You ’aven’t heard, Seliner Ann, | 
Perhaps—that would explain your calm, — 
They don’t know to which bridal fan— 
Jest think of it !—to give the palm. 
The wires are working day and night, 
And some says white, and some says blue ; 
But if they don’t decide on white, 
Seliner, I ‘ll get married too ! 


In palaces seem always wrong : 
Her Majesty, by special trains, 

Gets plans for mending ’em yards long. | 
But oh, Seliner, don’t it tax 
One’s patience only to suppose, 
Scents less sweet than Oppoppynax 

Might desecrate the Royal nose ! 


| 

} 

. . 

And oh! the drains,—you know the drains | 
| 


And there ’s the parlour rug to choose 
(No wonder the pore Queen feels queer) ; 
There ’s friends to ask, or to refuse, 
And Raddycals presumes to jeer ! 
No, no, Seliner Ann, the Crown ’s 
As safe as any crown could be, 
While Court news even more than gowns 
Interests sich as you and me, 





“TRISH RENTs.’’—Those in the clothing of Erin’s poor. 
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SPORT AND THE DRAMA. 


Jones. —‘*‘ Good RACE THE OTHER DAY, WASN’T IT?” 
Old Brown (very deaf).—‘* EX?—I BEG YOUR PARDON,” 
rca Jones. —‘** FINE PERFORMANCE OXFORD AND——” 
Old Brown.—‘* AH !—YES, YES, I DESSAY; BUT I—I NEVER GO TO 
Music HALLs.” 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A LITTLE ALLEGORY. 


MR. BRITTY SHILES. Whata confounded noise there is in my garden ! 
Why, there ’sa cur got through the fence, and he’s routing out my fowls, 
and chasing my cat about, and destroying my flowers. Here! Hi! be 
off, will yer? Shish! 

MASTER CoE LuMBIA (looking over the fence). Here, Mr. Britty Shiles, 
it ’s rather cool of you to shish my father’s dog off your premises. Perhaps 
you re not aware that he’s my father’s property, and under his protection. 
I’m not going to have him frightened by anybody. 

Mr. Bb. S. Why, the cur used to belong to me at one time, but he ran 
away because I wouldn’t allow him the privilege of eating off my plate 
and flying at my throat at the same time. Your father’s welcome to him 
if you want him, but perhaps, as he ¢s under your control, you ’ll be good 
enough to keep him out of my garden? 

MASTER C, L, Oh, he isn’t under our control, he’s only under our 
protection. /Ve can’t undertake to keep him out. It’s no business of 
ours to prevent his damaging your property, and it ’s very cool of you 
to make it your business ! 

Mr. B. S. Why, confound it! if that cur hasn’t got in again. There 
he is inciting my fowls to claw each other to death, and setting all my 
against me, and turning everything upside down! I1’Il be hanged 
if I don’t shut him up in the tool-house! (Does so, reluctantly.) 

Mastex C. L. Here, I say, I will ot have our dog locked up! He 
shall fill your garden with blood and feathers if he chooses. I shall 
demand that my father shall extend to him the full protection his alle- 
glance guarantees, « . . 

ation of the Allegory :—‘‘The Mayor and other citizens of 
New York issued a call for a mass meeting in the Cooper Institute, on 
April 3rd, to protest against the arbitrary action of the British Govern- 
ment in imprisoning Irish Americans, and to demand that the United 





States Government shall extend to them the full protection their alle- 
giance guarantees,’’—G/ode, &c. 
7 * + e:... 

Sequel (as we venture to hope) to the litile Allegory :— 

Mk. Britty SHILES (with his ear at the wall). Dearme! How our 
neighbour Mr. Coe Lumbia zs reprimanding his offspring, to be sure ! 
Hark at him—‘‘ Meddlesome young monkey !”—‘‘ Getting me into hot 
water with my neighbours!"" ‘‘ There now ”—(dear me, what a thick 
cane that must be !—whack! whack! whack !)—‘‘ perhaps you ‘ll behave 
your dirty little self in the future!” H’m—well, I’m glad to find our 
neighbour is not quite such an idiot as his son, What's this? 
A note from Mr. Coe Lumbia, expressing regret at his son’s insolence, 
and requesting me to do as I think fit with that cur, 

I will; I’ll just go out and hang him. 


An (H)yder Duck, 


A YOUNG woman named Elizabeth Hyder was recently charged with 
committing bigamy. Mr. Commissioner Kerr kerrsorily remarked that 
she had broken the law. So now they are going to Hyder away for 


fourteen days. 








Raking it Up. 
Some Conservatives would doubtless say that the Premier's oration 
to the schoolboys the other day was a ‘‘ Harrow ”’-ing one. 





the military riot in Galway, says that matters 


A Daily, in describing 
The general 


ot so strained that ‘‘the people of the town had to fly.” 
Peling must indeed have been soar! 





A Stupy ror Bakers.—‘ The rising in the (y)East.” 














FT 10 CoRRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or fay for Contributions. 


in no case wilh thew be seturned unless 


accomganicd by a stamped and directed envelope 
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Elderly Party. —** Work ! 


SOME WOKK AFTER ALL. 


A MIXED POLICY THE BEST. 


YOU WON’T GIT NO WORK DOWN ’ERE: TIMES IS SO ’ARD A HONEST MAN CAN’T GIT A LIVIN’ NOW.’ 
Sharp Youth (who moves with the times),—‘* HONEST, INDEED! THAT DON’T MAKE NO ODDS TO ME}; SO PEERHAPS I SHALL GIT 
We’RE HACCUSTOMED TO MIX IT WHEER I COMES FROM, YER KNOW!” 
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** COMPLAINTS having been repeatedly made by the Anti-Semitic 
gentry to the Russian authorities as to the difficulty experienced in 
procuring from Jewish chemists doses of poison to be administered to 
their co-religionists,”—(this preamble is ours, but long odds are offered 
on its correctness)—‘‘the Jewish apothecaries practising their profession 
in St. Petersburg have just been ordered to dispose of their businesses to 
persons who are not Jews within a year. They may live in the Russian 
capital, but they must not follow their profession” (¢/7s part is from the 
newspapers). There is another way of putting this part in English :— 
** The businesses of the Jewish apothecaries practising in St. Petersburg 
have been confiscated.” As to the passage ‘* They may live,” &.— 
well, as they say in the *‘ Errata,” for the word “‘live”’ substitute ‘‘die.” 
The irritating obstacle is removed now; the *‘ Sale of Poisons Disabilities 
Removal Bill” has, so to speak, been passed. 

And it a man did need a poison now 


(For Anti-Semitic purposes, that 1s to say) 
Here 


(Anywhere in St. Petersburg) 
hives a caiuff wretch would sel! it him. 


A Navuticat Query.—Whether the “ bows” of a wager boat should 
be returned ? 


'] 
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Dealing a Blow. 
Tue Deal Chronicle has been causing much consternation amongst 
local guardians and councilmen. Quite so: a ‘* Deal” Chronicle would 
naturally be able to tackle ‘‘ boards” of all kinds, 





FOOTBALL MATCHES.—Well, no; we think not. Football stands 
quite alone, and does not match with any other modern sport. 
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Besides numerous Lllustrations on Events of the Day, 
THIS WEEK’S 


PICTORIAL WORLD 


CONTAINS A 
DOUBLE-PACE COLOURED PLATE, 
a OE A eM: BD oS Bt WD. 


By J. F. WEEDON. 
SIXPENCE. Post-tree 64d. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








ALLEN & HANBURYS' 


THE Oil for delicate ® PERFECTED” 


Stomachs. Does not 


cause the usual nausea or after-taste. 
LIVER 


See opinions of the entire Medical 





Press. Trade Mark, a Plough, 


Of all Chemists, only in imp. ¢ pts, 
rs. 4.3 ¢ pts. os. 6d,; pts 48 od. ; gts os. 
Allen & Hanburys’, Plough Court, Lom- 
bard Street, London. 
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| CAUTION.—If COCOA 


Cocoa thickens in 


¢ cup, it proves 
additi 


ot 
Starch. 


4 PURE 11! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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NOT SO RICEHTTY! 


Poor Hammersmith Bridge your traveller 
scorns, 
Declaring its days are told ; 
In every way he treads on its corns— 
But, bless you, it’s not so old ! 
Your folks of the day 
Would sweep it away 
(A wanton destruction-freak !) 
They ’re trying to frown 
The edifice down— 
But, bless you, it ’s not so weak ! 


Respectfully begs to declare 


There ’s a limit to what it will bear! 
It laughs at its foes 
Who vainly suppose 
Their victory duly scored, 
Who deal it a blow 
And inwardly crow, 
Believing it’s dad/y floored! 


Who says it succumbs at a premature age ? 
Why, what is the life of man, 
That fleeting, absurdly ephemeral page, 
Compared with its lengthy span ? 
Already it owes 
A debt to its fowes— 
A debt that it Jongs to pay; 
Already it strains 
Its impotent chains— 
Beware! It will break away! 


If Hammersmith Bridge were put on the shelf, 
With hasty, insane dispatch, 
And granting its floor is tinder itself, 
Pray where would you find its match? 
Find others as good— 
That is, if you could, 
In spite of your heartless sneers. 
Supposing the tide 
Should sweep it aside, 
Pray where would you find its peers ? 


It may not be up to a ponderous dray, 
Or the hammer-of-Nasmyth’s dab ; 
But, nevertheless, we may truthfully say 
It will carry a hansom cab, 
(Zater.) On thinking again, 
It might be a strain, 
A cab’s a severish test ; 
But there’s hardly a doubt 
It’s sufficiently stout 
To carry two boys abreast. 


(Zater.) 
On further inquiry—those boys, they say, 
Might give it too harsh a jog; 
It mightn’t be safe if they stopped to play— 
But still, it would bear a dog. 
(Later.) We wouldn’t demur 
At trying the cur, 
But make it a tiny one 
Of terrier kind, 
And thinnish—and mind 
It mustn’t attempt to run! 





An Election Query. 


Mr. A, C. SELLar has announced his in- 
tention of standing for Devonport on the earliest 
opportunity, Devonport, however, wiil doubt- 
less pause before it lays itself open to a charge 
of wishing to undermine the House of Com- 
mons by resolving to add a Sellar to those it 
already possesses. Unless, indeed, it explains 
the Sellar is only meant for the Salt already 
sent to the House from Stafford, 





_ Dramatic CopyriGHT,—That which makes 
it wrong to copy. 








Now Hammersmith Bridge, in answer to such, 


They ’d better not venture to cross it too much— | 
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ATTRACTION. 























Lone Beau.—‘'1 SAY, MY DEAR, CAN YOU GET ME A SHERRY COBLLER 
Bar Belle. —’FRAID NOT, SIR; BUT THERE'S A -BEERY BARBER NEXT DOOR. 








AT a meeting of 














ee 
Well, I’m Sewer! 
the City Commission ot Sewers, it was stated that the regular salary of the 


eee —— — ———- le 


‘citor to the London School Board was £1,500 per annum, with four per cent. commission op 
ail land puochased, making that official’s last year’s income £6,792,—equal to 64d. per head per 
child. At first we wondered why sewers were mentioned, but after this we supposed the drain 


upon the ratepayers has something to do with sewers. 


Why, sewerly, 





Buuny ‘uns! 
IT is the custom in many remote country places, where superstition still holds sway, to keep 


some Good Friday buns for a year, 


diseases. Perhaps they also think they are useful in removing bun-ions. 


troubled with such things, one cannot indulge in a-bun-dance. 


as they suppose them to be then efficacious 
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You see, if one, 
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HERE is a lull 
—a hush, so to 
speak —in the 
theatrical  at- 
mosphere — the 
calm, as it were, 
that precedes a 
storm, This 
week (meaning 
the week in 
which I write 
these lines — 
when they are 
read it will be 
that week, and 
almost forgot- 
ten) —there is 
nothing particu- 
lar to notice; 
but next week! 
What a hand of 
cards thenoticer 
will have to 
choose from, to 

be sure! The 

puzzle will be which to play first, and the speculation will be, ‘‘ How 
many will turn up trumps?” 





Fun To PLray—sut To wuicu Pray? 


I always peruse the front page of the Zra with thorough enjoyment, 
there are such a lot of interesting private addresses to get by heart, and 
it isn’t bad fun to watch Messrs. Irving and Toole’s advertisements 
bobbing up and down at the head of the last column—one at the top 
one weck and the other the next; but there are two ads. in that page 
that do worry me so. One says Miss Jennie Lee is ‘‘a great success as 

|Join America,’”’ when the piece failed there months ago; and the other 
says Miss Mary Korke is ‘‘on tour with Charles Wyndham, Esq.,” and 
she isn't—you Anow she isn’t ; you can see her (and him too) at the Cri- 
terion every night (if you can afford it), or if you can’t see them at 
once, at least you can see them in Fourten Days. 


Boccaccio is to be the next piece at the Comedy—let ’s wish it a thun- 
dering good (Decamer) run, shall we ? 


To the Royal Victoria Coffee Hall seems ‘‘ a long cry,” but then so 
much depends upon where you date from. I have known persons for 
whom getting toa 
theatre in the eT || 7 a 
Strand meant early me ph PTE = 
and elaborate pre- ' \ ‘om 
paration and late ‘AY ty 
and exhausted re- 
turn home; where- 
as, getting to the 
Crystal Palace was 
a mere afternoon’s 
bagatelle and home 
to dinner. 


Any one getting 
to **the Vic.,’’ how- 
ever, on one of 
their Mondays or 
Thursdays (what- 
ever his seat costs him) is sure to be repaid. To-morrow (Thursday) Mr, 
Arthur Sketchley will give his time-honoured and ever-fresh ** Mrs. 
Krown at the Vic.” What years and years ago it seems since I first 
heard it! I can Sketchly believe it. 





A Pacxinc Casgz. 


The Colonel is going—he’s pack-ing up, and he'll soon pack off. 


Our Boys will be revived at the Standard for a month on the First of 
May, with Mr. David James in his original part. Messrs. Douglass, 
like their turbulent namesakes of old, are always trying to raise the 
Standard by some means or other. NESTOR. 


A Ball—a Ball! 


‘*The Fourth Annual Italian Ball, for the Benefit of the French Hospital 
and the Italian Benevolent Society, will be held, under the patronage 
of Baron Heath, Consul-General for Italy, at the Freemasons’ Hall on 
the 19th inst." Proceed to the ball, that the afflicted may benefit by 


the proceeds. 














WHAT A CONSCIENCE! 


In a case at Wolverhampton lately, two of the witnesses refused to take the oath. 
One of them alleged that he was a Baptist, and on being reminded that the religious 
creed of the Baptists was no barrier, he persisted in his objection on private conscientious 
grounds. He was allowed to affirm, but a similar privilege was refused to a second 
witness, who assigned as his reason that one of the magistrates had smiled whilst the 
previous objection was being heard. 


THREE scrupulous citizens task my pen ; 
And they had been summoned as jurymen : 
They toddled along with reluctant gaits, 
To open their views to the mag-is-trates. 


’T was not that they wanted to meanly shirk 
A qualified citizen’s rightful work ; 

Oh, no! they were eager and glad to come 
To the aid of our British Pal-lad-i-um. 


No! genuine scruples or gravest kinds 
Were deeply imbedded in all their minds, 
And sensitive principles made them loth 
To suffer the shock of a reckless oath. 


The names of this scrupulous, thoughtful set, 
Were Mr. Heelghittanex Kewce Yewbett, 
And good Mr. Shirkitbye Artfull Plann, 
And Mr. Gittowtovvit Howyew- Kanne. 


The first of the trio was fain to pause 

Ere taking that perilous oath, because 
The custom of kissing is sadly low, 

In vogue with the vulgar, and apt to grow. 





He felt that the end of the wedge was thin, 
And if he should foolishly once begin 

3y kissing a book, it would end, he knew, 
In kiss-in-the-ring on the green at Kew. 


The second we mentioned could not but think, 
In view of the sayings ‘‘to fase a drink ” 

And ‘‘ taking a sight,” that it must be both 
Improper and flippant to **take”’ an oath, 


The fact was apparent to Number Three 
That, seeing a Briton is always free, 

In spite of his taking the most profound 
And terrible oath, he could not be ded, 


The Judge very carefully weighed, and found 
Their solemn objection had ample ground, 
And begged to express himself pleased to see 
Such sensitive rectitude mark the three. 


He’d even sore gratification when 

He found that the rest of the jurymen 
Discovered they leaned in their inmost mind 
To all of the tenets above defin’d, 


Dismissing them all with « compli-ment, 
He sacked the officials, and blandly sent 
Each prisoner home to his friends and wife, 
And gaily retired into private life. 
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The Bilious Bacchanal. 


DRINK, brother martyrs, a health to your maladies, 
Brim up a glass to your aches and your ills ; 
What a reviver a bibulous ballad is, 
During a penance of mixtures and pills ! 
Who’s for taraxacum ? who for nux veintica? 
Who for decoction of aloes, perchance? 
Let not a pang or two quench your zis comica,— 
Sing, brother cripples ; we cannot well dance. 





When we ’re attacked in the ducts that are biliary, 
When in despair for the doctor we send, 

Laughter can act as his truest auxiliary, 
Mirth and good spirits his case can befriend. 

Chirp yet again, though the twinges may trouble you 
Just in the maddest and best of the strain ; 

Heed not the throe, though in halves it may double you. 
Music will prove a specific for pain. 





Look at the nights and the mornings of jollity, 
Think of the feasts that have ended in zhzs/ 

Meats of a dainty though dangerous quality, 
Wines that no Turk would be willing to miss. 

How can the whispers of caution have any weight 
While at the board your gay minutes you pass? 

How can you lessen one dish by a pennyweight ? 
How by a sip can you limit one glass? 


Is your digestion a customer slippery, 

Scarce to be trusted, in short, for a day? 
Still it is dulce in loco desipere, 

Though for the past in the present you pay. 
Seems not our invalid holiday glorious? 

Greet, brothers all, the relief with a smile; 
Pledge Hepatitis in chorus uproarious 

(Either the Greek or Latin for die). 








“Sum ”-ming up. 
EIGHT million more francs asked by the French Govern- | 
ment to meet military expenses in Tunis. A ‘‘more franc” { 
admission of the blunder made in ever sending an expedition 
there could not be made. Even the Chauvinists are begin- | 
ning to think there is ‘‘sum ”-thing wrong when they see the 
total spent already. 





A HArp SIGHt.—A *‘stern” view, 
































ECONOMY IN THE ARMY. 
(Band Mess cating Eges at Eastertiae.) 


Drummer Boy.—** SAVE YOUR SHELLS, SERGEANT, AND SEND THEM TO 
THE BUTTERMAN TO BE REFILLED,” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL FOLLOWS JUMBO. 
(By SPECIAL ATLANTIC CABLEGRAMS.) 

: Delmonico’s, New York. 

Your brief but unmistakable message, Sir, desiring me to ‘‘ Overtake 
Jumbo as soon as possible, and keep us duly posted as to his move- 
ments,” was put into my hands on the afternoon of the 27th ult, Be- 
oe hour of midnight chimed, my balloon was passing rapidly over 

. Albans, 


able one, of course, and thanks to its aid I found myself, after two days 
of uneventful but most rapid aérial travel, hovering over a large steamver 
in mid-Atlantic, from which there arose a sound at once so plaintive antl 
so ill-tempered, so much, in fact, like the angry wail of a Steam- Hooter 
crossed in love, that I at once brought my glass to bear upon its deck. 

_ Through it I plainly discerned a ponderous packing-caseand a big trunk, 
signs so convincing that I at once opened the valve of my balloon and de- 
scended until I was able to moor myself to the rigging of the said steamer, 
Which was, as I had thought, the bearer of Jumbo and his fortunes. 

My arrival naturally caused some little stir on board, and I noticed 
that, as soon as I stepped upon the deck, several members of the crew, 
Standing in the immediate neighbourhood of Jumbo’s box, turned their 
backs suddenly upon me. As to me, I turned to the captain of the 
Assyrian Monarch, and having introduced myself and told him the latest 
home news, eagerly asked after Jumbo’s welfare. 

The skipper’s reply was reassuring. Jumbo, cut off suddenly rom an 
unlimited bun diet, had taken kindly to his new fare, and had not even 
turned up his trunk latterly at the potato rinds and pieces of fat junk 
offered him by the kindly emigrants. 

' But here is his keeper,” exclaimed the captain, as a well-known 
orm approached, ‘‘he will be able to tell you more about thegreat Jumbo. 

On gaily humming ‘‘ Scott wha hae wi Jumbo fed,” I advanced 
to meet the elephant’s attendant, exclaiming as I grasped his hand, 

Well, Scott, and how goes your charge, eh?”’ 








' 


Having to raise the wind before starting, I took care to raise a fayour- — 


‘‘ Charge?” returned the keeper, bitterly. ‘* Why, there ’s no charge 
now. Every one sees him for nothing, without so much asa thank you.’ 

‘‘T see, I see!” said I, sympathetically, without trying to explain 
further. ‘‘And Jumbo, now, how does he stand the voyage?” 

‘‘He’d be right enough if they’d only leave him alone,” answered 
Scott, angrily; ‘‘now just look at ’em now.” And following his finger 
with my eyes, I noticed the mariners I had previously seen standing 
close te Jumbo’s box, each with a note-book and pencil in his hand. 

‘‘ Why, what are they doing ?” I inquired. 

‘€You may well ask!” exclaimed Scott; ‘‘that’s the way they go on 
night and day, instead of attending to their proper work.” 

‘*Stay,” said I, catching sight of a familiar back-parting, ‘‘are 
you sure they ave able-bodied seamen we see yonder ?” 

‘I’m sure of nothing,” answered the keeper, ‘‘except the whole gang 
of ’em won’t give poor Jumbo a moment’s peace. Look at ‘em now/”’ 
And sure enough the mariners aforesaid had now climbed far enough 
up the ratlines to be able to look down on Jumbo from above. 

In so doing, however, they had necessarily to expose their faces, and 
ore glance, in spite of their elaborate ‘make-up ” with tar and pickled 
oakean, &c., told me all. R——’s expressive and capacious mouth, 
S——’s flashing eyes, and T——’s aquiline nose stood confessed, and I 
knew everything. The five supposititious mariners who had at first tried 


ty avoid notice were newspaper correspondents in disguise | 


It was indeed so, Sir. Each had shipped by special private arrange- 
ment with the skipper, and it was not until they had been at sea two 
days that a general recognition took place. From that hour there was no 
rest for any one of them. Each feared the other would get some advan- 

and thus it was that none of them left Jumbo’s box even to sleep. 

inding Jumbo well and the ground so fully occupied, Sir, I resolved 

not to stay on board, but to take balloon on to New York and there 
await Jumbo’s arrival, of which I tosend you details next week. 

You will be pleased to hear that I have reached my journey’s end in 
safety, and not surprised, I daresay, to learn that the Jumboid fever is 


alseady raging here with great virulence, 
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REMARKABLE NEWS FROM THE ATLANTIC. 




































































Assyrian Monarch menaced by icebergs. Icebergs dissolved and course cleared by a most surprising and novel expedient. 





Unfounded fundering of the ssyrian Monarch! Whole of crew and passengers rescued in a most remarkable way ! 
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of the infuriated mo. er by the offer of a trin! The offer accepted. 





Sea-Serpent rrelly discovered at last Actually interviewed by Our Special Cominissioner, who happened to be eating buns from a bag. Wonderfu pacification 
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THE BASTER HOLIDAYS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


IT’S nice to get a respite 
From daily toil in town, 
To leave the strife of public life 
And rest awhile on down ; 
It’s nice to feel at freedom 
To smoke the gay cheroot, 
To see the trees and sniff the breeze, 
And wear a tourist-suit. 

















It’s also not unpleasant 
To have a donkey-ride,— 
That is, at least, if but the beast | 
Is easy in its stride, | 
And if it likes to gallop 
Directly it may go, 
And if it fain obeys the rein, 
And stops when one says “ Wo! | 
| 


But if the beast is fractious 
And orders will not mind, 
And if it won’t move on in front ! 
And will kick up behind ; | 
When it is such a donkey, 
Undoubtedly it may 
Destroy one’s style, upset one’s bile, 
And spoil one’s holiday. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MOMENT. 


See = 


Es 12, 1882. HUN. 
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No. 8,—AN EXxHORTATION. 


AIR—“‘ Sing to me, Johnnie.” 


Fon (/og.) WELL, John, to fill our weekly fome, 
We look around, and spot 
They’ve put a tablet up in Rome 
About Sir Walter Scott ; 
In Barcelona they ’ve attacked 
And burnt the sentries’ huts, 
And then they ’ve gone about and cracked 
Some Barcelona nuts, 
Sing to us, Johnnie, sing while you may ; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, if you ’re feeling gay ; 
Some say that Ireland is a trifle worse ; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, tip us a verse. 


There’s Peter, the baboon, I’ve seen 
Is now in proper trim, 
To have that tooth removed has been 
A great (ba)-boon to him ; 
But then there’s that Bacchante,—what 
Are you prepared to call 
The goings on of Lord C. Scott 
And eke Commander Hall? 
Sing to us, Johnnie, sing with a zest ; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, with a three bars’ rest ; 
Tyrant commanders make a sulky crew ; 
Sing to us, Tohnnie, sing something new. 





It seems one Burke (suggestive name !) 
| Can calmly kill a dog 
In mode to (doubtless) meet their aim 
Who mercy find a clog: 
About lead-workers papers give 
Accounts to make one sigh; 
It’s sad to think that they, to live, 
Should be compelled to die; but— 
Sing to us, Johnnie, sing while you can; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, like a brave old man; 
Hope for improvements in the by-and-bye; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, pipe not your eye. 


The Easter Holidays are here 
(In fact, they ’re almost past) : 
i think the trade in pipes and beer 
Has seldom been surpast ; 
And people round about I’ve seen, 
| Who ’ve reached enjoyment’s height, 
And some of them have sober been, 
Though most of them were tight; then— 
Sing to us, Jobonie’ when off on the track ; 
Sing to us, Johnnie, when you ’re coming back, 
Playing an accordion (and ‘‘not half bad”); 
Sing to us, Johnnie, and shout like mad. 








_— 


A Nineteenth Century and Contemporary Reiew.—The Volunteer 
One at Easter. 























| or written opinions of our leading dramatic critics, and that all is put 
: down in a spirit of good-nature, with the hope that there will be found 


_ present are not. 

| Co.).—A well-written story of a voyage from India to England and its 
| consequences, which will well repay the reading. ‘' Pore” 
| end, and you will be done with the ‘* doctor.” 


| this month in their contents, and that is saying much, but they “richly” 


through and through. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTror oF “Fun,” 


S1R,—I won't boast about my success over the University Boat Race. 
The man who gives the winner more than a month beforehand (see the 
issue of this magnificent journal for Feb. 22nd) has no need. to boast. 
All he has to do is to take up his money smilingly and (if itis-the right 
time of year) give his invaluable 


TIP FOR THE CITY AND SUBURBAN. 


You all, of course, will choose a horse, 
To mar your fortune or to make it ; 
Now, Wallenstein will sof be mine 
(I do not say you should not take it). 
To back Scobell or Ishmae 
I cannot heartily advise you 
(Though, if you were, I should not dare 
To very sharply criticise you). 





There’s something fleet about Retreat, 
And it may win—as fortunes vary ; 
Small hope I'd plant on Poste Restante, 

But much upon Incendiary. 
Still, as I hope with Fate to cope, 
Or be of adverse Fate the cheater, 
I feel inclined to fix my mind 
On that there disappointing Peter. 


Next week I hope to turn your attention to the Two Thousand, I 
have a really good thing, and I hope to make a good thing of it. By 
the way, who told you to ‘‘keep your eye on Hanlan” ever so long 
before the race? Who? Who but yours, &c., 

P.S.—Who-eray ! TROPHONIUS, 


—— 
ee 











| exhaustive in this respect. It is a bright, merry book, and must of 


NEW LEAVSBS. 


‘*THE Bill of the Play” (99 Shoe Lane). —The title of this charming 
little book reminds us of our early days, when, on approaching the door 
of a theatre where a performance was to take place, we were besieged by 
a troop of tatterdemalions, beseeching us to buy a *‘ bill of the play.” 
‘*A bill of the play, sir? A bill of the play—only one penny!” The 
same roughly printed and ink bescented bill was offered to us émsiade 
the house for twopence. How unlike all this is to the present system, 
with Rimmel’s sweetly perfumed sheet, the mention of which calls us 
back to the tastefully decorated book now before us. ‘“‘A Bill of the 
Play,” the preface tells us, is an illustrated record of things theatrical 
during the past twelve months, although confessedly not by any means 


necessity be highly interesting to all who take pleasure in *‘ things the- 
atrical.” The criticisms, we are told, have been taken from the expressed 


**nothing extenuate nor set down aught in malice.” The editor ho 
the performance will be acceptable; we can recommend it as iheseugl 
good. It is one of the best shilling’s-worths we have met with. 

‘*The Cocks of the Wood,” by F. C. B. (W. B. Whittingham and 
Co.).—This is a *‘ fairy tale” fairly written, avowedly in the interest of 
the political party who would like to be **cocks of the walk,”’ and at 


‘‘The Doctor of the Rungapore,” by Ross Gordon (F. Warne and 


on it to the 
The Century (Scribner’s) and S¢, Nicholas are more than usually rich 


deserve it. 

Macmillan’s is to the full as interesting as ever. 

The Antiguary and The Bibliographer are full of that quality of 
material most gratifying to bibliographers and antiquaries. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, Girl's Own 
Paper, and Friendly Greetings.—The contents of all these journals, both 
literary and pictorial, are, as usual, varied and uniformly good, some 
of them being enriched by coloured frontispieces of great excellence, 

Le Follet.—Full of fashions—ever graceful, ever new. 

The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion is also fraught with information on the 
all-absorbing topic. 

‘* Dramatic Notes, a Year Book of the Stage” (David Bogue).—Is a 
most comprehensive compilation of the year’s doings on the stage. The 
letterpress and the illustrations (with one or two exceptions, which might 





prudently have been omitted) are admirable, 

‘‘The Channel Tunnel; or, land in Danger,” by Nathan 
Hughes (Sampson Low and Co.).—This book is a channel for prese: 
ing the alarmist’s view of the question, carried from side te side 
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AN EASTER HOLLER-DAY. 
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AN FASTER OFFERING. 


(By Reougst.) 


— a oe 


good day to you too! 


a 


to you ; 

Which present we’ve long but re- 
luctantly kept, 

As an article no one would care to 
accept. 


It’s a little assortment of baseness, 
) and spite, 
/ And love of oppression, and hatred 


ff fy of right, 
yO 






sions, and blind 
Distempered revolting distortion of 
mind, 


of mud, 
And butcher-like thirst for the shedding of blood, 
And cowardly lurking in ambush to slay, 
And cur-like adroitness in running away, 


(Just sparingly spiced with the courage to fight 

A child or a woman—when crippled or slight), 
And boldness (invoked by the drinking of drams) 
Sufficient to torture and mutilate lambs. 


These sweets are enclosed in a beautiful case 
That somewhat resembles a figure and face, 
Designed as a compromise mingling the shapes, 
In a masterly style, of a man’s and an ape's, 


No further description, we think, is required : 

The gift must be seen to be fully admired. 

You ‘ll doubtless have guessed—and your guess is correct— 
That this elegant gift is the Irish Suspect. 


We must, in conclusion, sincerely deplore 

The fact that you haven't received it before ;— 
We beg to assure you no agonies wring 

The strings of our heart as we part with the thing ! 


We never conceived, till you gracefully lift 

The veil of your views, that you'd take such a gift ; 
A = ‘ve hidden your sentiments so— 

We wish we had known of ’em ages ago ! 


But—let us remark while we a7¢ on the tack— 
We strong'y oljet to your sending him back 

7o murder and rob—with new energy too— 

A thing you're unpleasanily given to do! 


And, if you'll accept it, no doubt we can find 
Unlimited rubbish of similar kind : 

We're rather unlikely to look very glum 

At sending you a// our superfluous scum ! 


—S eee 
WoORDS THAT BuRN.—The Commentaries of Coke. 





~~ -—< 


We've a nice little present to offer | : , ; ; 
| advertisement hoardings ; or perhaps, like the gentleman in Pasience, he 


| does not care for ‘‘ dirty greens by any means.” 


And meanness, and animal pas- | 


And dirty desire for the throwing | 





refused to allow a suspect to wear (while in his custody) a large green 


HaiL, Mayor of New York! and | 
+ | harp without a crown. The exact reasons for the Governor’s refusal we 


| ample. 


| their labours. As for the Lords, they began their Easter holiday earlier, 





PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 
Mr. HEALY is pained because the wicked Governor of Limerick Gaol | 
necktie, upon which were inscribed the words ‘* Land League,” and a 


do not know; perhaps he dislikes to see wearing apparel turned into 


Mr. Gladstone declined to entertain Mr. A. Arnold’s proposal fora 
Select Committee to inquire into the working of the Ecclesiastical Com- 
mission ; probably he had in his mind a recent legal decision against a 
commission being taken on both sides without the concurrence of the 
principal, 

The Scotch Members seemed to be almost nowhere this Session, for 
after Mr. Duff had moved that effect should be given to the recommen- 
dations contained in the report of the Herring Brand Committee, the 
subject was promptly scotched, if not killed, by there not being enough 
herring mortals present to form a quorum, upon discovery of which fact 
the House was counted out. 

Mr. Forster emphatically approves of the action of Major Traill, R.M., 
who has supplied a loyal Irishman with a revolver to protect himself 
from outrage ; and he hopes that other magistrates will follow his ex- 
The Land Leaguers, on the contrary, object to such measures, 
they consider that ‘‘the Traill of the serpent is over them all.”’ 

The Commons were unable to agree with Mr. Jesse Collings’ sugges- 
tion that grants in aid of Art and Industrial Museums should not be 
confined to London, Edinburgh, and Dublin; but he may console him- 
self by remembering the hackneyed saying, ‘* Ars longa, vita brevis!” 
—the present Parliament will be dead and buried ages before Art is on 
its last legs. 

Mr. Onslow declares that he shall a the bringing over of Cete- 
wayo at the expense of the taxpayers of this country. Meanness itself! 
Do the taxpayers expect to see such a curiosity as Cetewayo for nothing? 

Mr. Mundella has brought in his Educational Estimates, and obtained 
a vote of about two and three-quarter millions—pounds, not ducats— 
which (strange as the statement may appear) do not enter into our 
system of education. 

Mr. Gorst could not go away happy for his holiday until he had | 
heard from Mr. Gladstone what he thought of the state of Ireland ; and 
then several other Members were obliged to let him know what they | 
thought about it; and the nett result not being very cheerful, the learned | 
gentleman will have sufficient material for the preparation of a gloomy 
picture to be exhibited, if the Hanging Committee—or the other Com- 
mittee—permit, when the House of Commons reopens on the 17th inst. 
Meanwhile we wish all the rest may enjoy a pleasant cessation from 





and will end it later, and no fools either ! 





O Tempore! O Morris! 

Mr. WILLIAM Morkis, M.A., has been speaki inst the pecu- | 
liarities of modern dress, and advising reform in the ee of dee. 
He attacked the chimneypot and swallow-tail particularly. If Mr. 


—— berg: oa vo ee he would indeed help to 
e an ** y Paradise””— per though, he would have us 
dress like Morris-dancers. sil ill . 








An ’Arry-stock-racy Joke, | 

EasTeR Monday is not so much a holiday for the humbler classes as | 

one — think, for is it not a favourite ‘‘outing’’ with the ’Arry- | 
stocracy 
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OUR WITS. 


WE have each got to manage a living | = 
In the world, if we’ve none in the Church, | : 

But may wait for society’s givi 
Till we all shall be left in the lurch. 

If our fathers were not ‘‘ born before us,” 
But left us quite penniless, it 's 

Tust as clear as the sun, life will floor us, 
Unless we can live by our wits. 


But the world—that unreasoning body— | 
Will consider it proper and wise 
To look down upon labour as ‘* shoddy,” 
And all ‘* workers”’ to snub and despise. 
With a jaundiced and limited vision, 
Mere brainwork as folly it twits, 
_And will look down with scorn and derision 
On people who live by their wits. 





But how could they get on in the City, 
And how coudd they get on in the ‘‘ West,” 
If they never heard anything witty, 
To give conversation a zest ? 
This old world would be dreary and solemn, — 
All misses and not any hits, 
If there ne’er was a newspaper column 
By one who can live by his wits. 





All those folks who have plenty of money, 
And all those who have got it to make, 

May believe it is fun to be funny, | 
But they make a tremendous mistake. 

’T is hard work that is weary with troubles, 
And envy of fortunate Cits, 

Who get rich by the blowing of bubbles, 
While wit has to live by its wits. 





Wit’s the true Attic salt that preserves us 
From rapidly going to decay ; 

It gives life all its joys, and it nerves us 
To laugh down the dull cares of the day, 

Any man must have surely a ‘‘tile off,” 
If never with laughter he ‘‘ splits,” 

But we never could work e’en a smile off 
Without those who live by their wits. 





FRANCE IN TuNn(k)Is.—Is it? It seems now and then 


as though discord prevailed there. 


























WILLING, BUT UNABLE, 


Gentleman (to Butler). —‘' SCROGGS, WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS— 
NO TABLE LAID, AND PAST THE DINNER-HOUR?” 

Butler.—BkG PARDING, SHIR, ‘AD JUSH ONE GLASH WISHE FRIEND. 
WILL YOU LAY TABLE—(HIC)—TO-DAY, PLEASH, SHIR ?—(HIC)—I 'm— 
(HIC)—WILLING, BUT DRUNK AND INCAPABLE. WARE SHORRY T’ ASK 


YER DO MY WORK. 


I’LL DO IT TO-MOSHER !” 








THH BRADLAUGH CASE JOKE. 


LATEST ITEMS OF INTELLIGENCE, 


Monday.—Mr. Bradlaugh has applied for an interlocutory mandamus 
to show cause why he should pay the £500. Application granted on a 
legal flaw, opposing counsel having had only seven buttons on his waist- 
coat instead of eight. 

Mr. Bradlaugh will therefore not have to pay the fine, and the cause 
of Atheism may be considered to have gained a legal if not moral, &c., &c. 

Tuesday.—The case of Clarke v. Bradlaugh has come before the Court 
as a motion in danco for a habeas corpus injunction to restrain from inter- 
locutory proceedings. Rule granted ona ine in objection in mandamus, 
Opposing counsel having really had eight buttons after all. 
laugh will therefore have to pay the fine, and the cause of Atheism may 
be censidered to have suffered a legal if not a moral, &c. 

Wednesday.—Mr. Bradlaugh has filed a notice of application for dis- 
allowal of proceedings, to show cause on motion for restraining inter- 
locutory mandamus as an interim injunction for appeal. Notice allowed. 
Mr. Bradlaugh will therefore not, &c., and the cause of Atheism may 
be considered to have gained a, &c. 

Thursday.—An application has been made in Clarke v, Bradlaugh 
for leave to appeal on fieri facias of notice in danco ona previous motion 
to restrain interlocutory execution on mandamus to show cause for in- 
terim injunction for costs. Application allowed, Mr. Bradlaugh will 
therefore, &c., and the cause of Atheism, &c. : 

Friday.—Mr. Bradlaugh has prayed for an ex parte motion on appeal 
for adjourned judgment interpleader for ru/e misi to be made absolute on 
part hearing of demurrer fro formd certiorari in camera, Queen's Proctor 
interveni Mr, Bradlaugh will not therefore, &c., and the cause of 
Atheism, &c. 

Saturday.—Application has been filed in Clarke v. Bradlaugh for 








Mr. Brad- | 





interlocutory ex parte injunction on order of application of motion for 
interim adjourned rule as to fiers facias mandamus certiorari nisi in 
banco pro forma order to show cause for restraining on demurrer in 
interpleader warrant im camera. Mr, Bradlaugh will therefore, &c., 
and the cause of Atheism, &c. 

Sunday.—Thank goodness! nothing about it to-day. Perhaps the 
case is fin—— 

Monday,—As before; all over again, with the gibberish rearranged 
a bit to give variety. 

Monday twelvemonth,— Ditto, ditto. 

Mond w centenary.—Ditto, ditto. 

And so forth. 








“‘More than (Wat)kin, and less than Kind!” 

Sir E, WATKIN is pursuing a strange “line” in trying to ‘‘ rail” 
at people who complain of delay in the workmen's trains, te threatens 
to stop these trains altogether. This is the *‘block” system with a 
vengeance. His ‘“‘train” of thought is anything but ‘‘tender;” he 
should be more ‘‘ guard ”’-ed in his remarks, which are anything but the 
‘*ticket,” and certainly not ‘‘fare.” If he is not careful some will call 
him an old ‘' buffer,” and he will, in the long run, suffer a ** signal ” 
deteat. If once the people get on their ‘‘mettles,” they will say he 
‘* shunt ” carry out his threat. Railway business pays him, and Wat-kin 
he wish for more? : 





A Queer ‘“‘ Apple”-cation. 


A DESPONDING Tory organ thinks the ¢/é/ure division ‘‘ has already 
borne the most dismal fruits.” Such an assertion would seem to imply 
that the *‘six pairs” (the only fruit the division has borne, so far as we 
know) were not pears at all, but ‘* Dead Sea apples.” 








@® To Corresponnents.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or paw for Contributions, 
accomspanied by a stantbed and directed 
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PROCESSIONAL FRIEZE OF BANK HOLIDAY VUTARIES. 














amie -~- —_ 














The Slopworker. 


‘* She had boys’ suits, jacket and kniekerbockers, to make up, the price paid being 
‘as. a dozen.” Out of that the workers had to supply thei own cottoa and needles. ° 


— Daily Paper. 
Airn—‘' Silent, O Moyle!” 


S:1LenT, O Toil! are the tears which thou weepest ; 
Sreak not, O heart, ‘neath oppression and woes ! 
Blest be the spirit of patience thou keepest— 
Weary with work, yet afraid to repose. 
When shall thine eyes, their long task ending, 
Rest in peaceful slumber furled ? 
Not till Heaven, its message sending, 
Calls thy spirit from this stormy world, 


Sadly, O Toil ! do we list to thy sighing, 
Life by thy labour fast wearing away ; 

Still, in the shops that sell cheapest we're buying, 
Forgetting ‘Azy flourish upon ¢Ay decay ! 

When will our hearts, these sad facts knowing, 
Feel towards thee a brother's care? 

When will Heaven, some joy bestowing, 

Give thee rest ere thou goest there? 











Tis Greece, but——” 


DouBTi rss we may soon expect ‘A Tribute from Tallow,” by the 

author of a ‘* Garland from Greece,” which last article, by the way, 

must be ra'her a slippery one to wear—especially if one is in the ‘‘ melt 
ing mood 
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eddress, post-tree, “PASTRY AND SWEETS “—A Little lead pencil and neither scratch cor spurt, the points Lewgi 
Werk comtaining Pracical Hints and Original Recipes for rounded byanew process. Sis Prize Medaisawarcded Ass veel 
post free.7 stamps to 


Dry ! 
Onr would suppose that Easter-ly winds prevailed on Easter Mon- | 
day, for ‘‘dry’’-ness seems to be the order of the day, judging from the | 
mount of ‘* heavy wet” the Cockney absorbs. | 





Payn-ful. 

‘* Por Cash Only,” is the title of a new story by the author of ‘‘ Lost | 
Sir Massingberd,”” We have no doubt, however, that it will bring him | 
| much ‘‘ credit,” | 
p 
| To a Blue-Stocking. | 
No, madam, neither light nor dark fades, as you suppose. They both | 
stand any amount of washing (vide their ‘‘tub” practice), and are un- | 
doubtedly ‘‘ fast’ colours. | 
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Besides numerous Illustrations on Events of the Day, 
THIS WEEK'S 


PICTORIAL WORLD 


CONTAINS A 
DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED PLATE, 
GRANDPAPA AT GIRLSTONE CASTLE, 
By B. FAUSTIN., 
SIXPENCE. Post-free 644. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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JAW ! 


|[ so wonder who invented conversation, 

| For he must have been a very clever man: 

| Knowing something about all things in crea- 

u0n=- 

| Who had travelled from Betrsheba to Dan: 

| Could converse in all the languages of Fashion, 

| Not to mention any other sort of speech ; 

And look down with a contemptuous com- 
passion 

Upon any one who would not let him 
‘* preach.” 


There 's a man I often meet about at places, 
One whose ‘‘jawing”’ not a thing can eve: 
balk ; 
And I’m certain that in him I see the traces 
Of descent from that first Father of all 
Talk. 
Conversation means with him a current ever 
Flowing on without an interval or stop ; 
/You can’t get a word in edgeways, and can 
never 
His abominable prosing make him drop. 


Not a subject you can *‘ ventilate” before him 
But he knows much more about it than do 


1 } 


If there ’s anything in nature that could 





| Itis mething that no fellow ever knew. 
At the range of his acquirements we wonder, 
And his universal knowledge makes us fe 
That he knocks us out of time, and gets u 
under : 
An iz-vulnerable Achillean heel ! 


If he had been the twin-brother of old Adam, 

| And had lived from then through ages to 

| this day 

(I suspect it was his talk persuaded ‘* Madam” 
To eat our earthly happiness away !) 

Had he chummed with all the erudite old 


saves-— 
Safes 





Egyptian, Hebrew, Latin, Chinese, Greek— 

IIe might thus have swallowed all the lore of 
ages, . ; 

And have /ove-d himself to do it, so to 


speak, 


It’s a bore to meet a man so universal— 
One who picks you up to only put you 
down; 
You are snubbed as if a ‘‘super” at rehearsal ; 
Ife knows more than any other man in 
town. 
Such a person in a desert should be hidden, 
Or be brought within the pressure of the 
law, 
And whenever in society, be bidden, 
Under penalty, to go—or hold his jaw! 


ad } 
4 


Is there any one can give me information 
Where as wonderful a talker can be found ? 
I’d engage him, though his terms were ruina- 
t10n, 
Were I satisfied this ‘‘jawer” he could 


7. 99 
6 HoOWNd 


Dut, alas! I am extremely apprehensive 


Such another awful talker can’t be got ; 
So I think I will engage hin—though expen- 
sive— 


To keep travelling by rail until he’s shot. 


Aye, aye, Sir! 


THE Parliamentary dissension amongst the 
Liberals, who, on a question of ‘‘ confidence” 
in the Government, say ‘‘ Aye,” is not to be 
wondered at. The curious thing would be to 
find even a couple of ‘* Eyes”’ not divided, and 
most palpably so, even though they do habi- 
tually work together. 
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AT A FANCY DRESS BALL. 








Lady.—‘* WHAT, SEEKING A MOMENT'S eT, MR. SURFACE? FAR FROM THE 
MADDING CROWD, EH?” 

Swell, —** WELL—AH—YAAS ; BUT IT’S VEWEY HARD TO FIND, WHERE EVEWY ONE.’S 
DWESSED SO LOUD.”’ 





Thumbery Proceedings, 

IN China, it seems, instead of photographing prisoners like we do, they take an impression 
of the thieves’ thumbs, the argument being that a face may be altered, but the thumb never 
changes. We don’t quite see this, since the light-fingered gentry invariably make things change 
hands, and they are always doing some /resh nailing. 








Commencing at the End. 


ANOTHER Arctic expedition has been organized, this time by Austria, It started on the 3rd 
instant from Pola. There seems to be something in this, for evidently /0/c sees its way to the 


~lar Seas. 
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R, BUCHANAN 


A claims to have 
Z ‘elevated the 
A] subject” in a- 


AA 
—— 


dapting the late 
Lord Lytton’s 
Paul Clifford 
(underthetitle of 
Lucy Brandon) 
forthe Imperial ; 
the thought 
thereuponarises, 
“My! what 
must it have 
been before?” 
As it stands, the 
play conveys 
the cheery les- 
son that good 
birth, if you can 
only manage to 
deserted in 
infancy, and 
' / ‘ - make someocca- 

; sentimen- 





sional 
tal references to 
es highway robbery, 


‘ nr 
ctet juat 


amma whom you have ne ‘ver secn, fully « 


ai indeed, makesit rather commendable. It also apy ears that it is wise 
ria ye lady to snub all her friends and relations in favour ofa 
tranger. ~ = 


id this there is nothing very remarkable in the play, except that 








yach which, » hile in the distance, is seen to travel (jerkily) 
i it twice as fast as an ess train, C pagar gi mven} ently slowly to 
-robbed by Paul and hi errymen., The dialo ,on the whole, 
te clevated enough for the subject; but th aah the piece is well 
yed, the 
| n wants 
briskness a 
that repeti- 
tion will pro- 
bably give it. 
Mr Odell 
and Mrs. 
hippendale 
| really carry ‘ , 
tt the hon- LP . : 
surs ; the for- 3 ? » ml 
imer makes \ \ | 1 
1 surprising \ s 
quantity of chines! T Tw dicle: T GETS B.A 7. ‘s 
bricks witha 
rather limit- Pur Is TANT Moon at tue O: 
ed supply of 
“a and the latter is very comical in her usual expansive style. Mr, 


. Rignold makes a somewhat robust hero, and Miss Jay is a very 


‘asing if a not very powerful actress. 


Paul Clifford-like idea 

of meum and tuum 
P with regard 
' at the first perform- 


The management, by the way, had imbibed 


to seats 


\ 
} nce; they eem 
rather proud of it 

too, for I they 

; jj -_— ma ke the fact that 

, 4 ‘*seats were booked 

twice over’’ a pro- 


minent feature in 
of their adver- 


tusements! 


one 








aa The Shadow of the 
Sword, another piece 
by Mr. Buchanan, 
was produced at the 
Olympic in the even- 
ing. The scene is 
laid in a count ry so 
blessed as to have the same appearance both in summer and winter 
(see Acts I. and II.), and to be supplied with a fitful and wavering 
luminary, which serves as a moon in winter and asunin summer. In 





HEK Rowa 











this strange land we find Kohan, a full-bodied youth, who ‘‘ don 
to fight 
large professional cane about with him, 2 
nuisance; Mikell Grallon, a wicked 
young man whose name the heroine 
frequently utters with bitter contempt 

(it 2s a queer name); a figure of 
Napoleon I., kindly lent by Madame 


Tussaud, and other persons. 


nd who soon bec an Arfol] 


After ‘‘an interval of some weeks,’ 
according to the programme (and al- 
most according to fact), the curtain 
rose on the third act, and we looked 
on while a plump peasantess, with very 
pink lips, *‘chaffed” a comic peasant 
about the wounds he was going to 
get at the wars, whereat the ground- 
lings (so-called because they ’re mostly 
in the gallery) roared; but the judi- 
cious were grieving away like any- 
thing. A change of scene showed us 
Rohan, who had been drawn for the 
conscription and run away, fast asleep 
in a damp grotto, and, not unnatura lly, 
having a dream. The rest of the 
scene is occupied by the tracking of Kohan by the wi 





sh : . I*r3 } rey 
THE ¢ IT, —LHE LOVERS DI 


1 
cked young 








1t want | 


” at any price; Master Arioll, a schoolmaster who carries a very | 
Mes 




































man, and some soldiers with a waddling second officer. [ohan then 
performs feats of strength, climbs a rope, wrestles with the villain, | 
runs upstairs, leaps ya g chasm of thre e feet is and jumps into sea, of 


1] 7 hict } Wd » hit 


all Of whicn the soidalers are alm put terested S} pectators 


There were more acts, but as the programme announced ‘‘an elapse 
of many months” before the next, and I hadn’t even a dune ge of linen 
tooth-brush with me, I elected to catch my last train. It is scarcely | 
ir, under the circums eng to judge a piece which relies so much on 
its scenery. It clearly has a transpontine smack, but its leading idea 
is good, and I fancy I he ard a felicitious turn or two in ‘tee lialogue. 
It is poorly acted, Miss Kobertha Erskine being the only prominent 
performer with abilities to adequately sustain the position. Miss Ash 
ang a song pleasingly, and there is a lively dance in the second act. 


Ora 
¢ 


se ws 


a great deal of familiar matter in Mr. G. W. Godfrey’s new 
play, Zhe Sarvenu, at the a which is a pleasant variation of the 
theme of New Men and Old Acres, But several of these old friends have 
a new turn given to them, and are e accompanied by many brilliant new- 
comers 3 and the story, t though slight, is interesting and compactly told. 
Mr. Anson, who sustains the principal weight of ‘the piece, has in Mr. 
Ledger, M.P., a part which gives his a bilities full sc: ype, and he presents 
a very complete picture of the large-hearted vulgarian, who finishes up 
by scattering fortunes broadcast like the uncle in the good old farces. 
For the rest, the lovers of Miss Marion Terry and Mr. F orbes Robertson, 
the elderly schemi ing couple of Miss Larkin and Mr. Kemble, and the 
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Tue Court.—THE GENEROUS DEZDS OF 


WOULD HAVE LEDGER 


NOTHING 


Mr. hati WHICH 


TO EXPECT. 


sporting young Church aspirant of Mr. Clayton are perfectly played ; but 


Miss Lottie Venne strikes a false note as Mary Ledger, and—except in 
the quarrel and reconciliation scene with Charlie—gives us a very affected 


The 


Parvenu is a 
NESTOR. 


little a with a large sense of her own humour. 
Cc medy in the rig ht spirit of com iedy. 
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A NEW FREAK, 


WE passed Piccadilly, and lingered in doubt ; 
We felt there was something abnormal about ; 
We felt a sensation, which puzzled us long, 
That something or other was awfully wrong : 





And then by degrees we awoke to the fact 

That the whole of the roadway was down and intact. 
No navvies were having their regular fun— 

And this though the season had duly begun, 


We went away home; but a terrible, deep, 
Unspeakable wonderment robbed us of sleep ; 
We couldn’t attend to our plate or our cup— 
Why wasn’t that roadway, as usual, up? 


Weird wonder coercing us, willing or not, 

We found ourselves straying again to the spot ; 
In hopeless amazement we muttered and stared— 
Why wasn’t that carriage-way being repaired ? 


Then, sniffing the air, inquisitive wise, 

We waked from the torpor of crushing surprise : 
An odour, augmenting by dreadful degrees, 

Was silently borne on the ambient breeze. 


The odour grew strong, with a little to spare ; 
The odour grew stronger than mortal can bear; 


The odour increased, till we couldn’t have said 
If we stood on our heels or our dizzified head. 


At length we perceived, when our senses took shape, 
That the doors of the sewers were widely agape ; 
And, gleefully thronging from every hole, 

Zymotic disorders came out on parole. 


And every subsequent time that we trape 
Down gay Piccadilly, those doors are agape; 
And every subsequent journey that way, 

We meet those zymotic disorders at play. 


We ‘hough? the authorities couldn't resign 
Their regular traffic-impeding design, 
Unless for their solace they meant to invoke 
Some equally notable practical joke. 





So, just for the present, permit us to say, 
If any one’s thinking of walking that way 
We'd beg him desist, in the strongest of terms— 
Unless he’s a taste for diphtheria-germs, 








Calling them over the Coals. 





MAJOR WALLER ASHE is to be madea resident magistrate in Ireland, | 


we see. (ood. 


Ashe should at least be accustomed to sifting things | 


thoroughly, and though nominally a military man, may turn out to have 


a ‘sieve ”-ilian’s sympathies. 








STARTLING DISCLOSURES. 


| FEARFUL consternation has been created in temperance 
circles by the alarming announcement that a French savant 
had discovered alcohol in pure water. On receipt of this 
stupendous intelligence several eminent teetotalers had to be 
carried out in a fainting condition and placed under their 
pumps by their well-meaning but injudicious friends, who 
were, of course, horrified to find that the treatment only aggra- 
vated the symptoms. When this fatal error became appa- 
rent the sufferers were promptly removed, and recourse had 
to the taps of the ale-casks of some sympathizing neighbours ; 
but, though in some desperate cases this seemed a change for | 
the better, the result generally was doubtful. Confusion, 
however, was worse confounded when it presently transpired 
that the same scientist had detected the presence of the noxious 
chemical in the very air breathed as well by Good as Bad 
Templars. A tremendous run upon air-pumps and receivers 
immediately ensued, but up to the moment of our going to 
press the results of these critical experiments had not come 
tohand. We learn, however, that Sir Wilfrid Lawson, Mrs. 
Jane Johnson, and other distinguished abstainers, are making 
arrangements for their future confinement in hermetically- 
sealed cases. On the other hand, a large body of the noble 
temperance army, chiefly recruits, have been going in a 
‘buster ” for ozone and alcoholized water; while numbers of 
neophytes have taken the pledge to abstain piously from | 
agua pura, It is now rumoured that the analytical sage | 
whose investigations have occasioned these disturbances 1s | 
engaged in further researches, and expects shortly to detect | 
the existence of milk in the fluid vended under that name in 

|London. At the same time, his efforts to find a trace of 

'grape-juice in a liquid commonly called ‘734 Port” have 

resulted in signal failure; while he is understood to have deli- 

cately declined the task of testing for an atom of common 

ense in the policy of professed politicians. 








That it should come to this! 

It is stated, dfrofos of the production of The Parvenu at 
‘the Court, that a change has taken place in social sentiment, 
and that aristocratic influence is on the decline. We wonder | 
‘whether this will account for the statement that on Easter 
Monday ‘‘the Duke of Cambridge left London Bridge at | 
eleven o’clock, fully laden with passengers for Rosherville | 
Gardens, Gravesend, Southend, and Sheerness; and the | 
Duke of Connaught followed soon after for Rosherville and 
Gravesend.” We believe in radical reforms, but for the 
Koyal Family to carry passengers to Kosherville, would be 
foins too far. 


THE RUDIMENTS OF LAND SURVEYING.—khKnowing how 


|Mary roods make an acre. 
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ASS-STONE-(W)ISHING. 


SEEN A POUK LAME 


Sunday-School Scholar.—‘* Bo-0-0 ! I've JUST 
DONKEY A-GOIN’ DOWN THIS LANE, AN BOO-O-—— 

Kind-hearted Old Buffer. —‘* WELL, DON'T Cry, MY BOY ; 
THE POOR THING WILL BE TAKEN CARE OF, AND—— ee 

Sunday-School Scholar.—** BO-O! IT ISNT THAT; BUT [—00-0—NE\ ER 
THREW A STONE AT IT, AN’ NOW IT'S OUT O SIGHT. 


I DARESAY 
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FUN. 
A SUBJECT FOR CHARITY. 
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AT WORE AGAIN. 
(Sze Cartoon.) 


HURRY up, hurry up, 

For here’s a bit o’ fun ; 
Flurry up, scurry up, 

And see how it is done! 


Youll scarcely need admonishing 
To view it as astonishing 
That our Professor meets again 


His friends, and does his feats again ; 


Yet, after work so rigorous, 
He still is hale and vigorous, 
And it were sheer temerity 
To question his dexterity. 
Whatever be the article, 

He doesn’t care one particle, 
But poises it as steadily 

And handles it as readily, 
Devoting night and morn to it, 
As if he had been born to it. 


Chuck ’em up, hitch ’em up, 
And catch ’em one by one ; 

Tuck ’em up, pitch ’em up, 

And that is how it’s done! 
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| CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE IMPUNCTURABLE ONE. 
I,—PROLOGUE, 


Mr. FAIRLEIGH PuzzuLp. Don’t know whether you ever heard or 
saw anything to lead you to the belief that our friend Fasterry Vugh 
was insane? I’d always imagined him to be a man of 

Mr. QUITEBEIGH WHILDERD. So had I, y’ know. 
word, after what’s just taken place—— 

Mr. F, P. What, have you heard anyth—— 

Mr. Q. W. Sh’d think I had, rather. The man came to me yesterday 
and said what would I take for my few hundred acres in Ireland. Of 





But, upon my 


the lot for a fiver ; and he paid the money down, and I handed over the 


title-edeeds, and settled the matter. 


Mr. F. P. Why, that’s just what happened in my case. Up comes 


‘He! he!” says I. 





my tenants for his rent than I’d 

Mr. Q. W. No more would I, don’t y’see? Awful set! 
a penny of rent for three years. Why, they shot all my agents up to 
No, 12, and then I couldn’t get another fellow to venture there. Every 


on the off chance that it may hit me. I piously believe I’ve heard ’em 
whistle pretty near me once or twice ! 

Mr. F. P. Ah! my fellows were just the same, only worse. They 
send me an explosive post-card every morning as regular as clockwork ; 
and I’ve trained a Skye terrier of mine to receive it from the postman 
and pop it inthe dusthole. Poor Easterry Vugh’s certain to get picked 
off the moment he gets over there. 

Mr, ©. W. Oh, absolutely certain ! 


II, 


Mr. INTIE WRESTED. Very strange thing about this new Irish land- 
lord—the man who’s been buying up land so extensively all round! 
Won’t have any escort of any kind—goes about just as if he were in 
Regent Street, and his tenants popping at him from behind every wall. 
Funny thing is that they 4z¢ him, too; in fact, the papers say that 
they ’ve got so used to him as a mark that they mever miss him! Seems 
a dit of astretch, doesn’t it ?—those newspaper fellows do sometimes 

Mr. DEEPLEAB SORBED. Oh, it’s all fact, I can assure you. I 
happen to know a tenant of his, and he gave me some bullets that had 
been flattened against the new landlord. By-the-bye, I happen to have 
one in my pocket : there it is—flat as a sixpence. 

Mr. I. W. Oh, well, the man wears armour, of course. 

Mr. D. S. Oh, no, he doesn’t. 
bathing, and he doesn’t mind it an atom—thinks it’s flies!’ They tried 
him with a mitrailleuse and a fourteen-pounder ficld-gun at ten yards, 
and he happened to have his back to ’em, and didn’t notice anything 


Man ’s clearly mad ! 





unusual. It’s mysterious and uncanny—that ’s what it is! 
* + + * * 
III. 


MR. FAIRLEIGH PuzzuLp. I say, I’ve found out at last the secret 
of our friend Easterry Vugh’s impuncturability by bullets. He’s a 
volunteer. He was out with his corps at the Portsmouth Review, and 
| his corps was among those that had the benefit of that excellent instruc- 
tion which the generals gave in the art of standing, in close order, ex- 
posed to an exterminating point-blank fire. That’s the way to inure 
our men to annihilation! Why, Vugh assures me that before that re- 
view he was as susceptible to bullets as anybody—a mere spherical from 
a smooth-bore was sufficient to break any of his limbs, and a conical 
would regularly perforate him at any point. But now! Why, he’s 
sure he must have been riddled all over like a sieve at that review, and 
he’s so hardened to it that—— 

* % * # # 

(Zater.) MR. QUITEBEIGH WHILDERD. By the way, do you see the 
Woolwich authorities have engaged our friend Easterry Vugh as a 
substitute for the armour-plates to practise the Woolwich Infants at ? 








No merely Soup-or-fish-al Arrangement. 


A WEEKLY paper suggests that in case the Brighton Aquarium is 
wound up, that the site be turned into a Spa. But we would suggest a 
lawn tennis court. After so many courses of “fish,” a course of 
“game” would be by no means out of place. Besides, every would-be 
player would then be able, as a matter of ‘‘ course,” to obtain his own 

’ entrée, 





They shoot at him while he’s | 





' 


course I laughed ; naturally thought he was joking, y’ know, don’t y’ see? | 
Not a bit of it though; really wanted to buy. SoI said he should have | 


Vugh and says, says he, ‘‘ What ‘ll yer take for your land in Ireland?” | 
‘* No larks, old feller,” says he, ‘‘I mean busi- | 
‘* Well,” says I, ‘‘suppose we say a new hat for the whole | 


ness. ” 
biling.” ‘‘ Right,” says he; and off we went to the solicitors and com- | 
pleted. Why, bless your soul, I’d no more have dared to ask one of 


Never had | 


time they hear my name mentioned they let fly a bullet towards England | 











DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MoMENT, 
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No. 0.—AUTOIOGRAPHICAL. 


I HAVE an interesting trait 
Although I must agree 
The thing is not in any way 
Peculiar to me, 
When matters serve, I love to wing 
The weapon of my chaff, 
At almost ev’ry blessed thing 
I like to turn the laugh. 
I’m as jolly as a sandboy, as happy as a king, 
When to the bar of ridicule a victim I can bring ; 
Against the vile I wield the lash, the bores all get a ‘* bah!” 
While at the foolish frivoller I laugh ha! ha! 


To me it matters not a pin, | 
Nor do I care a dash, 
But Sarah’s gone and married in 
A sort of lightning-flash ; 
The grain dues’ grant, and grant of land 
For getting Wanstead Park, 
As far as I can understand, 
Are something of a lark. 
As jolly as a sandboy, as happy as a king, 
I feel that I should be if sucha bargain I could wring 
Some five-and-twenty thousand pounds for Wanstead Park, oh, la! 
Nor can you wonder greatly if I laugh ha! ha! 


Then Putney Bridge and Battersea 
Are both to be renewed, 
A state of things that sure to be 
With satisfaction viewed, 
And people using bridges soon 
May then exclaim, ** I’ fegs! 
At last we have a decent pair 
Of bridges for our legs!” 
A gun of eighty tons you'll find at Dover, if you seek, 
To get it in a turret there it took them half a week ; 
Some Scotsin Skye, when pressed forrent, have boldlyanswered “* Na!” 
So p’r’aps you will excuse me if I laugh ha! ha! 


A park at Paddington, it seems, 
Will not delight the town ; 
These things are but Utopian dreams 
Unless you ’’ve *‘ money down.” 
The Queen is now at home again, 
The Duke will marry quick, 
And Jumbo’s safely crossed the main 
And wasn’t even sick. 
I’m jolly as a sandboy, as happy as a king, 
To hear that Jumbo has arrived as well as anything ; 
At Battersea the gents will never do the la-di-da, 
So p’r’aps you will not wonder when I laugh ha! ha! 


- en eee, 





No Pats. 
‘*No Irish need apply,” should be sg at the end of Mr. Gillett’s 
announcements, seeing he has publicly stated his proposal merely 
embraces ‘‘all-Macs.” 
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A CLOWN AND PANTALOONS, 
Man in the Strect.—“ BOX O° LIGHTS, SIR?” 
City Toff.—** Wuy, FELLAH, YOU ’RE DWUNK.”’ 


Man in the Street.—‘' NOT NEAR SO DRUNK AS THEM THERE TROUSERS 


OF YOURN: THEY’RE A SIGHT TIGHTER THAN I AM!” 


Lost Letters. 


| | ‘*‘ BETWEEN YOU AND I AND THE Post,” 


| TusT half a moon to-day since you 
And I by ‘‘ogre” steam were parted! 
You to perform a voyage ‘‘ em screw,” 

7 to my breakfast—broken-hearted. 
But since that day too few, alas! 

My greetings of such dewy hours ; 


iG, ay. | Though looking on my flesh as grass, 





For thee begem’d by teary showers, 
It might in such a dewy sheen 

Be for some other grass mistaken, 
Which had absorbed excess of green 

From often watching morn awaken! 


sut, as the day flies on, the dew 
Uprises in a cloudy cover, 
And so the tears I’ve shed for you, 
Umbrella-like, o’ertop your lover; 
Till his acquaintance think, or say, 
‘*T hope he doesn’t want to borrow; 
He’s quite beneath a cloud to-day; 
I’ll keep out of his way to-morrow!” 


F-yes were not only made to weep 
For absent friends, but also given 
That by their aid true hearts should keep 
Those strings, that else were doubly riven, 
As closely strung in concord true 
As when together love had seen them ; 
So letter-writing folks like you 
And I have but a post between them! 


Board School Chemistry. 


THE son of a man employed at the Bradford Gas Works 
was recently sent home from the Board School by the mis- 
tress because he ‘‘smelt of gas.” Of course the worthy 
woman might have been frightened to enx/ighten him for fear 
of an explosion ; but that could hardly be, as she caused him 
‘*to go off” as it was. To dlow up a boy charged with gas 

| on his person was risky, and we venture to think the lady 
was wanting in the matter of common scents. 


A PORTSMOUTH PARADOX.—That the March past was in 
the present April. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE NAVAL EXHIBITION. 


I pip not leave New York, Sir, until I had quite assured myself of 
Jumbo’s safe settlement in his new home. That point decided, I felt 
sure I was not wanted, and took balloon for the Agricultural Hall direct. 

After a rapid and auspicious voyage, I arrived at Islington just in 
time to go round with the judges in the submarine classes. It seemed 
to be rather depressing work, I thought, and the distinguished savants 
looked so solemn as they sat on the explosive missiles, that I ventured 
to inquire if it were usual for a maker to “*charge” those torpedoes for 
which a customer had paid ready money. 

‘* Certainly,” replied Vice-Admiral Boys, C.B. 

‘*In that case, then,” I retorted, ‘it seems to me that that maker 
tries to get paid twice over.” 

‘* Even so,” said the Vice-Admiral, turning triumphantly to his col- 
leagues; ‘‘ that is a fact surely which adds to his “‘ credit.’”’ 

**Ah!” I exclaimed, joining in the general chuckle ; ‘‘ Boys will be 
Boys, you see !”’ and with that the laugh again went round. 

‘*And this is a mine, is it?” I asked, as we stepped over a gigantic 
iron box of safe-like appearance, 

‘* Yes, that is a mine!” rejoined Vice-Admiral Hood, C.B. 

**Then I'll send a Pickford’s van for it to-morrow, gentlemen,” said 
I, ‘* if you'll please have it ready.” 

‘*What does the man mean?” cried Sir E. J. Reed, K.C.B., who 
was standing by. 

** Simply that I have always understood that what is mine is my own,” 
I emphatically answered, ‘‘and that being so, I thought of seeing what 
it would fetch for old iron.” 

On this, Sir, the judges had to turn away, and begin to weigh the 
anchors in Class 17, to hide their mirth, whilst I stopped the energetic 
Secretary, Mr. Samson Barnet, Jun., to ask if he would ‘‘box” the com- 

esin Class 22, after the recent scandal at St. Andrew's Chapel. 

The Lighthouse Class was replete, so far as it went; but, light as some 
of the exhibited houses were, there was a model of a “lighter” in the 


‘* Barge and Derrick”’ department, which I think would have carried 
off the prize if I had had the adjudication of it. Iam sorry to say that the 
barmaid failed to see the point of my asking her to give me my sausage 
roll on an armour-*‘ plate; ” but she was pleased to be more genial when 
I desired her to give me a saucerful of ‘‘ salt junk”’-et. 

I did not receive sufficient encouragement, though, to inquire whether 
‘* Weevil communications corrupted good biscuits ;” but I made a note 
of this query for my next nautical opportunity. 

I was much struck with Messrs, Clarke & Standfield’s ship-raising 
apparatus, which, I was told by an old salt, with a merry twinkle in his 
only eye, raises them from the very shell. (N.B,—I believe it will raise 
boats in a similar way, if you once get it in the ‘‘ hatch ”-way.) 

This same apparatus had a contrivance, I noted, for ‘‘drilling and 
making attachments,” which acts in the most wonderful way. ‘Thus it 
will drill a hole or a half-squadron of horse-marines with equal facility, 
and make more genuine attachments in a day than the editor of the 
Matrimonial Gasette and an energetic sherift’s officer combined can in a 
twelvemonth. 

The ‘‘ Model” department is perhaps after all the most perfect, for 
it contains a model of everything, from a three-decker to a privateer. 
The last was too much for me, I admit, and seeing Sir J. Commerel, 
V.C., K.C.B., going by, I exclaimed, ‘‘ What ever next, Admiral ? 


| They have actually modelled the ‘ private-tear !’” 


** Well, and why not ?” said the veteran, 

**Oh, I’m not complaining,” I returned, ‘‘I merely think that before 
nL the ‘ private-tear’ they might have given us the ‘ public sob,’ 
that ’s all.” 

**I should hope it was all!” reparteed Sir John; and, disheartened by 
his tone, I hurried away without waiting for the verdict of the jury- 
rudder, or even showing the committee my ‘‘diver’s”’-ified talent by 
making a big ‘‘C ” on the floor of the hall, and dashing under it coram 


_ populo—with a piece of white chalk. Still, Sir, on the whole I can- 


not but approve the show, which contains more exhibits likely to *‘ go 
down” than any I have visited of late years, 
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THE GENTLE CRAFT. 
“THE CONTEMPLATIVE MAN'S RECREATION.” 








THE 


OnE looks to beggars as to kings 
For certain biassed views of things, 
Engendered by the—low or high— 
Position that they occupy. 


Admitting this by Nature’s Law 
A fundamental moral flaw 
Impossible to cast aside, 

It may, at least, be modified. 


The biassed mind will oft descry 
The justice of THE REASON Wuy, 
(A factor hitherto disdained) 
When this is patiently explained. 


Such bias, as we ’re much afraid, 
Perturbs the mind of retail trade; 
While fancied injuries oppress 
And nurture gall and bitterness. 


The Retail Party glumly scans 

With jealous eye, the Wholesale Man’s 
Impunity in cases where 

Himself would have a fine to bear, 


Now here the man has not espied 
That Privileges coincide 

With merit in degree, and so 
Increase in strictest ratio. 


The Wholesale Party does not grace 
This dignified and lofty place, 

By any chance of luck or birth, 

But sterling and consistent worth, 


Now let us calmly view the course 
Of growing Merit from its source, 
And then admit, as reason must, 
That whatsoever Is, is just :— 





HEXTEHRNAL FITNESS OF THINGS. 


(Being a few words of solace to Our Discontented Grocer.) 


Its primal essay Trade designs 
Upon the strictest retail lines ; 
John Smith (our type) you first shall meet 
Retailing matches in the street. 


The said John Smith, when trading thus, 
Though having Merit’s nucle-us 

(A thing which trading guarantees), 

Yet lacks its visible degrees, 


And may—though lacking moral flaw— 
Become chastisable by law, 

And undergo enforced retreat 

For just extsting in the street. 


Now let us say John Smith shall drop 
The street, and duly rent a shop : 
Now Merit Positive—a fact— 

Has been imparted by the act. 


The Law does not contract its brow 
On catching Smith existing now ; 
To render their relations tense 
Requires some /angible offence. 


For instance, in his present state 
John Smith must not adulterate ; 
A fine ’s a thing he must expect 

Whene’er his scales are incorrect, 


But now John Smith, this type of mine, 
Is ready for the wholesale line, 

Upon his taking up with which, 

His merits reach a lofty pitch. 


Adulteration Acts must bow 
Before his predilections now ; 
The law will blandly contemplate 
His sugar’s being under weight. 


Now, finally, John Smith we'll raise 
To Merit’s very highest phase ; 

We'll call him—if you will allow— 
John Smith, the great contractor, now. 


The law, to smaller traders grim, 

Would no more dream of thwarting /i/ 
In any course to which he’s wed 

Than dream of standing on its head ! 


He makes a contract to supply 

Our troops with stores; and by-and-bye 
Our soldiers’ boots are all in holes 
Because they have brown-paper soles ; 


The hams are made of wood, we ’Il say ; 
They find dead horses in the hay ; 

But all such little freaks as these 

Are “‘ slight irregularifees.” 


The faint “inquiry,” nothing worth, 
Is blandly stifled at its birth ; 

No more the matter ’s touched upon ; 
And then J. S. becomes ‘‘ Sir John.” 


And then ‘‘ the House” his taste attracts ; 
He makes Adulteration Acts 

(Which don’t include within their plan 
The Wholesale or Contracting Man), 


We humbly trust the facts as shown 
Will make our worthy Grocer own, 
Although he gets his sugar light, 
That whatsoever Is, is right. 








THe Tees River.—The Congo. (This 
jokist would tease us by saying he meant Teas, 
He ought to be sent to Bohea-mia,—Eb.) 














all other tobaccos. 


Oh, Law! 


THE Weekly Times has a sensible letter on the block of business in 
Judges’ Chambers; showing that by the system at present prevailing 
the ‘‘law’s delay ” is, if possible, worse than ever, which is anything 
but law-dable. Evidently summons—we should say some one ’s—to 
blame, by the way the writer Punch-es into the Judi-cature Act. But 
fancy the audacity of the W. 7. in thus attacking the law! Why, next 
it will be saying it is full of ‘‘spots and blots.” 


In Herb-e, 


THE Good Templars of England have just passed a resolution con- 
demning ‘‘ juvenile smoking of herbs,” evidently thinking that the nation 
should not allow her(b)boys to puff the weed. Now, weed don’t vote 
for the anti-tobacco movement entirely, but this resolution seems a shag- 
acious one, and we also think that boys ought to ‘*cut” cavendish and 





somewhat of the habits he contracted in it.” 
those habits are sadly in need of mending ; in fact, we often Ce-cil-ly 


ones in him, 


the first one seen in this country. — Matrimonial squabbles, for instance, 
are very frequent domestic exhibitions, alas! | Mr. Howard, in 

the show, referred to the c/éture. 
such exhibitions as we have just named, especially in the case of a shrew 
who pries, meddles, and scolds; and yet c/éture in this case would be 
defying the speaker with a vengeance. There are some pleasing do- 
mestic exhibitions, though; those of love and forbearance in the home, 


in fact, and these deserve ‘‘ honourable mention,” 





In his Habit as he Lives! 


LorD SALISBURY recently remarked that ‘‘he carried out of Parliament 
Hum! we fear some of 





Home My! 
A Domestic Exhibition has just been opened at Luton. This is not 


Too often is the c/é/ure needed in 











—TZhe Fditor does not bind him 





@@® To CorresPonpentTs 


self to achaowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will thev be veturned unless 
mranied by a stamped and directed envelofe 
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“You SEEM TO HAVE A NICE PLACE HERE, TOM.’ 

“WELL—YES—IF If WERE NOT FOR THE coc << 

‘*WHY DON’T YOU OFFER YOUNG FRED A HALFPENNY FOR EVERY TWENTY HE ERINGS YOU DEAD 
‘An! YOU DON’T KNOW THE LOY. WHY, HE WOULD BREED THEM,” 


ee eee em 33> 








‘*‘ Amateur” Professionals. The Tramp (not) Abroad. 


| 
AN United Thespian Cricket Club has been formed, composed of | Ar a Union in Somersetshire, in a parish which lies on the main road 
members of the theatrical profession, and for several reasons we think | from Bath to Bristol, 3,312 tramps were relieved last year. This road 
the club will prosper. For instance, its members are nearly all good | must be literally Aristo//ang with tramps who look in, in a ‘‘casual”’ 
‘* players,’ and most of them accustomed to make a ‘*hit,’’and what is | sort of way; but what a treat for the authorities to have them fresh 
more, have had much e xpe rience in long *fruns.” Again, the field need from Bath! 

never lack an efiective ‘* point,” for any of the actors could make one at | 

a moment's notice. It is true some of the players will get caught out, Waist-ful. 
thanks to their old habit of ‘* playing” to the gallery, but then the -y will | 
| get many exce lent chances of practising ‘* bye "play. In hort, there is 
no sort of ‘* play” that they will not be accustomed t 
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THERE has been a deal of correspondence lately in the cho on ** small 
waists,” tight lacing, &c. But this attack on stays is all in vain, of corset 
is. The smart ‘hz \ifpenny” turns its attention sometimes to large wastes 
¥ ; a —those of the City Companies, for instance. But we would as soon 

wyheiaan eit eee ne. expect to see the #cho cause the Corporation to blush, as to have any 

A CAKVENTER in the Royal Navy, named Oxenham, recently lost the | eflect on ladies who believe in slender waists, In fact, all remarks against 
sight of both his eyes, through injuries received in the service, and has | them will only be waist-ed. 
been awarded the muniticent pension * £15 ayear. Seven pounds ten | j iteapiiiedidenbabeninaeien 
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both eyes is, indeed, J/and ju tice. Te is 'evely eyeronical this reward « 
. the ** 8 rvice, and it Is to be hoped, for the credit of the Navy, that SMALL-POX has been stamped out in Australia, we read. But does 
i the case is an cyesolatfed one. not that imply that the stampers-out have rather ‘‘ put their foot in it” ? 
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OUTRAGED 


HONOUR. 


‘* AND SUPPOSIN’ I DID HAIM A HEARWIG OVER THE WALL, AND SUPPOSIN’ IT DID ‘IT YER, WHAT O’ THAT?” 


‘}WHAT O’ THAT? IT AIN’T THE ‘ITTING OF THE HINSECT THAT ’URTS ME. 


” 


It’s THE HINSULT, SIR—THE HINSULT! 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


ALL FOR HIM. 


Mr. TACKSPAIER. Here, I say, confound it! As if we weren’t taxed 
heavily enough already! They’re going to build a chain of forts at 
Dover to defend the mouth of the Channel Tunnel, and they ’re going to 
put a two-and-ninepenny tax on coat-tails to raise the money. It’s—- 
hang it—it’s prepos It ’s——-I won’t stand it! Ill join in a revo- 
lution, if anybody ’ll get it up! 

Mr. HEVVALLY MULKTIDD. Hang it, so’ll 1! Come on; we'll 
march to the Government, and we’ll smash every blessed window in 
their skins, and we’ll 

BoTH (referring to the newspap-). Oh, by the way, though, it’s all 
done to please Sir Edward Watkin. Oh, it’s all right; we shall be 
delighted to pay the extra tax, 

a a + - - 

Mr. Tymiz MuNNIE. Good heavens! I see that the Government 
have decided that the Channel Tunnel has rendered it expedient to in- 
troduce the conscription, and we ’re all to present ourselves for enrolment 
and a month’s drill to-morrow morning. 

Mr. VERRIBIZZIE. You don’t say that! Why, I may as well give up 
my business at once, and go on the parish ! 

Mr. T. M. So may I. Let’s resist this monstrous infringement of 
British lib 

Mr V. And set our faces against this unprecedented curtailment of 
the privileges of an Eng 

Botu. Oh, by the way, it’s to please Sir Edward Watkin. That 
alters the case. We'll go and enrol ourselves most cheerfully, and then 
go gladly to the workhouse. 

















¥ a o ” f 

Mr. WHYFANDE LITTLUNS. By Jingo, the French have got through 
that Tunnel and are marching on us, and 
Mr. Domestig Kartu. And there’s a shell come through my dining- 
room window and smashed all the pier-glasses and 














| 


Mr. W. L. And there’s another fallen through my roof right on to 
the baby and—— 

Mr. D. K. And there’s the bugle to summon us to join our regi- 
ment——— 

Mr. W. L. And here come the enemy down upon us—and there’s 
Brown dropped 

Mr. D. K. And Jones done for—— 

Mr. W. L, And Smith riddled 

Mr. D. K. And Westminster Abbey shelled to atoms 

Mr. W. L. And here’sa bullet through my lungs as clean as a whistle. 
I’m done for 

Mr. D. K. And here’s a bayonet right through my best waistcoat— 
it’s all over with me. And I'll tell you what: it’s a downright rascally 
shame that all this should be brought about by that wicked unnecessary 
hateful Channel Tunnel, and I won’t stand—— 

Mr. W. L. No more will I! 

Boru. Stop! We forget what a good thing the Tunnel was for the 
South Eastern Railwav, and how it pleased Sir Edward Watkin! We 
die cheerfully for Sir Edward and the S.E R. Gi-ive us your han-nd, 
old man—good bye. Bl-less Sir Edward—no doubt he’ll look af-after 
our wi-wives and fam—— 














——— oo 





Too Great a Liberty. 


OVER 100,000 signatures have been obtained to petitions praying for 
the release of the Sergeant Mason who tried to shoot Guiteau. The 
American Executive doubtless feels, however, that it is beyond its power 
to make the sergeant a ‘‘free”-Mason, and that to grant the liberty 
desired would be to take a ‘‘liberty”’ still greater. Application should 
be made to the ‘‘ Mason’’-ic authoritics in the usual way. 





Dress RerorM.—No, thank you, we leave that to the House o: 
. ° ”) 
Lords. They generally give all reform a ‘‘ dressing. 
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BETWEEN YOU AND I AND THE 
**CARRY YOUR JEWELS, SIR? 


POST. 


SAFER THAN THE Post,” 





Springtime, 


As soon as ever Spring comes round I long to be a poet, 
Though, as a rule, my notions are prosaic in their way, 
Yet, when the birds and buds appear, I feel that I must go it, 

And relieve my pent-up feelings in some joyous kind of lay; 
For there’s something in the atmosphere that makes the heart 
feel lighter, 
And helpstorobthethoughts of care and sorrow of theirsting, 
’T is then that I desire to be a smart poetic writer, 
Togivethe worlda warble on the blessings brought by Spring, 


Oh, yes, I annually yearn to try and pen the praises 
Of the blue-eyed benefactor who redecorates the earth: 
I would give off sundry stanzas on the buttercups and daisies, 
And the primrose, and the violet, to which the Spring gives 
birth ; 
I would carol of the cowslip (ornithologists consider 
’Tis the nightingale’s pet flower, e’erto cowslips will itcling), 
And I’d prattle of the pansy, for our praises tis a bidder, 
And I'd hold forthonthe hyacinth, another boon from Spring. 





And the lily of the valley, a delightful little flower, 
I would notice in my numbers, if I poetry could write ; 
And, again, the may or hawthorn (which I’ve heard possesses 
power 
As an antidote to poison) I would mention with delight ; 
I would also draw attention to the lengthy-stemmed clematis, 
The ‘* Traveller’s joy” ’tis called by some who of its beau- 
ties sing ; 
But now I’ve got as far as this, no doubt you ‘Il say Jamz satis, 
You ’ve told us quite sufficient of the flower-gems of Spring. 





Then the sunshine I would sing of, and the fertilizing showers, 
Likewise the new green carpet that is o’er each meadow 
spread, 
And, moreover, I would say a word on Springtime’s soothing 
powers, 
Now our feathered friencs are warbling in the foliage over- 
head; 
And I'’d show, were I a bard, that Spring has lessons worth 
the learning, 
That though at times Woe’s winter comes, the ice of grief 
to bring, 
| All this will quickly vanish when Faith's sunshine is returning, 
And God will give us peace again just as He gives us Spring. 

















What an R.A.! 


Ir is said that over 9,090 pictures have been sent in to the Royal 
Academy this year. ** Be hanged!” says some one; but that is just what 
the majority of them will not be. And many a disappointed one will 
be in a dejected ‘‘frame”’ of mind when some one exclaims, ‘f Well, 
they have not pict-ure picture, then?” And the artist will say, ‘‘ Ar- 
tis(t) too true!’ 


Tulips in the Temple. . 


THE tulips inthe Temple Gardens are very pretty just now. Dickens 
once mentioned two-lips that appeared there, and they were also pretty 
ones, for they belonged to little Ruth Pinch. By the way, might not 
he labial part of the visage of a certain favourite comedian be called 


To le-lips ? 


Biters Bit. 


Tit members of the Bermondsey Vestry were much exercised in 
their minds recently, at having to pay nearly £6 each, the cost of a 
dinner and ball they indulged in at the opening of their new Town 
Hall, as, owing toa motion in ¢ -hancery, it was not allowed to be charged 
on the rates. This taxed them, and made them i-rate. A Mr. Vice 
virtuously gave ad-vice as follows: ** That 12 5S». f{ 


i 


ry cutiery ar 

£5 125. for crockery be struck out of the finance report,” to which 
some one made a fine-ancer. The reverend chairman said he under- 
stood that the Master of the Workhouse always provided tea out of his 
own pocket, as a friend; as though the master were an animated tea- 
caddy! It was a very tea-caddysh remark to make. But, there, as one 
of the members hoped the comic papers would not notice the discussion, 
we refrain. But we should like to have seen the faces of those vestry- 
men when they had to pay—no doubt they felt ‘‘ parting ” was anything 
but a sweet sorrow! 


A FINANCIAL FACT.—That official ‘‘liquid-haters” have a profound 
contempt for everything but ‘‘ dry” facts. 
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TOUCHING HIM ON THE R.A (W). 


/nnocent Young Thing.—‘‘WHAT DO THEY MEAN BY OUT: 
SIDERS AT THE ACADEMY? ARE YOU AN OUTSIDER, MR. 
SMUDGE?” 

Smudge (grimly). —“ YES, A TURNED-OUTSIDER.” 





AnE ‘electric currents” suitable for puddings ? 
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FITTING IT IN.—(A TRADE REVELATION.) 
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‘*Then the customers bring their legs o mutton for us to bake. Very good—we’ll say there's four of ‘em. Very good—we bake the lot; then we place ‘em 
according to size, and shove the lot up one. ‘That is, we give our leg o’ mutton to customer No.1, and No. 1 leg to customer No. 2, and No. 2 leg to customer No. 3, 
- and No, 3 leg to customer No. 4, so that each of 'em has a leg o’ mutton quite eorrect ; and everything »vus¢ shrink ia the baking, including the number o’ potaters.” 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON A TRIAL IN UNOWARIA. 
SAPTE! Music OF > MOMENT. IN the course of my balloon travels, Sir, I found myself lately be- | 
ae rs ae calmed off a strange island, upon which I saw the inhabitants all rushing | 
ee | ee ee . : about in a state of the wildest excitement. Nobody would even stop to | 
a [ TT / HERES ANCTHER TWO - sy er oF a listen to me till I managed to buttonholea portly and benevolent-looking 
| (Tuy. roa PREtuMe: AntuT ‘in, jhghome party who looked something like a Colonial bishop home on a holiday, 


f 


< { | [PRGE UNCLAIMED FROPE 


HAT #20) (°M TO 
ALWAYS ON HAND 


OME INTO 


who in reply to me said, ‘‘ And is it possible you do not know that to- 
day is the trial of the miscreant who discharged a popgun at our gracious 
sovereign, King Pericles I., whom Heaven preserve?” 

‘*Indeed I did not until now,’’ I replied; ‘‘and did the miscreant 
hit his gracious Majesty?” 

‘‘ No,” returned the corpulent one, ‘‘he fortunately missed ; but the | 
pellet cracked a pane of glass in the window of the Butterman by ap- 

intment to the Court, which makes his crime medium-height treason.” 

‘*T don’t quite understand you,”’ said I. 

‘Well, you see,” explained my friend, ‘‘ by the laws of this kingdom | 
of Unowaria, his act does not quite amount to high treason, though it is 
more than low treason, therefore it comes under treasons of medium 
height.” 

‘* Quite so,” I assented ; ‘‘and so I suppose you will dispose of him 
very quickly, eh? Have him before a magistrate and give him six 
months’ hard labour and a flogging, won't you?”’ 

I thought the obese one would have dropped. He positively gasped | 
as he replied, ‘‘ Dispose of him quickly? Why, the trial is convulsing | 
the whole country. You see that noble pile yonder?” 

I assented. 

‘* Well, not having a Court big enough to accommodate twelve judges | 
at once, we have run that up for the trial.” | 
SINCE last I wrote a number of events have taken place; (-vA/zst/e) ‘* But why twelve judges? ” I asked. | 
‘* Because it was the Avzg’s Butterman’s window that was cracked, | 
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TERIOVUS, 


Air.—‘‘/t’s all comprised in this.” 


; 


4 small proportion happening before my very face ; (w/:s¢/e) 

Again the Royal Academy has made its yearly “try,” you see. The miscreant will be prosecuted by a score of our greatest | 
Ayain the disappointed ones exasperated cry, barristers in full-bottomed wigs. And he‘ll be brought up in two special 
‘*We'd like to give the Hanging chaps a oner in the——!” (whistle trains,” went on my informant, ‘‘ guarded by ten thousand horse, foot, | 


and artillery, and fifteen hundred picked police.” 

‘*No, no; that won’t do,” I exclaimed, with a laugh; *‘ you can’t | 
bring one miscreant in two trains, I say!” 
‘* Well, there will be twotrains, at any rate,” said the garrulous one; 
‘*the law prescribes two trains in all cases of medium-height treason.” | 

‘* The law seems to be going it,” I remarked. | 

Just then there was a loud huzzaing, and a white haired man stepped 
out through a frowning gateway, followed by a crowd of applauding 
folks. ‘‘ Ah,’ said my friend, ‘that is Folio, the great publisher ; he | 
has evidently secured the right to publish the miscreant’s prison diary, | 
which was sold this morning by public auction. Listen! Oh, d’you | 
hear? he has given the prisoner ten thousand pounds for it.” | 
‘* Hullo!” LI exclaimed, as first one and then another house was | 
| blown into the air at the bottom of the street. ‘‘Is the city under- | 


We’re getting highly civilized, I've noticed people say ; (wAzst/e) 
Jur delicate refinement is increasing ev'ry day ; (w4zs¢/z) 

[ s' pose those belt-marauders are a product of the same, 

And /, who'd like to catch them at their pretty little game 

And soak them in petroleum, and set them ina ! (wzstle) 





[n England—O my country !—what unnumbered blessings lurk; (zw/is¢/e) 

cut some of us do sutier from a scarcity of work 3 (wAzséde) 

Chere’s work abroad, which some would seek; for such, with thoughtful 
nous, 

They ve opened a subscription list within the Mansion House, 

And if you don’t subscribe you ’ve not the spirit of a ! (whistle) 
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My jewels are unlimited, as you’re aware, no doubt; (wA/st/e) 

ut, on the whole, I think Id just as soon have done without; (w/zs¢/e) 
I’m certain to be sending them by post some fatal day, 

In France, or Hatton Garden, or Brazil suppose we say, 

And every one in charge of them will look the other 


mined?” 
‘*Oh, it’s all right,” returned my genial gossip; ‘‘they are clearing | 

away the houses round the scene of the outrage in order to search for | 

the pellet, which has not yet been found.” 
‘* But does it matter so much ?’’ I inquired. | 
‘* Certainly ; in cases of treason it must be found,” said my friend. 
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(whistle) 


poe 


4 

we 
ii 
: 
ih 














To be a Russian Emperor must be extremely nice! (zwAzs¢/e) 
[f only Russian Emperors would act on my advice. (wAzst/e) 
I'd have no mined cathedrals and no Nihilistic plot ; 

[’d circumvent my subjects by collecting ail the lot 

And blandly but decidedly consigning them to—— (cwArst/e) 





Of course, ’t was very jolly to be Roderick Maclean; (wAztst/e) 
And be arraigned for shooting at Her Majesty the Queen; (wArst/e) 


Po face a pair of judges and four lawyers with their ‘say!’ 
Ve couldnt get such favours if we begged for them all day; 
One privilege remains to us, however, we may (zvArstle) 





The Legislature ’s met again—I quite supposed it would; (zwA/s/le) 
And gests the pertinent inquiry, ‘‘ What ’s the good?” (w4A/ 
lhe talk goes on for ever, and they seldom make a law; 

[t seems to me that they ’d remove a very patent flaw, 

If when they hold their meetings they would only hold their —— (:wAist/e) | 


tle) 


this $suy’ 


The public prints have recently been kicking up a din (wAsst/e) 
About a set of offices for finding next-of-kin. (wAzst/e) | 
The hope of getting money is a hope that never cools, 

And knaves can often make a show with office desks and stools; 
But people who believe in them are just a pack of —— (w4és¢/e) 


Of course you know Prince Leopold is going to be wed ; (:wAzs¢/e) 
About the preparations we 've assiduously read. (wAést/e) 

And now it’s only left to us to wish the couple joy, 

And trust that well and wisely all their future they ‘ll employ, 
And introduce in course of time a chubby little (whistle), 








————— 





A SOLITARY SHOW.—The Loan Exhibition at Brussels. 


My friend was beginning again to tell me about the excursion trains | 
which were being run for the trial, when I heard a cheer, and the next 
moment saw a genial-looking gentleman coming along in a glass coach. , 
‘* Long live King Pericles!” cried the people, and then, as his Majesty | 
passed us, I heard four, five, six, and even more distinct pops, as of | 
pellets suddenly propelled from popguns. 

I looked at my friend for an explanation. 

‘* Yes, that’s the way they do it,” he said with a shake of his head. | 
‘* Seventeen yesterday and nine more to-day already. There won't be} 
room for them all in the gaols at this rate. The average last week was 
ten por diem,” 

‘* What ! ten miscreants do you mean?” I inquired. | 

‘* Precisely; there hasn’t been a popgun to be bought for love or | 
money, and every pane in the King’s Butterman’s shop has been cracked 
twice over since the new Court of Justice was run up for the first mis- 
creant’s trial and the names of the twelve presiding judges were pub- 
lished.” 

‘** You don’t seem to be managing the matter very cleverly, do you?” | 

! 
| 








I asked. 

‘* Thank Heaven, cleverness has nothing to do with such things in| 
this country,” returned my friend. ‘‘ Ve act according to strict pre- | 
cedent, come what may!” 

Five minutes later, Sir, I was sailing off in my balloon, glad to leave | 
so idiotic an island, and happy to think that in old England we are not 
as silly as they are in Unowaria! +J¥e never allow precedent to over- | 
power better judgment, Oh, no, sir, of course not, either in State | 
trials or in anything else! | 
| 








i 
MoTTo FOR A FINANCIER.—‘‘A loan! I did it.” | 
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AN EPITHALAMIUM, 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE clang of wedding bells is in the air— 
Hail, Happy Pair! 
Thus Mr. FUN doth greet with loyal pride 
The royal bridegroom and the royal bride ; 
Nor may this nuptial ode be sung in vain, 
Though he cries Haz/ to those who ne’er can reign / 
Swells and o’erflows his manly breast 
With wishes of the best, 
Which scarce can be exprest 
With fitting warmth, although his Muse is supple— 
Hail, Happy Couple! 
But lest his words should partly fail 
To mark the fervour of his ‘‘ Hail,” 
And do the honour that he fain would do— 
Hail, Happy Two! 
He hath invested with artistic charms 
A brand-new version of the Royal Arms 
Where Royal Heads alone the field adorn, 
The which a lion and a unicorn 
Of somewhat strange sort 
Cheerfully support 
(Let’s throw in a long line here, as the last were a syllable or so short). 
And now no more can FUN do for the present— 
Or rather, for the wedding gift, 
Until the tax-collector swift 
Calls, when he’ll put his hand in his pocket and try to look pleasant, 
Subscribing to the dowry with good grace,— 
Hail, Happy Brace! 
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THE ROY TEDDING PROPOSED COAT 
| THE ROYAL WEDDING. \ 

| End y the Story —“ THEN THE LION AND THE UNICORN syoOK HANDS, AND AGREED TO ALLOW THEM A N 
| CARE THAT HE NEVER TUMBLED OVER ANY MORE STOOLS, OR 
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COAT OF ARMS FOR THE HAPPY PAIR. 


soe ne 2 ee AN MARRIED AND LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER, AND SHE TOOK 
STOOLS, OR SLIPPED ON ANY MORE PIECES OF ORANGE-PEEL | 
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AT OF ARMS FOR THE HAPPY PAIR. 


A NICE LITTLE INCOME. AND THEY MARRIED AND LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER, AND SHE TOOK 
, OR SLIPPED ON ANY MORE PIECES OF ORANGE-PEEL.” F "* 
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THE COMPREHENSIVE QUARTERN. 


Fun wakes and speaks :— 


IT only shows you what mistakes 
Your learned antiquary makes 

When digging up the household gods 
Of prehistoric periods / 


The ‘‘It,” I may as well explain, 

Has reference, Matilda Jane, 

To this uncomfortable dream 

From which I’m waking with a scream, 


It seemed to my befettered sense 
That ages, ages, ages hence 

Some learned men unearthed, elate, 
A quartern loaf of present date. 


They then explored, divined, and read 
The inner being of the bread, 
Its latent mysteries; and lo! 
They found imbedded in the dough :— 


The mangled remnants of a hat— 

The body of a tabby cat— 

A plug of strong tobacco—swarms 
Of weird and sable beetle forms— 


Some winkle-shells—some rodents’ tails— 
Some parings of assorted nails— 

A brush and comb—some flies—some worms— 
And fifty fine zymotic germs. 


‘¢ This find,” they argued, ‘‘throws some light 
Upon a quaint funereal rite ; 

The objects cherished by the dead 

Were buried with them, wrapped in bread.’ 


Well now, Matilda, I maintain, 
Supposing such a custom reign, 
The fact has never come anear 
To my contemporary ear. 


I’ve never seen “‘ the living” pet 
Black-beetles, to my knowledge, yet, 
Nor mention, in endearing terms 

Of friendliness, zymotic germs ; 


And yet, you know, I somehow seem 

To think there ’s something 77 that dream, 
A warning shadowment, perchance, 

Of some impending circumstance. 


Ho! Bring the morning’s paper ; let 
Me strive by reading to forget 

This haunting sense of things amiss, 
And—Yow! Matilda! Waatis THIS? 


Look, look! My starting eyeball sees :— 
** Report... Anspector. . . Bakerees:” 
See! See! My frighted vision spies :— 
‘* Inspiction . . « London Bakeriis!” 


Why, Jane—that dream !—it was indeed— 
Support—support me while I read! 

It did foreshadow—I was right ; 

Look, here it is in black and white! 


Go, an ye would not dare my ire, 
Consume yon journal in the fire ; 
And be the cheering breakfast spread 
To drive these horrors from my head. 


Come, loaf—what horror! Help me scream— 
It is the Quartern of the Dream ! 

Look! with one cut from side to side 

I’ve set its horrors gaping wide : 


I see the fragments of a hat ! 

I see the stiffened tabby cat! 

The shag—the beetles, shell, and tails ! 
The brush and comb—the flies—the nails 


And yonder floating horror—see 
It isa GERM~—it makes for ME! 





I dodge around the chairs in vain— 
Ha! Keep it off, Matilda Jane! 
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And when—oh! horror that appals, 
I shake ye off !—the baker calls— 
The baker, mark—Matilda, say 
That nothing is required to-day. 





——- aD 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF ‘' Fun,” 








S1r,—Of course! My selection scratched again! The malignant 
envy of my success by owners knows no bounds. Of course Peter would 
have won the City and Suburban had he remained in—I said so; but 
how could he do it when he wasn’¢ left in, eh? Very well, then, 


here’s a 
Tip FOR THE Two THOUSAND. 


I’d stake rather more than a farden 
Supposing my coppers would run to it, 
On the chance of the beautiful Marden, 
Supposing that nothing was done to it. 
I cant say I feel very loven’— 
I certainly mig4t, though, if put to it— 
Concerning the chance of Dutch Oven, 
Though a leg never had better foot to it. 


Executor maybe could take it 
Against an inferior cattle field ; 
No plaint against Gerald I make it, 
There’s something in favour of Battlefield ; 
But if you would have for your face, boys, 
Instead of a scowling a grinning one, 
Why, make a big purse on this race, boys, 
For Pursebearer ’s surely the winning one. 


At least, I think so, but I wouldn’t advise anybody to make too suse, 
Accept the warning from Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—I have a good thing for something or other,—send copious re- 


mittances, 








Hardman-ners. 

















Mr. HARDMAN, Chairman of the Surrey Quarter Sessions, and | 
Recorder of Kingston-on-Thames, has given it as his opinion that Mr. | 
Gladstone is ‘*one of the most inveterate humbugs that ever lived.” | 
Mr. Hardman would seem to be a soft-man, to judge by his silly | 
language. Perhaps, though, after Lord Selborne’s gentle reproof, Mr. 


H. will be Surrey for his rashness. 





What Boots it? 


Two evening papers have just published articles complaining of the 
iniury done to the female foot by the very high-heeled boots at present 
in vogue. This foolish fashion, we regret to say, is not sole-ly confined 
to the ‘‘ upper,” or welt-to-do classes. 
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and it is now as good an all-round 
one for the icular kind of work 
it will have to undertake as need 
be desired. Night Birds, by Messrs. 
Gordon and Mackay, is exactly the 
kind of piece for its audience, who 
watch with breathless interest the un- 
folding of its many varied and thrill- 
ing incidents, These crowd upon 
each other with almost bewildering 
rapidity, and consist of all sorts of 
crime, levelled by all sorts of bad 
people against all sorts of good people 
—the latter being satisfactorily tri- 
umphant in the end. The dialogue, 
though for the most part of the 
‘*direct ’ order, contains several 


‘* good things.” 


Mr. W. P. Day plays the inevi- 
table cold-blooded villain with a self- 
contained force which is very effec- 
tive. Mr. Gordon is a very droll 
and characteristic ’Arry: he has caught the points of the particular 
type of City clerk to the life. Mr. D. Evans, as the wronged Samson 
Glynne, is unintentionally funny, posing as a sort of comical death’s- 
head-at-the-feast in the scene at ’Arry’s ‘ouse ; this is not altogether his 
fault, however. Miss Marguerita de Wyndale (exactly half the letters 
of the alphabet in that name), who is rapidly improving, appears as a 
young lord with a small waist and a large hat. Miss Marie Lindon fully 


’ R, GORDON has considerably strength- 
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ened his company at the Philharmonic, 
a> I 


; 
; 
jis 





Hi ty 
ii 






Wh 
2 
Vv 


Tue Puitnarmonic— THe Licuts 
o' LONDON, INCLUDING THE VERY 
** Licut FANTASTIC.” 





— ~ 
or™. 


( Leon x. 
: ia 


55 








Tug Rovatty.—Tue Pair-rentat Pair. 


sustains her reputation in a rather colourless part, and Miss Emily 
Nicholls is a sprightly Jemima Chubb. 


The burlesque which completes the programme, Delights of London, 
by Messrs. Wallis Mackay, Horace Lennard, and G. L. Gordon (I 


think I have all the names), would be none the worse for a little method 
in its madness. 


For those who have 
seen the piece upon 
which it is a skit it 
is full of fun (there 
is something ex- 
tremely comical in 
making Jarvis ar- 
range the whole 
thing), but there is 
nothing for those 
who have not. It 
deals largely in the 
worn-out subject of 
** Aisthetics,”” that 
caricature of a carie 
cature of which au- 
diences must be heartily sick. Miss Lindon shines brilliantly as Harold, 





Tue Roya.tty.— TRUNK AND DisoRDERLY. 





her dancing, in particular, exhibiting refined elegance and finish. Mr. | 


Percy Everard makes a capital Jarvis, and Misses Nicholls and De 
Wyndale appear vocally to great advantage. 











THe ALHAMBRA.—BiJoU—WHAT ON (H)ZARTH——! 


Sindbad, at the Royalty, is already a marked success. It is perfectly 
incoherent as a story, and might as well (better, in fact) have any other 
title you like to mention as the one it 
possesses ; but it is briskly written, has ——— — aie 
some capital music, and is played bya =— 5 enna 
rattling good company. The names of 
Miss Fannie Leslie and Mr, Harry 
Nicholls call up visions of sprightliness 
and comicality, obviating the necessity 
for further remark; but Mr. Fred 
Newham is a new-comer, who exhibits 
wonderful agility as a dancer, and 
plays with a sort of rasping humour 
which is rather taking; Miss Haidee 
Kingsley is pleasantly and demurely 
funny, and dances with neatness and 
grace—in fact, the dancing is the strong 
point of the piece. There is something 
about ** A‘sthetics’’ in zs burlesque. 
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Not Registered, which precedes the 
burlesque, is an inferior piece, the 
motives of the principal characters 
placing them quite beyond sympathy, 
and the dialogue maintaining a com- 
monplace level for the most part. It 
has one merit, however—there is no 
** Asthetics” in it. Mr. Everill plays 
the old man with his usual completeness, and Mr. Mansfield makes 
a good deal of a small bit of character. Miss Evelyn, one of our 
promising young actresses, 
looks too intelligent for the 
idiot heroine—but who could 
help doing so? 


HARRY 
MONKHOUSE IN HIS NEW DIVING 
Dress. 


THE ALHAMBRA. — Mr. 


Babi. and Bijou, Mr. Dion 
Boucicault’s practical joke with 
which the stage was regene- 
rated some nine years since, 
as revived at the Alhambra, is 
a feast for the eye and ear, if 
not for the understanding. A 
wide field of music has been 
laid under contribution, and is 
done full justice to by a num- 
ber of really excellent vocalists, 
with Miss Constance Loseby 
at theirhead. The dresses and 
appointments are truly won- 
derful : a scene of greater bril- 
liance than the assembly of 
the Amazons, in the last act, 
cannot be readily conceived : 
itis a harsh kind of brilliance, 
it is true, making one yearn 
for blue spectacles, and is much less to my taste than the delicate and 
tasteful costumes of the Ballet of the Seasons, with its roses and pansies, 





THe ALHAMBRA.—Two WINTER-RESTING 
FIGURES. 
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and (above all) its pure white winter group ; 
but it is undoubtedly dazzling, ‘‘ A:sthetics” 
is touched upon in this piece. 





Mr. J. W. Boulding’s Kingmaker, produced 
at the Adelphi the other morning, proves that 
gentleman possessed of the true dramatic in- 
stinct, especially on that most difficult of points 
—the bringing of the acts to an effective finish. 
Mr. E. H. Brooke looked and played Warwick 
well, though he had a good deal too much to 
say of a not very profound nature, and Miss 
Ellen Meyrick coped with a difficult part not un- 
successfully, Mrs. Waters Ford spoke her one 
scene with noticeable truth. With copious cuts 
and a somewhat stronger cast I shall expect a 
good success for the Kingmaker when pro- 
duced, as it was announced to be, at night. 





When the approaching French plays have 
departed fron the Gaiety, a new ‘‘ burlesque- 
drama,” called Little Robinson Crusoe, by Mr. 
Robert Reece, will appear upon the scene. 
Let us all look forward to the pleasure of 
scene it, 





And don’t forget Mr. Sims’ Romany Rye at 
the Princess’s; in point of fact, mind your 
Rye. NESTOR. 


A Real Baa-lamb-ity. 


TWENTY-THREE lambs have been killed by a 
a mad dog at Stourbridge. This is, in all 


Eines! Vr isl ——— 
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reality, a most ‘‘lamb ”-entable fact, the worst 
of it being that the carcases under the circum- 
stances will not answer that ‘‘lamb-mint-table” 
end to which young lambs, as a rule, are 
adapted. 





BEFORE he ‘‘sends in” you'll observe it’s the case, 


The painter is smiling all over his face ; ; 
But when he’s informed that the work is *‘ turned out, 
”T will alter his style of expression, no doubt. 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


ON Monday the 17th inst. the Members of the House of Commons 

had their first sitting after the Easter recess. By this we do not mean 
to infer that the unfortunate gentlemen had not sat down at all during 
their brief holiday, although some of them had certainly been on their 
legs a good deal in the provinces, 
_ In Committee on the Army (Annual) Bill—which annual, by the way, 
Is not a magazine, although it smacks of gunpowder—Mr. Childers de- 
clined to accept a clause moved by Mr. Sexton for the purpose of rendering 
more clear and definite the liability of the soldier for the maintenance of 
his wife and children, If the soldier does not already understand this 
liability, he should be trained to sing ‘* The Vicar of Bray,” when he 
could scarcely fail to get into his thick head— 


** But this is law, that I'll maintain.” 


Mr. Gladstone was Gorsted on the subject of the release of Cetewayo; 
but the Premier was unable to give any positive assurance about that dis- 
tinguished captive, because, in fact, nothing is positive about him, except 
that he is not occupying his native throne at present. Whatever may be 
their decision as to his ultimate disposal, we devoutly trust that the 
Government will not abandon the idea of bringing him over to England; 
because society would be in tears were it to be robbed of its promised 
lion, and (as we have before now hinted) he really might put us up toa 
useful trick or two for squelching Mr. Biggar and other persons of the 
Same sort. 

We should like to wax funny about Sir W. Harcourt’s answer to Mr. 
D. Hartland’s question, asserting that the powers given by an existing 
Act of Parliament were adequate, if rightly put in force, to enable the 
Metropolitan Board of Works to insist upon proper securities being taken 
against fires in theatres; but the matter is really past a joke. Let the 
M. B. of W. wake up! 

Sir H. Drummond came down like a Wolff on the Papal fold—or, to 

put it more plainly, Sir H. D. Wolff persisted in declaring, in spite of 
ministerial denials, that Mr. Errington was a secret and accredited agent 
of the British Government to the Vatican ; so Mr. Gladstone attempted 
to disabuse once again his fanciful mind, at the same time exposing his 
Erring-ton, 
_ The Poor Law Guardians (Ireland) Bill has been read a second time, 
its chief object being to substitute the ballot for the voting-paper ; not 
that this is likely to effect any great change, as, even under the present 
System, the election of an Irish Poor Law Guardian seems to be very 
much of a ballottery. 





The House has also passed the second reading of a Bill which pro- 
vides for the payment of the absolutely necessary expenses of Parlia- 
mentary elections out of the rates, a plan which —so far as future candi. 
datures are concerned—appears likely to result in an influx of second- 


rates. 








NEW LEAVES. 


‘London Water Supply Report,” &c., by W. Crookes, W. Odling, 
and C, M. Tidy.—Those who like the study of water statistics can 
supply themselves from this ‘‘ report,” for a ‘‘ Tidy” report it is ; but it 
i atery subject. 
= ah and Small-Pox,” by ony ss H ae acts and 
figures against vaccination, which are, to say the least, infectious, _ 

ar The’ Pastanenties Chronicle” (W. J. Johnson).—A handy little 
record of proceedings in both Houses— where, whether ‘‘meant”’ or 
not, there is often far too much “‘ parley. ’ me 

The Day of Rest.—Whatever may be said in favour of its literature 
this month, it cannot be said of the illustrations that they are good ; but 
they serve the good purpose of showing how much better they might be 

o be. 

ame Tie, Arctic Regions,” extracted from 7he Polar World, by Dr. G. 
Hartwig (Longmans, Green, and Co ). Sunbeam Series. —Sunbeams 
are scarce in Ze Polar World, but ‘*The Arctic Regions” is an excellent 
extract. The author evidently knows all about it,—and so may others 
ing. Har! twig? 

MY tea W. pl il a Memoir,” by Richard H. Stoddard (F, 
Warne and Co.). This will be welcome to all admirers of the loved and 
lost poet, and who are not? Only those who have not read his works, 

‘‘ Homes and Farms in America,” by Geo. H. Everett, M. D, (Charles 
Dickie). This ought to be in the hands of all intending emigrants, as 
it contains a vast amount of moa roger pal ° those about to 

farms where they intend to make their homes. 
ars Foal for Little Singers,” Second Edition, composed by Fen 
King Lewis (Hodder and Stoughton).—The second prep we 
charming book ought to be as welcome as the first to all who have 0 
guidance of ‘‘little singers.” The melodies are sweet and simple, the 


words tender and touching. down Polka,” by D. Hull (J. P. Hull).— 


‘ ide- - 


don’t like it one way, tryt ( 
ten te anata down } if you don’t like the parts singly, perhaps you ‘ll 


like the ‘* Hull ’—double or upside down, it is ingenious and clever. 


In no case will thev be veturned unless 
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INTO 


Madder Brown,—‘* WELL, 

Flake White. —‘*' OH, JUS1 
AWAY.” 

Madder Brown,—‘' OH, LET ’S SEE. 

Flake White. —‘‘ HERE, IN MY HAT.” 


MY OLD LUCK—DOUBTFUL; 


WHERE IS IT?’ 


AND THEN REJECTED FOR WANT OF 



































THE HAT. 
WHAT LUCK HAVE YOU HAD AT THE ACADEMY?” 


SPACE. JUST BEEN TO FETCH IT 








“Not to-day, Baker.” 


THE inquiries now being instituted with regard to the way in which | 
our bread is made have not been begun before they were éneaded, If | 
there is one article of consumption more than another that ought to be 
kept pure it is the staff of life, and we would put our Wheat O! upon 
any attempt to make out that flour and filth go well together. When 
it is shown that bakehouses and pigstyes have been reg: arded as syno- 
nymous terms it was only right they should be denounced in anything 
but floury language. While such a state of things existed it is not sur- 
prising that there were so many #/-dread people about, 





Jam Satis. 


A NUMBER of people in Salop narrowly escaped death from poison- 
ing the other day. They had eaten some jam which contained a 
very deleterious compound. We should imagine that in future, when 
asked to take jam, they will answer ‘‘no Jam-ais.”’ 





Bi AND Buy !—Might not marine store-dealers, plumbers, black- 
smiths, &c., be called buy-metal-lists ? 


SIXPENCE. Post-free 64d. 
THE MARRIAGE NUMBER 


OF THE 
PICTORIAL WORLD 
CONTAINING 
A DOUBLE-PAGE COLOURED PLATE, 

PORTRAITS OF 
H.R.H. PRINCE LEOPOLD 


AND 


H.R H. PRINCESS HELENA OF WALDECK, 


Together with numerous IIlustrations bearing on the 
ROYAL MARRIAGE, 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC. 











DOME BLACK 


LEAD. | 


BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST!! 


Por eg of Gold Medal Por ee 


Sold by Grocers and Oilmen everywhere. 


E, JAMES 3 SONS, sour maxcxs, PLYMOUTH, rounded by anew process. Six Prize Mi 
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\Sheaee : 


CAUTION.—If COCOA 
Cocoa thickens in 
the addition ot ESSENCE. 
‘| Starch. 


PURE iu SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! | 
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A TRY ON FOR A DRINK. 


Mrs. O Flannigan.—‘' SHURE NOW, BIDDY—(/ic)—THEY ’RE THE FOINEST TWINSH OI ’VE SEEN THESE TWINTY YEARSH, DARLINT.” 

Biddy.—‘* BUT 1T’S NOT TWINS AT ALL AT ALL, Mrs, O’FLANNIGAN—ONY ONE.” 

Mrs. O Flannigan,—‘‘JIST GIVE ME A DRAP O’ THE CRAYTHUR, BIDDY DARLINT, AN’ MAYHAP OI’ULL BE SEEIN’ THREE TWINSH 
THIN; AN’ IF I DO, BEDAD! OI’ULL APPALE TO THE QUEEAN, AND SEND IN MY AFFERDAVISH—(4ic)—AN’ YOU’LL HAVE THREE 
GOULDEN GUINEAS SINT YE IN THE TWINKLIN’ OV A PIG’S WHISPER, BEGORRA!” 














CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


INSATIABLE COLUMBIA. 


Mr. Latey STITEMS. Upon my word, the Americans are resolved 
not to leave us anything. As soon as ever they see us with anything 
extra nice, they cry for it—and, by Jove, they generally get it too! 
That ’s ‘where all our British blessings go—across the Atlantic. Have 
you seen that they want us to give ’em ? 

Mr. WRITEBEIGH HyNnpbg. Oh, dear, yes—the Irish suspects, you 
mean, What the dooce shall we do without ’em? It’s confoundedly 

reed 
. Mr. L. S. Irish suspects! Why, that’s ages ago: no, what I’m 
speaking about is—— 

Mr. W. H. Oh!—ah!—yes, ot course—Mr. Bradlaugh! Oh, yes; 
I saw he said a committee had been formed in Philadelphia, which had 
asked him to come over and give a course of lectures, and offered to 
advance two thousand pounds to save him from—— 

Mr. L. S. Bradlaugh—pooh! T7hat’s weeks ago too, No, what 
I’m referring to is 

Mr. W. H. Ah, yes! so it is—Maclean. Howdull Iam! Why, 
y know, we shall miss him awfully! Such a loss to the na—— 

Mr. L. S. But it zs#’¢ Maclean I’m talking about ; it ’s—— 

Mr. W. H. No, of course not; it’s the Thames Embankment 
roughs—ought to have known it, But we can’t possibly let ’em go, can 
we? Why, the place will be so dull, so—— 

Mr. L. S. But I don’t happen to mean the roughs either. What I 
allude to is—— 

Mr. W. H. Is the Channel Tunnel, to be sure. Oh, yes, I have 
heard they want a subway from St. Petersburg to the prairies, so that the 
Russians can throw a force among ’em without warning, and pillage the 
United States. 




















But what shall we do without our profitless, unneces- | @ door Milton. 


sary, useless, absurd, risky, shareholders’ Tunnel? Why, it would never 
do to let ’em have—— 

Mr. L. S. But you’re on the wront scent again. It’s Ramsgate 
Sands /’m talking about. The Committee of the New York Cotton 
Exchange have requested President Arthur to instruct Mr. Lowell to 
demand the cession of Ramsgate Sands for the use of the Committee in 
experiments as to the maximum weight of sand they can contrive to 
cram into cotton bales by Natural Atmospheric Causes. They give us 
their word we shall have it all back 7a Liverpool—at current cotton 
prices, 





CURT COMMENTS. 

IT is a crying shame that the Lord Mayor’s appeal for funds for 
enabling two hundred families of the unemployed to emigrate should not 
be forthcoming. At the Mansion House meeting on Tuesday, the 25th ult., 
he stated that £6,000 was required, and only £109 had been subscribed. 
If it were a case of foreign distress ten times that sum would flow in. 
Unhappily, there is nothing sentimental nor sensational in English 
misery. Will the wealthy kindly éake the hint and kindly give the 
amount wanted ? 

A Select Committee o: the House of Commons passed a Bill autho- 
rizing the formation of a company for the construction of an electric 
railway from Charing Cross to Waterloo, After this, ‘‘to go ahead 
like steam”’ will be a very mild kind of locomotion; that expression 
will, like everything else, give way to ‘‘the force of circumstances,” 
which now is electricity. 

A correspondent of the Zimes points out that the house in York 
Street, Westminster, in which Milton wrote the greater part of ** Para- 
dise Lost,” is pulled down, and suggests that the South Kensington 
Museum should purchase what is still left—the front door. It does not 
say much tor the poetical spirit of the age, when no one is found to 
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FLOATS AND FLIES 
j Aig: = WONDER what 
o sort of a recep- 

{ ie tion London As- 


surance would 
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a, i, adh ye ee have now-a- 
ot 4~ 1 a Ne VIVE / daysif produced 
a OW, «for the _ first 


time? If its 
improbabilities 
and general 
‘“‘unreality” 
didn’t cause the 
management to 
advertise a glo- 
rious success, 


(arr nm 
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add two more 
rows of stalls, 
and withdraw 
it in a week, I 
venture to assert 
that the prun- 
: ing-knife would 
= =% pay an early 


THe VaupgeviL_ige.~-A MaeppLkE NOLODY DESIKE visit to a= ot 
those hold- 





what not, with their ‘*’tis idigenous’s,” ‘‘ boundless ecstacies,” &e., &c, 
It is more than probable, however, that the strong characterization of 
the piece would carry it through: in that respect it is remarkably com- 
plete ; there is not a part in it (with the exception of Harkaway’s ser- 
vant) but what gives the performer ‘‘ a chance.” 


Cast and played as it has been at the Vaudeville on the last two 
Saturday mornings 
(and is to be on 
the 33th), it has 
every advantage, 
Mr, W. Farren’s 
delightful and fin- 
ished performance ; 
of Sir Harcourt is at 
familiar to play- 
goers, as is Mr. 
Thorne’s rkily 
comic Meddle, Mr. 
Henry Neville’s rol- 
licking Dazzle, and 
Mr. Righton’sstolid 
Dolly spanker ; add 


to these a first-rate 
Charles by Mr. |. G, Grahame, a quietly complete Cool by Mr. Crau- 





Tue VAUDBVILLF.—ARMING BEFORE THE Frivy. 


Phillips, and a very pleasing Grace by Miss Alma Murray, and what 
more do you want? —— 





Well, you want a right merry and 





mischievous Lady Gay, and you have 
her in the person of Miss Ada Caven- 
dish, who plays the part for the first 
time, and plays it ‘‘excellent well.” 
Miss Cavendish baulked one of her 
fences at the first representation in one 
of those twenty-minute runs of speeches 
she has, and nearly came a cropper, 
but she recovered in time, and finished 
in good style. It is a capital perform- 
ance, full of spontaneous vivacity. 


It was a pretty and graceful idea of 
Mr. Carte to inaugurate the second 
year of Patience with the presentation 
of bouquets to the ladies of the audi- 
ence, and the effect was charming; but 
I sat in my seat with a gnawing jea- 
lousy at my heart, and never so much 
as a buttonhole to be had amid all 
the beauty and fragrance surrounding 
me. The cast of Patience remains un- 





Tue Savoy.—A Rap-chorvs 
Maiwen. changed, except that Miss Rosina 


Brandram plays (and sings) the Lad 
f Px . . > . ° - ° y 
Angela, wie Miss Jessie Bond indisposed. Miss Brandram sings well 
and has a good conception of the part generally, The piece shows 
| every disposition to keep its quarters. NESTOR 








ings forth” concerning ‘‘the bottle,” ‘‘love,” ‘‘ the hunting-field,” or | 


ford, a respectable Max by Mr. Maclean, a very good Pert by Miss Kate | 





HERE WE R.A.-GAIN! | 
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That isn’? his intention—anc there isn't any call. 
So let’s begin with No. 5, of pleasant tone and aim 
(You see, we couldn’t easily have passed this five-for shame), 


Of Noontide Hush and Heat and Shine, by Walton (17), 

You Walton-ate ’twixt praise and doubt that any ‘‘shine”’ is seen ; 
In No. 24 a pair of cats are after mice, 

And 30 (Mr. Pettie) is Pett-ze-cularly nice. 


Let Day Dreams (No. 56) be noticed in this place, 

And 63, 7he Burgomaster’s Daughter (Boughton face) ; 

Our praises Mr. Graham’s Zhe /nflowing Tide must win, 

And then we’ll take and stop awhile at Macbeth’s Jerry /nn. 


We'll next inspect 1,28, by Mr. Brett (an ‘‘A.”’) 
(Iie paints our coast so fondly, ‘* Rule Brett-annia”’ we may say) ; 
1,7,6, by Haanen, should be Haanen lots of praise, 

And 1,8,2, by Mr. Woods, much ‘‘ pots and pans” displays. 


Then 2,0,4’s the little boy who tried to mind his eyes, 
And J/emphis (Mr. Goodall) is a work of sobs and size ; 
While 2,18, by Mr. Frith, ’s as clever as can be, 
And 2,19’s the grave of Mr. Ossian, as you sea, | 


2,42 depicts for you Jack Cade—who has his Say,— 
And 2,5,9 appears to be a (Hosiery display ; 

And Jina has a Nina-cent expression you ’ll admit, 
And Ciytmnestra looks about athletically ‘* fit.” 


And then we’re brought to Dicksee at 2,90 (which is grand), 

And then we’ve Caller /Terrin’ (caught by Hook, you understand) ; 
Here’s Phryne in Fleusis—she E-looses all her hair, 
And so, indeed, the lady may, Phr-yne-thing we care, 


And Mr, Wilfrid Lawson in his 5 and 34 

[{as in the country got a day, and can he look for more ? 
Sut next we ’ve Dreamers (4.0,7), Mr. Albert Moore, 
And Esther (4,5,7)—it’s wax-figureish and poor. 


4,99 attracts a deal of notice, I’ll be bound ; 
Much better work than 5,2,3 will not be quickly found ; | 
The fair Sweethearts and Wives of Mr. Waller we have next, 
And Prinsep’s Death of Siward forms for praise a ready text. | 





5,66, a favourite, regardless of experise, 

In 5,6,7 (Matwand) Woodville’s horses are ‘‘ immense,” 
Auld obin Gray (5,7,2) is very good, no doubt, 

But then, you see, Auld Robin Gray ain’t anywheres about. 


Now let us seek 7/ie Banguet (6,0,9), and here we are! 
The Favourite (6,28) appears unpopuéar ; 
Then Sidney Carton (6,84) appears, and we may say, 
In point of fact, they ’ll very soon be Carton him away. 


Macquoid’s 6,92 is good, as we Macquoid admit, 
And Merry as the Day is Long we like above a bit. 
The Standard Fight of good Sir John you mustn't fail to see, 
Or praise the Una (Riviere) with Una-nimitee. 


Scotch landscapes Mr. Davis has supplied some two or more, 
One portrait Alma-Tadema has added to the store, 
And many portraits have Millais and Long and Ouless got, 
And—well, as far as FuN’s concerned, that finishes the lot. 
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OUR VIEW. 


THROUGHOOT the wide and varied ground 
Their Irish policy affects, 
The Government (as will be found) 
Have done the best in all respects ; 
With all the firmness which relies 
On inexhaustible resource, 
They ’ve held their straight, unerring, wise, 


Deservedly successful course. 
We think perhaps the time has come 2% it 
For letting out those poor suspects, 1 TR it 
Although their conduct ’s held by some surat 


To harbour certain grave defects ; 

And yet the source from which it springs 
May very possibly be right, 

It one will just examine things 
From their peculiar point of sight. 





Though, mind, we would not have it thought 
We hold the landlords up to blame, | 

For if the truth be fairly sought, | 
We find they eminently claim 

Our best respect, as men who pin | 
Their faith to views ¢Aey think in place, — 

And we'll allow there ’s something in | 
‘heir way of looking at the case. 


And, on reflection, we must not 
With hasty prejudice condemn 
The peasants, who (well-meaning) shot 
The landlords who appeared to them 
To be distinctly in the way ; 
Their feelings, recollect, are strong : 
Unbiassed minds can hardly say 
These shootings were exactly wrong. 





A Sound Argument. 


A LOCAL leader of the Salvation Army, at Stockton, has 
been imprisoned for fourteen days for playing a trumpet in | 
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the streets. This certainly seems unnecessarily severe, since 
our prisons would not be able to hold the people if every 
one were punished for dlowing his own trumpet. 


AN EUPHEMISM FOR MADNEsS,—Idio(t)syncrasy. 
A **PARTY” QuESTION.—Whom to invite. 


Brown.—** You KNOW OLD GREY WAS NINETY-FOUR WHEN HE DIED.” 

Jones. —‘‘ OH, NO; HE WASN’T MORE THAN EIGHTY-FOUR.” 

Robinson.—**‘HE WANTS TO MAKE HIM OUT AN OLD MASTER—A 
PICTURE HIGHLY COLOURED BY TEN YEARS—(TENIERS).” 


AN OLD MASTER. 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE ACADEMY 
PRIVATE VIEW. 


My main purpose, Sir, in going through the pressure of the Private | 
‘ M., N., and I were followed everywhere by an eager rush of visitors 


View at Burlington House this season—for the ‘‘ Private” is a much 
more ‘‘ pressy ” view than the so-called ‘‘ Press ” one—was to let off in 
a sympathetic crowd a new artistic mot of mine, which came to me ina 
dream some nights since. As soon, therefore, as I had squeezed my 
way into the biggest gallery, I gave a contemptuous look round at the 
masterpieces of the year, and addressing my friend M,—(I was accom- 
panied by M. and N.,, two rejected artists, I may tell you)—I said ina 


| loud tone, ‘* Ah, it is true art to conceal art, is it not, M.? ” 
**Quite so,” he returned; ‘‘as the old author puts it, ‘Ars celare | 
artem!* But why doyouask?” (M. of course replied thus by previous | 


arrangement between us.) 

‘* Why do I ask?” I echoed, again sweeping the walls; ‘‘ why, because 
I was wondering why we have no real Art in this gallery. But, of 
course, I see now: the Hanging Committee, acting on the good old 
Roman’s principle, have concealed all the best pictures in the cellars!” 


The general laugh with which my quip was greeted convinced me © 


that ‘‘rejected” artists entered largely into the composition of the 
crowd around me; and I should have ventured another pleasantry, aimed 
at the ‘‘ Forty,” had not an individual standing at my elbow said to me, 
with unnecessary emphasis as I thought, ‘‘ Ah, I presume you are not 


hung this season, sir?” 


Now for the life of me I could not think of a good repartee to address | 


to this rude man. As soon as I reached home and the children had 


gone on to bed, I thought of several, such as,— 
a—( The severely personal).—‘' No, six; I understood that Mr. Mar- 
wood would be too busy with your execution toattend tome.” = 
b—( The amiably jocular ).—‘* Not hung, sir? I’ll be hanged if I ain't! 


c—( The professionally quippish).—‘* Well, no, not hung; but I was | 


‘drawn ’ last week, and shall be ‘quartered ’ at Wimbledon in August.” 
These are but samples of nearly a dozen that occurred to me when it 


+ Sir, somewhat. So, presently, seeing a well-known Manchester dealer 


| was too late. At the time, though, all I could say was ‘'Sir-r-r?” with 
| the accompaniment of a withering glance, beneath which, by-the-bye, 


| nobody withered. 
I was a marked man, however, thanks to my introductory mot, and 


anxious for more quips, I suppose. This homage put me on my mettle, 





in front of Mr. Edward Long’s picture, I whispered my instructions | 


hastily in M.’s ear. —e 
‘‘Why, Extra-Special,” he said, in a tone of well-feigned astonish- | 
ment, ‘*I thought you said all the good pictures had gone to the ‘ cellars.’”’ | 
‘‘ Ah,” I returned, intimating the Manchester leviathan with a look, | 
‘¢ sellers or no sellers, they can’t keep the good pictures from the buyers.” | 
On this, Sir, the laugh again went fairly round till it reached an 
cesthete, who promptly fainted. 
By the time my feet had been mashed by countless hundreds, I be- | 
came reckless even of my reputation as a quipper, or shall I say jokist ? | 
| and anchoring, quite by a fluke (see, Sir, how I scatter my puns prodi- 
sally about in your columns) in front of Mr. Horsley’s latest che/-d’auvre, 
exclaimed, ‘‘ Well to be sure! And so the Royal Academy means 
to charge the public ‘ Harbour dues’ now, does it?” __ 
.  *€ And pray why do you think so, sir?” returned the faithful M., with 
| admirably assumed earnestness. : 
| «Why do I think Harbour dues will be charged?” I returned, with 
| measured accents, trying vainly to my feet out of danger. ‘* Why, 
| from the long list of ‘ Port-rates’ I find hung exposed iogeame view.” 
| Long before the surrounding crowd, which wasa particularly ‘‘dense 
| one, saw the point of my last mot,a rush setting in for Mrs, Butler's 
| Eton Boy picture carried me away into another gallery, and I remember 
| no more. 
| P.S,—As I believe you intend to publish full particulars of the 
' Academy pictures, Sir, perhaps this lapse of memory on my part is just 
as well, 
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BAKERIES.—(Losses incidental to the Trade, on the Testimony of a Baker.) 
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said another of our Bakers. 
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* Fritz!" he cried anxiously!the othe 


her day; “‘Ach Himmel! vere is de papy? Don't zay he is dommel in de—!” 
this sad incident. 





ugh, und our brofits is novheres—so! Dere ist my new zet or 







My 1 4 7 
as tl} y' ’ Sil 
sok 

cA Y 


4 











Sympathy with a father’s bereavement bids 
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THE VICTIM OF RED TAPE. 


IMPROVED METHOD OF PAYING PENSIONS?” 


Macliver—“1S THIS YOUR CATER SIR, | ASSURE YOU. CAN'T UNDERSTAND IT AT ALL.” 


Childers.—“VERY SORRY, MY DEAR 
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THE VICTIM OF RED TAPE. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE man who in his country’s cause 
Has given faithful aid, 

And with a pension for his pains 
Upon the shelf is laid, 

May reasonably hope it will 
Be regularly paid, 


But if on such a hope as that 
He pins his simple trust, 

It seems he not improbably 
May learn to his disgust 

How Civil Service clerks say “ Shan’t,” 
When claimants say “ You must.’ 


For in the worship of Reutine 
Those clerks their souls outpour, 

Asd Mercy, even Justice too, 
Must wait outside the door 

If they call earlier than ten, 
Or anything past four. 


Wherefore one needs must wish their god 
Would take a diff’rent shape, 

Since pensioners from nature’s laws 
Have no way to escape— 

Living by means of yellow gold, 
But starving on Red Tape. 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO MELODIES OF THE MOMENT. 
No. 11.~—A CONSIDERALLE BLow. 
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A Dk&TERMINED Man! 


Ir you don't stop thi 


Cit?’ 72 . re he 


Covsty MaGnate.—Look here, sir; understand me. 
disgraceful rioting at once, I ll—I'Il——By Jove, sir, 7°22 sz 
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Aln—"' Blow meup an Apple-tree.’ 
Is f, 


IN summing up the elements 
Of what I’ve seen and heard, 
I find the following events 
IIave recently oceurred : 
A printer’s strike in Rome (where they 
For higher wages yearn), 
Some massacres in Mandalay, 
And king Parnell’s return, 
Blow me up an apple-tree—chop me into bits, 
Strike me on a match-box, or knock me into fits; 
A land without the ‘‘ paper” I could stand extremely wel, 
Or tolerate King Theebau, but I couldn’t stand Parnell. 


A Royal Duke and all his suite 
Were coming o’er the sea, 
And so for them ’t was only meet 
The boat reserved should be; 
While other folks upon the trip 
Should be compelled to trust 
Their bodies to a creaky ship 
Whose boiler went and dust. 
Blow me up an apple-tree—there I calmly sits, 
Blow me down a coal-mine and, smiling, I submits ; 
But still, however blowing up inay fill your soul with glee, 
I trust that you will never go and blow me up at sea, 


When love of riot’s in you ‘‘ riz,” 
And you would play the brute, 
I rather fancy Camborne is 
About the place to suit. 
There you may riot day by day ; 
Police will come, it ’s true, 
And ‘‘specials” be sworn in, but they 
Won’t interfere with you. 
Blow me up an apple-tree—(if your strength permits), 
Blow me up a lively tune when miners leave their pits, 
And get to flinging stones about and worrying a town, 
And blow me up the magistrates who do not put them down, 


Then if events you closely view 
You ’ll notice, I infer, 
They ’ve dealt a nice reminder to 
A late Remembrancer ; 
The Budget is declared by Glad. ; 
The Grosv’nor shows its walls; 
And Mr. Toole’s compelled to add 
Another row of stalls. 
Blow me up an apple-tree—I ‘Il attack the cits. 
(My case will be untenable, —they ‘ll lick me into fits) ; 
Blow me up a highway rate, and then you'll find, perhaps, 
You’ll lift it from the highway till you get it on the traps. 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Epiror or * Fon,” 


_ DEAR Sik,—I’m sure that you ’ll confess that my unparalleled success 
displays an acumen and ous approaching the miraculoxs. 7 would not 
speak a boastful wore, but silence would be /ve absurd when, right before 
the public eye (whose competition I defy), the tips I give you week by 
week are always right—and soI speak. The gaping world with wonder 
Stares at my remarks on turf affairs ; with half-incredulous delight they 
see that I am always right, and quite surprised they seem to be—I tell 
you, it surprises me! Just hear the praise on ev'ry lip concerning my 
Two Thousand tip, and from their praise I do not shrink, for I deserve 
it all, I think ; for, if my tip is rightly read, you'll see I most distinctly 
said—** Pursebearer’s surely the winning one;” and so I cry from south 
to north, ‘‘ Who gave the absolutely fourth 2?” 


And now I’ll try and fake you up 
A Tip ABOUT THE CHESTER CUP, 


The four-year-old Cameliard 

Is mot a fancy of the bard ; 

The Reveller may have a chance, 

But claims like his I don't advance ; 

If Blackthorn any #ous had got, 

Why, Blackthorn ought to beat the lot. 
Whate’er the winner chance to beat, 
It’s clear he cannot beat Retreat, 


But this is trifling, T may say, 

And hardly in the Prophet’s way, 

Once more the list the Prophet takes, 
And solemnly his head he shakes, 

Once more the weights are keenly eyed, 
And then he takes himself aside, 

And deeply in his bosom probes, 

Then whispers, ‘‘ Mistress of the Robes.” 


If this succeeds it’s only fit that I should get the thanks for it; but 
if it fails I can’t recall on whom the blame should rightly fall. Al- 
though I very plainly see it doesn’t appertain to me. If people lose I 
beg to say, I can’t relieve them any way ; if people win, it’s only fair to 
say I would accept a share, and not attempt to make a fuss about it. 

Yours, TROPHONI¥YS, 


——— — 


A Reversed Situation, 


_SocIETY has long had its bores in its midst, but it has remained for 
Sir Ek, Watkin to show us society (by instalments) in the middle of a bore! 











DARESAY NOT. 
Ola Choke.—‘*‘ YOU WENT TO THAT LECTURE ON MODERN 


DRESS AND FASHIONABLE DEFORMITIES, OF COURSE. I SAW 


YOU THERE.” 
Mrs. Stouter.—‘‘ Yes; I THINK THESE WASP WAISTS TOO 


RIDICULOUS; AND AS FOR THE ‘R¥PTILE CORSETs,’—WELL, 
I NEVER COULD BRING MYSELF TO WEAR ONE.” 
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THE SAFE PLAN. 


(A recollection of the Moral of the Laws touching—no, we mean NOT | 
touching—Elopement. ) | 


To those who love to break the laws 
By latrocine appropriation, 
Imprisonment becomes a cause 
f pardonable irritation : | 
| 





'T will therefore be of some avail, 

To those who like their acts to carry 
No legal pains, to hear the tale 

Of Foolish Dick and Prudent Harry. 


Now Mr. Brown was one whom Fate 
Picked out to roll in wealth and revel ; 
He had a lot of massive plate,— 
We'll say a ton to make it level ; 
And Master Dick (the foolish one), 
With vulgar rashness only suited 
To virtue, burglarized the ton, 
Was promptly caught, and prosecuted. 


We ’ve done with jim. This very crude 
Unthinking youth was relegated 
To lengthy penal servitude, 
And all the plate was reinstated, 
Now Harry steps upon the scene; 
Ilis hair extremely smooth Ae patted, 
He washed his fingers very clean, 
//e called on Mr. Brown, and chatted. 
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And then he'd often cab it down 
To dine with Mr. Brown, would Harry ; 
And chaff and rally Mr. Brown, 
And tell him how he ought to marry. 
And, bless your soul! he’d often wait | 
(While Mr. Brown, we ’il say, was shaving) 
Alone with all that ton of plate, 
And never think of misbehaving. 


Then wealthy Mr. Brown, away 
By duty and cajolement carried, 
On looking in the glass one day, 
Decided that he would, and married ; 
And Harry, when the knot was tied, 
Did all bouquet and ‘‘ tipping ” duty, 
And afterwards proposed ‘‘ The Bride,” 
Anon returning thanks for Beauty. 


And then—as if, you know, to crown 
And make the revel more exciting— 
He ran away with Mrs. Brown 
(Obtaining her consent in writing) ; 
And (though the ordinary run 
Of plate is hardly to be worn meant) | 
The lady took away the ton, 
By way of personal adornment, 


Then Brown, whose mind you couldn’t win 
To patient ways by threats or pleadings, 
Resolved to have a try at in- 
Stituting criminal proceedings ; 
But Law, with just revilement, bid 
Him go away, and not to merit 
Its anger (which, of course, he did) 
By showing such a nasty sperrit. 


So careful Harry won the day,— 

Does Fortune, when we're prudent, shirk us ?— 
But found the lady in the way, 

And called and left her at the workus. 





| the charges thrown on them by the abolition of turnpikes, he had deter- 


| (Corrupt and Illegal Practices) Bill. 
| Members whose seats are safe—are agreed that it would be very desir- 
| able to put down such C, and I. Practices, if only they could find out 


task of guardianship would be too prodigious ! 


| which is said to have been chiefly prepared by Mr. Parnell (ahem !), the 


cided manner. 


And Brown has dropped that nasty spite 
The Law had such a job to parry ; 

The plate looks very nice and_bright— 
He sees it when he dines with Harry. 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


Tue Peers would seem to have contracted another attack of Irish 


| fever during the Easter holidays, for, upon resuming work, they set 
' about worrying the Ministerialists anent sundry utterances of the 
It is to be hoped they have not | 


_ been contagiously infected with the severer forms of the malady, as 


Premier on the subject of Ireland. 


exhibited ‘‘in another place,” as we should indeed be sorry to see Lord 
Salisbury suspended for imputing the worst of motives to Lord Carling- 
ford, or to find Lord Cairns showering unparliamentary epithets in 
every direction, and afterwards, upon a demand from the Woolsack, 
withdrawing them with all the pleasure in the world. 

The Land Leaguers are very irate with Mr. Clifford Lloyd for pre- 


| venting the erection of huts for the reception of evicted tenants in 


County Clare—conduct which Mr. Sexton would have liked to con- 
temptuously describe as ‘‘ quite too hutterly hutter;”’ but Mr. Forster 
very properly commends Mr, Lloyd for his energetic efforts to Clare-ify 
the agitated atmosphere around him. 

A wonderful hubbub was also raised concerning a highly original 
circular issued by the inspector of constabulary, in that same district, 
privately informing the men under his charge that if any of them should 
‘accidentally commit an error in shooting any person on suspicion of that 
person being about to commit a murder,” he would exonerate them by 
producing the document in question. 


Lord Henry Lennox tried one evening to prove that England is only 
a second-rate naval power, by contrasting her navy with those of some 


| 
Unfortunately, however, this | 
_ circular was not on the square; and the inspector, finding that he had 
| himself ‘‘ accidentally committed an error,” exonerated himself by with- 
| drawing the peccant missive. 





| 
| 


! 





other European nations; but Mr. Trevelyan proved the contrary, and 
re-proved any such Lennox-ious comparisons. 
Mr, Gladstone duly introduced his hundredth Budget (more or less), | 


| which amounted to this: that we must continue to do as we’re doing ; 


but that as he was pledged to give county ratepayers some relief from | 


mined to effect it by making a small addition to the duties on carriages. 
Of couse the carriage folk don’t like this addition ; they consider it ‘‘ for 
wheel and woe.” 

Some useful discussion has taken place on the Parliamentary Elections 
Everybody—at any rate, all 


the way. How would it do to begin by abolishing the elections ? 
The House of Commons distinctly rejected Mr. S. Leighton’s proposal 
that all lunatics should be committed to the keeping of the State. The 


During a debate on the Land Law (Ireland) Act Amendment Bill, 


Premier announced that the Government intend shortly to legislate on 
the subject of arrears. The House being cram-full of arrears, it cer- 
tainly ought to be familiar with the subject ; but as to polishing it off in 
no time, that ’s quite another matter. 








Un-fare. 


THE London Road Car Company has raised its fares—evidently 
hoping thereby to raise the wind. We fear, though, it will not be a 
fare wind, and will blow them no good. By going farther (in their 
prices) they will doubtless ‘‘fare’’ worse. It car-n’t possibly be con- 
ducive to their wel-fare, 





An (H)erring Female, 


ALIce HERRING has been sent to prison for smuggling tobacco. 
When her plan to defraud the revenue of its ‘‘ returns” was ‘* smoked ” 
she piped her eye. The scales of justice fin-ished her career, and 
proved a blow-ter smuggling as far as she is concerned. 





Dee-fined, 


SEVERAL poachers were recently fined £5 for netting salmon in the 
Dee at Chester, which didn’t make them feel Dee-lighted. It was 
in-Dee-corous to Dee-stroy fish, for the sake of net profit, in that Dee- 





| “ Mor" ING THE ‘*LAWN,”—Making 5on-mots about a bishop's 
sleeves. 





































































As any soul alive, 


I’m only forty-five. 





And still I hope to fight for fame ;— Oe 





I wrote a farce at seventeen— | 
A sprout of early spring. | 
What muffs the ainda have been | \ 

To snub the lively thing ! nad 
To tragic heights I'll now aspire, 
And may in time contrive 
To make my fortune and retire ;— 
I’m only forty-five. 


In youth, before my moral tone 
Got quite securely fixed, 

My hours were very late, I own ; 
My drinks were very mixed. | 

On harmless tea and early bed “ 
What thousands live and thrive! = 





I mean to change the life I’ve led ;— ee 


I’m only forty-five. | 


When young I worshipped Emma Jane, 
jut that was long ago: 
A silly girl, and rather plain 
(At least I fancy so). 


Her loss I still survive. ee 
Ere long I'll ** pop” to Betsy Ann ;— | oh 
I’m only forty-five. | Hh 





A name, a fortune, and a wife ie 
Will very soon be mine, 
Supposing that my future life 

Be just what I design. 
I feel my spirits all agog, 
And feel my hopes revive ; 
I'll be a jovial jolly dog ;— 
I’m only forty-five. 





From the Coast, 
CONSERVATIVES OF ADVANCED VIEWS.—Promon-tories. 





She loved another, happy man !— \ 4 
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A CURE-IOUS NOTION. 


Rustic.—‘* LOOK ’ERE, MIsTeER; I UNDERSTOOD THIS ’ERE sTurr I 


GOT 0’ YOU WOULD CURE ANYTHINK.” 
Chemist. —‘‘ WHAT, THR ‘CuRE-ALL’? Yes, SO IT WILL CURE——” 
Rustie.—‘** WELL, THEN, THERE’S CERT’NLY SOMETHINK WRONG, FOR 
I’VE RUBBED A WHOLE BOTTLE FOLL ON A HAM, AN’ IT’S NO MORE 


CURED THAN YOU ARE.” 
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FINISHING THH MATTER OFF. 
| Ir worries FUN unspeak- 
i < 
) S . \ 


ably, and out of ail his 
> \ SS 


wits, 





things by foolish little 
bits. 

When fixed upon a prin- 
ciple, the wisest form by 
far 

Is just to up-and-work-it- 
out - and - hang -it-there- 
you-are ! 


But no, we precious Lon- 
doners, in matters of the 
kind 

Can not succeed in making 
up our idiotic mind ! 

We take a matter scrap by 
scrap, and muddle it, al- 





The matter ’s been decided on and settled long ago. 


Now take our Open Spaces—it’s point without a knot— 

We &now the railway companies are just to take the lot ; 

We now that when they want a bit they’re very sure to win ; 
We feebly make a show of fight, resolved on giving in. 


We know the rule they ve wisely made, the rule to which they keep, 
** We'll always take the Common Lands, tecause we get ’em cheap, 
We mean to blot the commons out before a distant day.” 

| And what replies the Government? It answers, ‘‘So you may.” 








| 
| 


To note our way of doing © 
_ Why do we not adopt at once a Comprehensive Scheme, 





Why @o we waste our precious time and money? What’s the good 
Of publishing regretful prints of destined Hadley Wood? 

We 4now the arms of greed will close around that pretty spot ; 

We &now that now they'll take a bit, and soon they ‘ll take the lot, 


Why do we jest and maunder thus; why do we gape and dream ? 


A scheme to turn the matter out completed warp and weft, — 
A Railway Scheme embracing a// the Open Spaces left ? 


Construct a railway, let it spread its sulphur-fume, and spark, 
Through Hyde, and Green, and Battersea, and fair St. James’s Park, 
Direct its course where’er you find a fair and — view, — 
Through Richmond Park and Putney Heath, the garden grounds at Kew, 


And thence we’ll make it wind, to bear its sulphur-laden wreath 
Of inky smoke, and jarring noise to hilly Hampstead Heath ; 
And Hampton Court—it only needs an extra wind about ; 

And then the Temple Gardens too—we mustn’t leave them out. 


And then, as ancient monuments, though vain objectors croak, 

Must one and all give way and fall before the god of smoke, 

Why, there—the of Westminster, St. Paul's, and all their mates, 
Revered or not, shall share the lot that Sandgate Castle waits. 


Suffice it that a company shall casually urge, 

“* They cannot make their line of way conveniently diverge |" 
The light-requiring multitude must please to recollect 

The sun must not pursue his course if railway folks object. 


So come—for smoke is paramount, and sulphur es supreme— 
Just promise youll apply for shares, and Fon will float the scheme, 
Apply for shares ; for any scheme that only paves the way 

For blotting Open Spaces out is sure to gain the day ! 
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QUITE “PAT” 





ON WHEELS. 


Hibernian (after attentively surveying Tourtst’s Bicycle).—‘' ARRAH, NOW, AN’ SHURE THAT LITTLE WHEEL WILL NEVER KAPE UP 


WID DE BIG WAN, AT ALL AT ALL.” 








A Little Riddle for the Reader. 


He wandered about with bloodshot eyes and gnashing teeth, in 
search of something to lacerate. He carefully avoided anything that 
might possibly retaliate, and everything with an atom of pluck in it. 
At length the very thing he was in search of caught his eye: in a field, 
grazing unsuspectingly, were many ewes and lambs. Looking care- 
fully about, to make sure that there was no one to protect them, not 
even a ram, he entered the field, butchered a few dozen of the animals 
outright, and lacerated the rest. When he was quite satisfied that he 
had done all the mischief he was capable of, off he went to another 
field a few miles off, found another lot of ewes and lambs, and butchered 
them. The police subsequently arrived, but no arrests were made. 

Now, poe reader, who was ‘‘he”’? 

._ Ah! we knew what your guess would be; but you ’re wrong this 
time: he wasn't an agrarian Irishman, but a mad dog (a far preferable 
animal), and it wasn’t in the neighbourhood of Mill Street, but in that 


of Stourbridge. 





Re-Guards. 


THe rumour to the effect that the Secretary for War was about to 
abolish the two regiments of Horse Guards turns out to be incorrect. 
Those responsible for the rumour had no war-rant for it. They should 
have been more guarded in their remarks. 








A Man-ifest Birden. 

SPEAKING at the ‘‘ Women’s Suffrage’ meeting the other night, Mrs. 
Fawcett remarked that ‘‘ women in the Isle of Man have votes,” while 
in England they are deprived of the privilege. But then, the Manx 
ladies are, of course, more Man-ly than ours. There they look after the 
House of Keys; here they look after the keys of the house. Mrs. F, 
also said that men were more frightened than birds; in fact, she did 
not seem to hold man in (n)estimation, although she isa female Nest-or. 
Man certainly tries to (w)ing-ratiate himself into the ladies’ good graces, 
and does not consider that a bird-en. Mrs. F. evidently thinks mascu- 
line manners stand in need of wren-ovation. That man, in fact, should 
drop larks, and eagle-ly strive to swallow the Suffrage movement, 
instead of owl-ing and raven, beak-caws this robin ladies of their rights 
does not savour of knight-heron. try. 


Oh! Hau! 
THE mission o, Sir Wilfrid Lawson is to persuade people to drink 
nothing but water. In fact, the abandonment of other liquors is simply 
a matter of eau-mission. 








In the debate on the Lunacy Laws, Mr. Round said the cost of 
asylums in 1881 was £370,000. We suppose it was understood that 
that amount was in *‘ Round numbers.” 
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See opinions of the entire Medical 
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102.— Blind Man's Buff. 
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Eugene Aram Scarum—“ He talk’d with him of cane. 


24.—Waiting for the Cat’s-meat Man. 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


AR from the Mad- 
ding Crowd, pro- 
duced at the 
Globe ‘with 
every token of 
success” (includ- 
ing a bouquet 
for Mrs. Beere, 
caught with the 
skill of a prac- 
tised cricketer 
by Mr. Kelly), 
irresistibly _re- 
minds one of 
The Squire ; it’s 
of no use trying 
to prevent it, it 
will doit. One 
or two minor 
points in Far 
from the Mad: 
ding Crowd, the 
play, and not in 
‘*Far from the 
Madding 
Crowd,” the book, emphasize the reminder, and, in spite of the odium 
attaching to comparisons, force upon the spectator the ungrateful occu- 
pation of making them. 


Tur Grous.—A Troy “ on.” 


The lengthy rustic dialogue, and the careful laying of the basis of the 
plot in the first act, are decidedly tiring. Mr. Hardy’s studies of English 
peasants, admirable as they are, only retard the action of the play as at 
present placed. There is no attempt at epigrammatic writing, and the 
story is plainly told ; but after the somewhat dragging first act the interest 
increases, and is 
admirably sustain- 
ed to the end; no- 
thing could be more 
dramatis or inte- 
resting than the 
SUCCESSIVE inter- 
views between Oak 
and Bathsheba, 
Bathsheba and 
Troy, and Troy and 
Oak in the second 
act, and from that 
point to the climax, 


Mrs. Beere makes 
a most graceful and 
attractive Bath- 
sheba, and is no 
less equal to the stronger demands of the character; Mr. Kelly’s is a 
sturdy Oak, very complete and truthful, and Troy finds a very good ex- 
ponent in Mr. J. H. Barnes, whose rather hard style is well suited to 
the part. This Troy is continually Troy-ing it on with the girls, and is 
even alluded to as the des-troy-er, I believe, so nobody cares when 
Will Robin cocks a gun (whence he may be called Cock Robin) and 
finishes him off. The principal rustics are well played by Messrs. Wood, 
Russell, and Medwin, and Miss Alexis Leighton, though given at times 
to over-insistance 
of her points, may 
be credited with a 


Tue Grore.—Lypia SMALLEURY LRCTURING Rustics 
ON THEIR LITTLE LYDIA-SYNCRASIES, 


CA 4 
re) 
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Tr 

tA good performance 
ies of Liddy. 

i Herr Hermann 

rs Franke, after an in- 

terval of four years, 

has once more 


started his Cham- 
ber Concerts; this 
ought to be: treat 
four years—I mean 
for yiz. The third 
concert (there are 
nine of them) takes 
place next Monday 
at the Marlborough Rooms, Regent Street—it will be a Monarch’s 
treat as well as a Regent's treat. 





Tur Giom.—Witt Rosin tur Estas.isumenr. 











| as Cayrol, and Miss C. M. Stanley is quite deficient in the qualities that 


_ to give sore throats to some of the Clericals (among other people). The 





Shortly after Whitsuntide Miss Edmiston will produce, in London, a 
new drama, partly 
adapted from the 
German by Mr. J. 
T. Denny; if you 
don’t go and see it, 
wish it success, al 
Denny rate. 





Love's Anguish, 
produced at the 
Adelphi last Wed- 
nesda afternoon, 
has little to recom- 
mend it, either on 
the score of origi- 
nality or workman- 
ship. A_ poverty- 
stricken prince mar- 
ries for money a love-sick girl (who has just thrown overa former lover), 
while the woman he loves, and is loved by, marries a banker, for no 
other reason, apparently, but that the situation may be sufficiently com- 
plicated when the passion of the genial pair grows too much for them, 
Upon this basis a baldly and conventionally-told story is erected: the 
Prince forges, and listens behind curtains, and arranges ‘‘to fly”’ with 
Jeannie (the bankeress, who is probably goaded to agree to that step 
by her husband perpetually calling her ‘‘ Zhong”); but nobody cares, 
not even when the outraged husband threatens the lover with a statuette, 
and then subsides on a sofa while a weird and unholy disk of light 
wobbles about the window in front of him. 





Tur Gione.—SoMETHING LIKE& AN 'Oax FoR OAK. 


With one or two exceptions the cast was almost worthy of the piece. 
Mr. Edmund Leathes did his best with the Prince, and Mr, J. D. Beve- 
ridge was a very fair Pierre (generally called ‘‘Peer”). Miss Annie 
Baldwin, by the sincerity of her performance, managed to make a 
passing impression in the third act, but it was very uphill work for 
them all. Mr. Clarence Holt was singularly undignified and colourless 


go to make a leading actress. NESTOR, 








THE USUAL NEWS FROM PARIS. 


Some rain has fallen in Paris, and the wind has been very cutting. 
This is looked upon as a great triumph for the Radicals, as it is likely 


former have got up a demonstration, and marched to the Arc de 1’Ftoile, 
with bands and vaaners, in honour of the event. 


* % Sal % 4 % 


The Radicals have met with a severe rebuff, only one case of sore 
throat among the Clerical ranks being reported, and that not a severe 
one. /¢ Fou, the organ of the Radicals, has a bitter article on the 
subject, and hints darkly at revenge. 


* * * % % * 


A tom cat fell from a roof in the Rue de la Paix, and knocked off its 
tail. The Freethinkers evince the utmost jubilation at this affair, as it 
happened on a Friday, and is therefore considered a severe slap in the 
face for the Clericals. An impromptu manifestation was got up on the 
spot by the Freethinkers, who proceeded to tear the cat into small pieces 
and eat it raw before the cathedral of Notre Dame. Ze Singe, the organ 
of the Freethinkers, has a triumphant article on the subject, expressing 
a confident opinion that a crushing blow has been dealt to the Clerical 
party. 

* . + + + * 

One of the anglers on the guais has succeeded in landing a tiddler. 
The event is looked upon as a distinct triumph for the Radicals, and a 
terrible defeat for the Clerical party. 

. * * * * . 


A gamin was seen the other day smoking a cigarette down the Boulevard 
des Italiens; he was subsequently unwell. The Clericals are considered 
to have suffered a great reverse through this circumstance, and the Free- 
thinkers are proportionally triumphant. 

a + * * + * 

In the course of a performance of trained poodles at the Hippodrome 
recently, one of the animals sneezed. The Freethinkers and Radicals 
are agreed that the Clericals are not likely to recover from this blow. 

* . © « * ” 


_ Hanlan’s victory over Trickett is looked upon by the Radicals and 
Freethinkers as a final crusher to the hopes of the Clerical party. 








Goop PLACE FoR A BOXE-FIGHT.—The Illision Fields. 
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WE’RE free, we’re free! which, you’ll detect, | 
We didn’t in the least expect ; 

But, howsoever that may be, | 
At any rate we’re free, we’re free ! 





A TRIUMPHANT TRIO. 


We’re ree, we’re free! Once more we'll claim 
To prosecute our little game ; 

Though, howsoever that may be, 

At any rate we’re free, we’re free ! 


We're free, we're free! Though we may fail 
Through having been so long in gaol ; 

But, howsoever that may be, 

‘At any rate we ’re free, we're free ! 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE “RING OF 
NIEBELUNGEN.” 


THANKS. Sir, to the notice you kindly gave me that you expected me 
to attend the First Wagnerian Cycle, I began, as early as the 25th 
ultimo, to live up to the coming performance. 

My hair had not grown as long by the 5th as I could have wished, it 
is true, but I had by that date looked out ‘‘ contrapuntal” in the dic- 
tionary, and written the meaning on my cuff. I had also bribed a 
barrel-organ man to come into my back parlour every evening during 
the week and play all his tunes backwards very rapidly, accompanied 
by my youngest daughter on the Zulu bagpipes ;* and I had learnt to 
accustom myself to the look, at any rate, of the word GoMerdammerung 
by writing it in bold letters on a slate, and taking it to bed with me, 
though I must admit that I burnt a night-light whilst it was in the room, 

These are but samples of my preparations for the dread ordeal, but 
they will suffice to make you acquainted with the fervent spirit in which 
I accepted your command, and became your slave of the ‘‘ Ring.” 

Keeping to my resolve to be Wagneresque in all possible details, I had 
round my ‘‘machine” (specially hired for the occasion, and playfully 
christened ‘‘ Hooky Walkyrie”) at 7 p.m., and appropriately ‘‘Cycled”’ 
myself down to Her Majesty’s just in time to see the big drum, that had 
nobly stood the ‘‘ rub and drub ” ofa month’s rehearsals, utterly collapse. 

My seat being in the “‘gallery (unreserved),” I thought I’d make myself 
quite at home with those around me. So I said cheerily, addressing 
everybody in a general way, ‘‘ Can any one tell me what instrument it is 
Mr. Angelo Neumann plays with his foot in this Cycle?” 

I feared at first I should be thrown over the front of the amphitheatre 
for my rashness, everybody scowled so, and seemed so fierce; so I has- 
tened to beg pardon and explain that I had only asked the question 
because the bills said Mr. Neumann had the right of the ‘‘ so/e perfor- 
mance of the ‘ Ring.’” 

After this, finding every one went on scowling, I wrapped myself in 
thought and read up the ‘‘ contrapuntal ” definition on my cuff. Then 

* The Zulu bagpipes, as the name implies, is a wind instrument, the natural note 
of which resembles the shriek of a peacock gone wrong in its bronchial tubes trying to 


pass as a north-west wind in a cutting. The price is one penny, and the maker, so far 


as I know, Sir, is not even in prison, much less hanged.—Y.E.-S. R. 











the overture began, and the ‘‘ music of the future’”’ became the discord 
of the present. 

It was not, however, until the God Wotan and the Giant Fafner had 
been “‘ recitativolently ” declamatory, seemingly for hours, and the Rhine 
Maidens had washed (and ironed) their locks to slow music, that I was 
driven to make a conundrum—quite to myself, of course. This is it, Sir : 
** What is the difference between my ring and Richard Wagner's ‘ Ring’?”’ 

And the answer I softly wailed to myself as Wotan gave Frieka a 
little of his mind—a few of his crotchets, in fact (not to say quaviss)— 
was this: ‘‘ Why, when I came here to-night I wore my ring é#, but 
R. Wagner’s ‘ Ring’ will most assuredly wear me out.” 

I don’t know German, unfortunately, so I lost most of the dialogue. 
But music speaks an universal tongue, and I needed no linguistic attain- 
ments to recognize that most unmistakable triumph of the composer, in 
which he brings before us with ‘‘ contrapuntal” force (I had sworn to 
bring in that word, and I have done it), which appeals to the deafest of 
us, the sublime stomach-ache of the gods! 

* * . bd ” 

I kept my bed the second day of the Cycle till it was time to go to 
the theatre for Die Walkure. This is the part of the *‘ Ring’”’ which, 
rumour says, Wagner composed, dressed in a burnt-sienna velvet tunic 
and smalls, and sitting in a brown study. Singular to relate, his music 
reminded me of ‘‘ browning” scored for several brass bands. 

‘** Browning,” forsooth! Why, it was ‘‘ Browning.” At all events, 
there was the ‘‘ Ring,” and the ‘‘ Book”’ too, if you liked to buy one. 

The piece on the second night that most completely doubled me up 
was the Ride of the Walkyrie. Shutting my eyes, rd could see, as it 
were, their nightmares saddled for them and brought round. Each of 
the Walkyrie, by-the-bye, seemed to have a short solo morceau before 
the start. This was the ‘‘ bit” for the nightmare, I suppose. 

But half of my heavy task is done, Sir. As I write this, the second 
half of the Cycle remains to be heard, I have to go where Goter- 
dammerung awaits me, and the very ore. Sir, makes me so limp 
mentally that I cannot think of the riddle to which I have the answer 
allready. The conductor, you know, Sir, is Mr. A. Seidl. Well, this 
is my answer—Because it’s a ‘‘ sui-Seidl” policy, But-enough ! I go 
to lock myself up in solitude until the hour of performance commences, 
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THOSE ATMOSPHERIC CAUSES.—SOME METEOROLOGICAL NOTES. 


“ The Committee of the New York Cotton Exchange have made a report that the sanding of cotton, which has been so much complained of, is not intentional but 
almost entirely due to natural atmospheric causes. 


. 


























Nureatened Crisis in the Cotton-Packing Trade! All through some fancied insult to a section of the community engaged in the industry. Section heard to e.- 
claim, while perusing the paper:—“ /i’ot's this’ ‘En—tire—ly doo to Nat—— I'll teach ‘em to call me long-winded names! I'll strike, 7 will! So I’ma 
Nattrel Atmowhad' yecallit, am I*” 


_ 


P=, 7% 








** Look here, Nat. Causes, our Special New York E>» porter is often compelled to say, “*we can't afford to supply a new shovel to leave in every tarnation bale yuu 
deal with ! Really, those Natural Causes are so careless ! 
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“MISFITS:” OR, TRYING ON THE VICEROY'’S SHOES. 


Mr. Gladstone to Farl Spencer—*THEY WERE A LITTLE TOO TIGHT FOR LORD COWPER, BUT I THINK THEY 
WILL FIT YOUR LORDSHIP ADMIRABLY.” 
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‘MISFITS;” OR, TRYING ON THE VICEROY’S SHOES. 


(See Cartoon.) 


“ Now, here, your lordship, here’s a pair of shoes, 
A splendid pair, and not beyond your price ; 

I'll try them on you, if your lordship choose, 
And should they do they ’ll look uncommon nice. 


“Not that I say they’re positively new, 
Although they’ll serve your purpose every bit : 

I would not tell your lordship what’s untrue, 
And so confess this pair is a misfit. 


“ The fact is, for Lord Cowper they were made, 
As good a gen’leman as e’er you'll see ; 

But then, his foot. is tender, I’m afraid, 
And, consekens, he sent ’em back to me. 


“ They ’re right enough, yet ’t ain’t the only pair 
Thrown on my hands in just the selfsame way, 

For some folks are so hastified ; but there! 
Which side the fault was ’tain’t for me to say. 


“Your lordship mustn’t mind if they do pinch : 


Of all you’ve had you'll find these ain’t the worst ; 


Just give ’em a fair chance, step out, don’t flinch,— 
They ’ll only feel a little tight at first.” 
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A1r—‘' J say, Cabby!” 


THE warmth you ’ll observe in chance greetings 
In streets, to your notice will bring 

That what are described as ‘*‘ May Meetings ” 
Are now in the fullest of swing. 

Old ladies all ‘‘Susaned” and ‘‘ Saireyed,” 
Bewildered our thoroughfares see, 

And now you may notice how varied 
The clerical costume can be. 


(Spoken.)—Yes, dear boys, there are lots of strangers mm town just at 
present, and every now and then you'll observe some stout old lady 
with an umbrella, or some ruddy-faced jovial old farmer, or some meek- 
eyed and spectacled curate making some such inquiry as this :— 


‘*T say, Cabby, what will be the fare 
To make a call at Exeter Hall 
And home by Belgrave Square ? | 
I say, Cabby, the job you ought to nab, 
For I’m quite unaware of the regular fare 
Of a Han-som cab,” 


No doubt the Skye crofters’ condition 
For searching inquiry does call; 
There’s a good Furni¢wre Exhibition 
At the Agericultural Hall. 
The recent blow out in the gale way 
Has blown a good many things in, 
And they ’ve made an Electrical Railway— 
The Germaners have—in Berlin. 

(Spoken).—We throw an electric light upon everything nowadays, you 
see; even I, in these Ditties, have to wire in at current events—electric 
wire and currents, of course—their wonderful force arising from my vast 
storage of that article. But fancy an electric railway! Why, the next 


thing we hear will be :— 


‘*T say Cabby, what will be the fare 
To telegraph my better half 
From here to everywhere? 
I say, Cabby, I hope you are a dab, 
You carry, of course, a storage of force 
For your Han-som cab?” 


You'll note S.E.R. tyrannizers 
Give a threat workmen’s trains to withdraw ; 
You’ll notice that milk analysers 
Are bothered a bit by the law ; 
And Irish M. P.s—their deriders 
We are, you ’ll observe from our tones— 
In glass houses constant residers, 
Are anxious to throw a few stones. 


(Spoken.)—They want to punish wife-beating and ruffianism with the 
pillory. Well, that’s all right enough, if you throw in the thumb-screw, 





and the rack, and the torture of the boot, and one or two other little 
things of the sort ; but they want to exempt Irishmen! What a pretty 


confession! Irishmen clearly deserve the punishment—or it wouldn't 


matter if they were exempt or not. Then those milk standards ought 
certainly to be looked to; they fined a man the other day, when one 
standard said there was no water in his milk, one said four per cent., 
and one something like forty! And to threaten to take off workmen’s 
trains, and punish the public as a means of removing the passer, ter 
duty——! Well, what have you to say to it all ?— P 


/ say, ‘* Shabby! cheeky and unfair, 
M.P.s who foam should ‘look at home,’ 
Though, preps, they hardly dare.” 
I say, ‘‘ Shabby, that milkman so to nab, 
And for workmen it’s plain soon there’ll nothing remain 
But a Han-som cab.” 





-————— A 


THE MONROE DOOTRINBE. 


“President Arthur is a firm believer in the Monroe Doctrine.”—Od? Zéem of 


| dntelligence. 


“The United States have demanded the release or trial of the Irish - American 
Srspects. —Dyitfo. 
“President Arthur has made representations respecting the convict Lamson.”— 


Ditto. 
‘The Americans do not hesitate to expostulate with the Czar on the treatment of 


his Jewish subjects." -—-G/obe. 
FUN wishes to have it explicitly known, 
That all he possesses is strictly his own 
To treat as he pleases; and let it be clear 
That prying outsiders must not interfere, 


And even in things where his title is dim 
Abutting on matters belonging to him, 
He begs to insist on his right to the sole, 
Exclusive, unlimited, boundless control. 


Attention is called to his rights with regard 

To the lane that exists at the back of his yard: 
Though Ae doesn’t hold it by right or by rent, 
No person may use it without his consent, 


It’s palpable, patent, and needn’t be shown, 
That what he may do in this house of his own 
Is nobody’s biz in the slightest degree, 
Whatever its nature may happen to be. 


Supposing he chooses to harbour a lot 

Of parties intent upon hatching a plot 

To blow up the house of the neighbouring Jones, 
Or riddle Smith’s windows with volleys of stones ; 


He begs to explain, that it’s simply a myth 
To think it’s 1 reason for Jones or for Smith, 
Or any one else whom it touches, or may, 
To go interfering or saying his say. 


Let nobody venture to censure or quiz 

Or criticize any proceeding of his ; 

His neighbours around are permitted to raise 
No question concerning his manners or ways. 


And now, having properly taken his ground, 

He has something to say to those neighbours around ; 
A word or two has to be spoken, which bears 

On the way that they manage their private affairs, 


The things he alludes to, he’s sorry to see, 

Are managed not guz/e as he ’d wish them to be, 
Not guite in the manner that Ae would arrange ; 
He’d therefore be glad of their making a change. 


It’s a fact that embitters his soul to the roots, 

That Smith has a manner of lacing his boots 
(Though Smith may approve of the way that it ’s done) 
Extremely offensive to him (Mr. Fun). 


He furthermore shudders and inwardly groans 

At the style of the collars affected by Jones ; 

He’s grieved to insist on his burning the lot— 
Though Jones may admire them, the speaker does of, 


So while they're correcting these blunders of theirs, 
He ’ll look at the rest of their private affairs, 

And give them a hint, in the manner of this, 

On anything else he may notice amiss, 








Fan-cy ! 
A COLI écTION of fans has been exhibited at the Fine Art Society. 
Some were small and fantastic ; some were big and substantial, any- 
thing but fan-toms. Ah me! all is fan-ity! 
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F IN A GALLERY. 

O, get a pair of 
shillings, lad, 
and hither 
with them 
JOE; 

And / will stand 
the sixpence 
for the little 
catalogue ; 

And let us seek 
the Grosvenor 
as quickly as 
we can, 





have to show 
to us we'll 
critically scan. 


Here’s Loading 
Corn—in Ire- 
land (5)—al- 
though the 
story runs, 

They ’re given less to loading corn, out there, than loading guns ; 

Then Mr. Browning's Zadour, we are clear, is not in vain ; 

In No. 9 we have “fa Cecil Lawson”’ once again. 





At 16, Mr. Schmalz presents a girl he calls A-/ass ! 

And Mr. Fisher’s Springtime likes us hugely, by the Mass ! 
7he Siren (No. 23) deserves a passing note, 

And Dirty Weather (24)’s entitled to a vote. 


Then /Vaymates (No, 25), by RK. Macbeth, is good, 

And gaze at 32, by P. RK. Morris, - _—_ 
as you should ; ' 

And Mr, Halswelle’s Panchourne 
seems to gently waft us there, 

And give to lesser painters quite a 
pang born of despair, 





There’s 34 is rather fine by Mr. 
Jacomb Hood, 

And 41, by Gregory, is really very 
good ; 

And Mr. Boughton’s 45 will cause 
admiring talk, 

And Mr, Fahey’s Wroxham Broad is painted on to chalk, 














Mr, Wuistriak’s SLate (10%). 


And Mr. Story’s 51 you must applausive view, 

There’s heaps of force and freshness in the work of 52, 
Sir Frederick Leighton's /eyra is exactly to our mind, 
And next a pair of Mr. Alma-Tadema’s you ’ll find, 


Then Richmond's 57 one with satisfaction views, 

And next a pair of panels (good) the work of Mr, Hughes, 
And then more Alma-Tademas (and 59 is best), 

And Mr, Watts at 63 indulges in a jest. 


Then Au/umn Days by Mr. North is open, soft, and grand, 

And Mr. Richmond's Gladstone makes your hair on end to stand, 
The Spring of Mr. Hennessey is rather palely green, 

And Holman Hunt at 89 in all his glory’s seen. 


Oporto (Mr, Hemy’s) is a patient piece of work, 

And Mrs. Collier's 1,0,3 is not a thing to 
shirk ; 

Although 7%e Sirens Three is good, we cannot 
call it great, 

And 1,0,6 depicts or us an ordinary slate. 


Once more Burne-] ones’s curious performances 
behold, 

Their merits and demerits are as striking as of 
old, 

The same peculiar colouring and weakness in 
the spine, 

And an air of settled sadness, which his wor- 
shippers call fine. 





PRasernonr, PHanwra, 
OR WHAT NOT. 


Then portraits, done by Herkomer, Sir Coutts, and Lehmann, view, 
By Holl and Whistler, Collier, Watts, and Mrs. Collier too ; 

And many more performances deserving wealth and fame 

Which, 1 h as we appreciate, we haven't space to name. 





FUN. 





And what they | 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


IRELAND, Ireland, Ireland, Ireland, Ireland, Ireland at the top, and 
Ireland at the bottom, and Ireland on both sides; Irish catechisms in 
Parliament, and Irish litanies and Irish Athanasian Creeds out of it,— 
this is what has been nauseating politics, until ‘‘ toujours perdrix” has 
become quite a byword andareproach. Atmospheric pressure was most 
uncertainly distributed, the barometer grew terribly agitated, cyclones and 
anti-cyclones hovered about in every direction, all the cones were hoisted, 
and then Lord Cowper, who calls himself Cooper, said to himself, ‘*Tub 
be or not Tub be?” answered the =" in the affirmative, and sur- 
rendered the Lord-Lieutenantship of Ireland. Lord Spencer was promptly 
appointed to succeed him, and the Dublinites may rest satisfied that, if 
they don’t behave themselves, a Spencer is just the thing to give them a 
acketing. 

‘ But this was not all. Mr. Gladstone came down to the House and 
announced that the Government had determined to let out of prison the 
three Members of the House who were incarcerated in Ireland, besides 
other suspects not believed to be associated with the actual commission 
of crime; and accordingly Messrs. Parnell, Dillon, and O’kKelly obtained 
not only a release from Kilmainham Goal, but also a re-lease of Parlia- 
mentary life. 

And this was not all, for Mr. Forster, with a laudable regard for his 
own high character, had sturdily resolved that the qualified praise which 
the wags had once dealt out to another famous statesman—z.¢., ‘‘ that 
he had every virtue but resignation” —should never be given to him; 
and declining to share the responsibility of the Ministry’s ‘‘new de- 
parture,” he took his own, greatly regretted by all, or almost all, of his 
colleagues, and sincerely sympathized with by everybody except Land 
Leaguers. After obtaining the Queen’s permission to divulge State 
secrets, he obliged the company with his reasons for secession; and, 
on resuming his seat, found that some one had kindly affixed an epitaph 
to the back of the bench. Thus it ran :— 


Here Sits 
POOR MR. FORSTER, 
Late Chief Secretary for a country which shall not be mentioned, 
Whom they wickedly called ** Buckshot,” 
Although, as a matter of fact, he never shot a buck in his life. 
Affliction sore (in the shape of misrepresentation, accusation, and denunciation from 
all sorts of Irish malcontents) dong time he bore, 
Physicians (viz., English public opinion, Ministerial support, and Coercive Acts 
of Parliament) were iu vain, 
Until at last (that is to say, when the Cabinet decided that it would be better to 
make some modifications in his policy) away he past, 
And ended all his pain. 
He gave up his official breath on the 2nd of May, 1882, 
Aged 7 ~~ 2 years, 


It is a consolation to know that Mr. Forster now feels quite resigned, 
Lord Frederick Cavendish has taken his place, and we hope he ‘Il enjoy 
it; he ought to do well, although the Premier is believed to have re- 
marked—in strict secresy—that Mr. Fawcett is the best man for the Zos?. 

The Hibernian transformation scene has made one forget almost all 
other legislative doings ; but the Member for Taunton (Sir Henry James) 
has got his Parliamentary Elections (Naughty Practices) Bill read a second 
time, after a debate in which sundry speakers naturally took to /aunton 
him ; owe the (entral Metropolitan Railway Bill has been rejected with- 
out a division, 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun,” 


S1r,—Crushed this time—utterly crushed! Every horse I named 
(including my infallible selection) scratched, with the exception of 
Ketreat, who came in third, and whom I’m ashamed of. I can’t stand 
such a facer as that, so I’m off to Australia till the Derby number.—I’Il 
pay you that fiver I borrowed to back ‘‘the Mistress” when I come 
back. Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 


P.S.—Look out for my Derby tip—I must win over it, or I’m broke 
for ever. 











“Shock ”-ing. 
A PROJECT is afoot for making an Electric Railway, and a rumour is 
“current” that locomotives and steam will be es-steamed no longer. 
Of course a ‘‘ battery” will be necessary, though passengers sometimes 


get battery enough now in collisions that might often be avoided. The 
thought makes us re-*‘ coil.” 





Chair! Chair! 


Tue Furniture Exhibition seems to have furnished much instruction 
and amusement. The present writer was not (t)able to go himself, but 


the general public were not chair-y of attending, and they couch-ed their 
praises in hitting 


“> 


terms. Well, so-fa so good. 
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CAROLS OF CLOUDLAND, 
XIL—JN FUMO EXIT OMNE, 


In youth I imbibed a few wonderful notions, 
I fancied that Gulliver’s Travels were true, 

I followed Munchausen thro’ all his commotions, 
That Robinson Crusoe was real I knew. 

But stern disappointment, with years of discretion, 
Crept on, and in time from my dreaming I woke, 

To find to my sorrow each boyhood’s impression 
Die out, like the ’bacco of manhood—in smoke. 





I once thought that worth never went unrewarded, 
That all things would come to the man who could wait, 
That somewhere mankind kept its debts all recorded, 
And paid off its heroes in full soon or late. 
I heard the loud charlatan claiming the laurels, — 
In silence the hearts of the true winners broke, — 
Oh, fables of childhood ! oh, copybook morals ! 
I sighed in despair as you ended—in smoke. 


My boyish breast burned with a fire patriotic 
When boasting fair England the land of my birth, 
Where Justice bloomed pure, a well-nurtured exotic, 
And shed a sweet fragrance, the envy of earth. 
I might have remained of our laws still a lover, 
And cherished the shades of Hale, Blackstone, and Coke, 
But, going to law once, my own to recover, | 
My faith, claims, and cash quickly vanished—in smoke. 





A fervent believer in love in a cottage, 
[ married a girl ere I’d competent means : 

We soon found affection an unfilling pottage, 
Our chats about bills often led up to scenes. 

Our prospects each day grew more dull and uncheering, 
But gamely we struggled, disdaining to croak, 

Till poverty came through our window-pane peering, 
When Love bolted slap up the chimney—in smoke. 


Dear youthful delusions, I grieve to desert you, 
Yet how can one else keep abreast with the times? 
The times that have voted success the first virtue, 
And branded misfortune the basest of crimes. 
But sometimes one mourns the old images battered, 
And wishes sometimes that life’s wheel would revoke, 
Restore for awhile the old fallacies shattered, — 
Bah ! here’s my last pipeful to-night gone—in smoke, 


i 





‘*THE RAILWAY PASSENGERS’ DutTy.”—To insist upon 
being better treated by the Companies. 








THE ACADEMY ?” 
Scotch Artist.—‘* EH, MON, BUT YOU'VE GOT THIS JUST A BIT HARD, 
YER NEED TO SOFTEN IT DOUN,” 
Jack Wage (who never loses an opportunity.) —‘' YS; YOU SER, THAT SORT 
OF THING—WELL—IT’S OFTEN DOON, YOU KNOW,” 


“A SOFT ANSWER,” &c. 
Our Friend Jack Wagg.—‘‘OH, AND DID THEY TURN THIS OUT OF 


Artist (dolefully).—** Yas,” 











MISSING THE POINT. 
(A LITTLE STORY FOR BABIES.) 

_“ Dr. Drysdale ought to have the support of the public in his effort to press upon 
Government the duty of providing a supply of calf-lymph for vaccination, and making 
its use compulsory.”—Glode. (Right !—Fun.) 

THERE was a very nice old lady whose name was Mrs, Law of the 
Land, and she always meant well, and tried to do everything for the 
best. But this old lady had one peculiarity which always made her good 
intentions of no use, and spoilt her best plans; and while she was the 
laughingstock of thoughtless people because of this peculiarity, she never 
seemed to know it, but would keep on beaming through her big spectacles 
while her plans were going quite wrong, and think all the while that 
they were going quite right. And I will tell you what this unfortunate 
peculiarity of hers was: it was a habit of always forgetting the POINT 
of everything. 

Now, a very clever old gentleman, Mr. Syensov Meddison, told her 
one day that vaccination was a great safeguard against small-pox ; and 
the good old lady thought to herself, ‘‘1 will remember that, and act 
accordingly.” 

Now, these were the old gentleman’s words: ‘‘ Vaccination from a 
calf it is a great safeguard against small-pox.” So Mrs. Law thought 
well over his words, and at last determined to take action by them ; but 
unfortunately, in thinking it over, she left out the words “‘ from the 
calf,” and this made a deal of difference to the result. 

So she called all the nice little babies under her care, and said to 
them, ‘‘ Now, you must go and be vaccinated like good children, so 
that you may not catch small-pox.” 

Me But, if you please, what are we to be vaccinated from?” they all 
said, 

This rather knocked the old lady over, as she had never thought about 
“what from?” but she said, ‘‘Oh, it doesn’t in the least matter what 





i 


| 


from; you can please yourselves about that. Anything will do—a mad 
dog, if you like,” 

So little James went off and got himself vaccinated from a potato, and 
come out all over eyes; and little William got himself vaccinated from 
a wooden horse he had at home, and came out all over blue and red discs 
and a cat’s-fur mane and tail; and little Joseph chose a linen doll, and 
whenever he pricked himself afterwards sawdust would run out, and his 
legs and arms were always having to be tacked on; and little Timothy 
selected a ginger-beer bottle, and after that was always popping or being 
thrown at cats. 

Then they all came and showed themselves to the good old lady, and 
she was very pleased. But there was one thing that marred the pleasure 
of the good old dame, and that was the queer new diseases—eyes, and 
blue and red discs, and popping, and so on—that were getting so prevalent 
among the children under her charge; and at last she concluded that it 
must be owing to one or two naughty children who refused to be vacci- 
nated ; so she called them to her, and asked why they did not want to 
be done. 

** Because we don't want to come out all over red and blue discs and 


all that,” they replied. 

But she said, ‘‘ Pooh! stuff and nonsense! Vaccination is a great 
safeguard against small-pox !” 

And with that she punished them all roundly, and she is punishing 
them to this day. But the wise old gentleman, Mr. Syensov Meddison, 
is going to speak to her again, and remind her of the two or three little 
words she has left out—the foint of the whole matter, in fact—and then 
no doubt she will begin to go to work a new way, and those few ops | 
children will let themselves be vaccinated—when they need not be afraid 
of coming out all over blue and red dises, and sawdust, and all that. 





“Tue Cueap Trains Act.”—Very irregularly, as a rule. 


Se wpamore, 


os raevae 1 EI ana 








aS 


an eatin 


» — 











fi find smiseif fo a 


knowledge, return, or pay sor Contributions 
bed and directed ¢7 f 


In no case will they be returned untess 


TTI TE NP ON i (AY RNP a 





SS RT SE an pi A ca 
Cas -uy Tan —_ = 7 > 


— ee 
Y ate aie ees oe ee 
































<< Bee 


e 
a eat 


evel TE at 


ee ee a 





IO Bs eae 







































Lute a os 


Le 












SUN AND HEIR. 


Willie (to Sister, who has been making instructive remarks concernine the Sunset).—‘‘ OH, YES, I KNOW ALL ABOUT THAT; BUT HASN'T 
ANYBODY ‘EVER KEEN ABLE TO GET UP BEHIND THE SUN TO SEE HOW IT’S HUNG UP, YOU KNOW?” 








From Bad to Worse. 


TRULY, Russia is in a most terrible state. Startled as Europe was 
by the news that the excavations had been made beneath the cathedral 
floor for the introduction of dynamite, what will it say now when it 
hears that a noble and trusted courtier of the Czar has been for some 
time past daily undermining his Mazesty’s confidence? The result is just 
announced in the fact that the Czar at last exploded and blew-up Count 
Milutine so severely that it is said he will never recover his influence. 


A Pat-riotic Proposal. 

CERTAIN Irish M.P.s are thinking of introducing a Bill into Parlia- 
ment for the punishment of wife-beaters. The Bill proposes to pillory 
all offenders, an awkward pill-ory to swallow, The Bill is not to apply 
to Scotland or Ireland, however. The Scot is to go Scot-free, and Pat 
is too much of a pat-tern to beat wives. In Erin they sometimes adopt 
a quicker method, alas !—they shoot them. Only then it is generally 
some one else’s wile. 


ee 


Sound. 


Mx. Justice Fry had a telephone laid on in Court the other day, 
by means of which evidence given at a distance was distinctly heard. 
We thought we would tell-if-one-ly to make you smile. 


IN THE PRESS.—READY SHORTLY, ONE SHILLING, 
Post-free, 1s. 24, 


“FUN’S” ACADEMY SKITS. 


Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 


WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 
NESTOR. 








Over One Hundred Pictures of the most 
Humorous Kind. 





“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC, 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY —No. 2. 











s51.— Home from the Derby. 








S. E. WALLER. 


(Companion to last year’s ‘‘ Going to the Derby.”) 





794.—Coracles on the Dee—Verysillyo. 




















co I ala 


780.—St. Stafford the Martyr. 
Epwin Lone, R.A,-Elect. 





G. A. Storey, A. 


252.—Palmistry. 





Jj. Patria, RA. 
** Observe—there is no deception, ladies and gentlemen. ” 
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MATILDA JANE, I’ve been and seen 
A work to turn your head— 

A rhapsody in blue and green, 
And yellow, black, and red ; 

My friends will simply go insane, 
For envy’s force is strong ; 

I’ve dought the work, Matilda Jane, 
And here it comes along. 


A frightful sum I ’ve given for 
The work that meets your eye ; 
I’ve bought it at the Grosvevzor, 
Where Wealth alone may buy. 
Matilda Jane, that canvas speaks, 
It shouts from ev’ry line, 
A man could gaze for weeks and weeks 


Upon that great design. 


Now bring the steps, Matilda; fly 
Within our banquet-hall, 


THE “HARMON Y.” 


Your explanation ’s nobly meant, 
But foolish, to a word ; 

Your reading of the work’s intent 
Is hopelessly absurd ! 

It regularly shocks me that 
Such schism should prevail— 

This yellow patch is mof a cat, 
Nor is the green its tail, 


Attend, Matilda; hear how I 
Beneath its surface dip :— 

The yellow is the sunset sky, 
The green’s a plunging ship ; 

The red ’s—the red ’s—I'm mostly quick 
To hit upon and trace 

The mean—the red ’s a candlestick— 
No, that were out of place. 


Why—there—with reason I’ve relied 
Upon my deep resource— 
Why, this that we supposed the side— 


And yet it isn’t wholly clear 
In certain places now— 

For what ’s the comet doing here ?— 
And isn’t this a cow? 

I rather think the puzzle’s roots 
Too deeply hidden lie ; 

I fail to grasp that pair of boots 
That decks the distant sky ! 


It’s wrong side out! Matilda, blush ! 
What foolishness! Alack! 

The cleanings of the artist's brush— 
He’s dau ‘em on the back ; 

Ah, here’s the front ; now try again, 
Our pains were misapplied— 

This isn’t half so nice and plain— 
I like the other side. 


i ied 


“The Old Order Changeth.” 
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And hang this great production high 
Upon its fairest wall, 

That all may see the charms that lurk 

Within its peerless—— stop, 


Mopern ‘Christians’ are lost in the 

‘* Upton Royal” of Despond. Would it not 
be better to complete this refinement of re- 

| formation, and dub vulgar John Bunyan—say, 





Yes, that’s the top, of course ! 
We follow this unfailing plan, 
And we at once disclose 
The portrait of a gentleman— 











Is this the bottom of the work, - : ‘ nd 
Or can it be the top? Of course—why, here’s his nose! | “John Tootsicum Boyal” ? 
VOL. XXXV.—NO, 565, 





(eo ee ae 











sethtendt tiki sce earn sheaiien Eine a che » 


——— 





oh PR ee tell 








200 FUN. 


May 17, 1882. 








FLOATS AND FLIES, 


HE beauty of 
opera bouffe is 
that it doesn’t 
very much 
mattcr what 
your libretto is 
to begin with. 
Get your pretty 
airs, and 
manage that 
the words of 
your songs shall 
fit into them 
somchow (this 
often demands 
some ingenuity 
on the part of 
performers, but 
the continual 
practice they 
get enables 
them to over- 
come the diffi- 
culty with 
greater ease 
than might be 

expected), get gorgeous dresses, plenty of pretty female figures, a fair 

cast, and tack them all on to any sort of story, or no story, you can 
think of—and there you are, 





Tue Comecy.—BiLack Axp Wuits AND VIOLET. 





If you have one or two good singers and a sufficiently funny comedian, 
with the assistance of your bright dresses and pretty figures, your piece 
will go. The dia- 
logue will be ter- 
ribly long and de- 
plorably dull on the 
first night; during 
the week it will be 
reduced to reason- 
able limits, and 
your comedian wil 
‘*crack a wheeze” 
or two, and before 
the month is out 
everybody wil! 
“crack wheezes”’ 
(within limits, and 
with due regard to 
the comedian’s pre- 
rogative), and there will be plenty of fun (of a kind) for your money— 
the jokes will have little to do with the thread of the story, it’s true, 
but that thread will be so remarkably fine that there won’t be much 
chance of attaching anything to it. 





Tue Comepy.—A Hor-crratic Trio. 


This description, IT fancy, will be found to pretty fairly apply to Von 











Suppé s Soccaccio, now playiog at the Comedy; except for some really 


vO lines,”’ which may ve counted - Hnogers, | Alaiogue 











maintains a sober-sided commonplace level which is very soothing. The 
second act is much the best—it contains all five of those ‘*‘ good lines,” 
I think ; the now familiar Coppers’ song and chorus is very melodious 
and catching, with its quaint hammering accompaniment ; then we have 
the pretty letter trio, Miss Violet 
Cameron’s Yokel song (in which the 
dialect is not so remarkable as the fact 
that she sustains it throughout), and 
the funny combination situation, from 
the Decameron, of the enchanted tree 
—the concerted piece here is one of 
the prettiest numbers in the opera, 
though that is not extravagant praise. 





Mr. Brough manages to manufac- 
ture some fun out of his part, but 
both he and that excellent comedian, 
Mr. J. G. Taylor, are hopelessly 
wasted, so is the merry Miss Munroe, 
who determines to tease her husband 
with a flirtation, which she elaborately 
conceals from him—by way of making 
it thoroughly effectual, I suppose 
(Miss Munroe’s singing is not her 
strong point, however). Miss Cameron, 
always a sweet singer, is eo Awe 
ing to act—her yokel is a capital little .. . an 
bit of yor Miss Alice Burville Pe Se Sen 
is a rather quiet Fiametta (and so you MAXWELL. 
would think if Fiametta anywhere), 
but she sings well, as does Mr. W. S. Rising (better than you or Ri-sing, 
I daresay). Miss Carlingford brings a noble presence and a good con- 
tralto to the fray. The dresses, except for some instances of rather un- 
meaning elaboration, are well designed and tastefully coloured. 





There is to be a ‘‘ Grand Musical Festival and Competition” at the 
Albert Hall on the 20th and 21st of June. It will be something 
of a repetition of the fé¢e of the French Orphéons at Brighton last year, 
and some one will, no doubt, ‘‘ pluck Brighton-er from the pale-faced 
moon.” The scheme is receiving high patronage, and the countenance 


of most of our musical celebrities, who will act as a jury, so the whole 
_ affair should be received with ju-ry-spect. 





The Avenue Theatre is going to avenue piece on the 3rd of the same 
month, It is, in fact, in rehearsal, and is a new and original comic 
opera by Mr. H. Paulton, with music by Bucalossi, This should 
attract racing men—the mob-you-call-’ossy. 


The Vokes Family are expected te return from America also during 
June; they will no doubt be received with the old family-ar enthusiasm. 





Mr. Edwin Booth, unless he is met by some unfavourable ead-win’, 
will reappear in our midst at the Adelphi on the 26th prox. June is 
going to be an important month from a theatrical point of view, June 
know ! NESTOR. 





“Saved! Saved!” 
‘‘ UNCLE, beloved uncle!” screamed Cyril, ‘*‘ will you not help me in 


| my pecuniary difficulty?” ‘*Hoot awa! Help your ainsel, Cyril. 





Hlech, mon! insure your life for the verra largest sum ye can, thin gang 
awa and drown yersel,” replied the astute Scot. Cyril’s young blood 
froze at the cynical answer. Uncle and nephew were strolling down 
Bishopsgate ; the canny Scot’s amber eye travelled slowly over the 
quaint architecture of Crosby Hall. The place has been recently reno- 
vated, Cyril whispered, ‘‘ Let us go in, uncle: you must dine with me. 
I will have one good dinner before I die.” A slight moisture dimmed 
the north country patriarch’s eyes after three sherries and bitters. He 
was softening. ‘* The fixings, both liquid and solid, are simply massive 
at Crosby Hall.” Cyril’s uncle’s eyes grew more moist, very moist in- 
deed ; in fact, what Cyril’s pleading could not accomplish the dinner did. 
The quaint architecture of Crosby Hall stands out in strong relief 
against the adjoining houses, but in still stronger relief (relief of mind) 
stands Cyril, holding in his delicate white hand his uncle’s cheque for 
£10,000; kneeling at his feet is the broken-down, stony Scot, salt tears 
coursing down his furrowed cheeks as he implores his nephew's forgive- 
ness for his harsh conduct before their sumptuous repast. 





Dreary Dunn. 
JoHN DUNN is not happy in Zululand. Affairs are not to his liking ; 
he fancies he is being Dunn. Dunns are generally unpleasant people, 
this one is ne exceptien te the rule. 
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Murdered ! 


THE Jester’s bells are silent ; no time is this for mirth, 
In presence of that sorrow that darkens all the earth ;— 
Ah ne! in earnest rev’rence he hushes quip and iest, 
For sympathy and horror fill ev’ry human t. 


It opened with rejoicing, that glorious day in May,— 

But close at hand grim Murder was lurking for its prey ; 

And a ! ere night, that struggle—that dreadful fight for 
are 

And two brave hearts lay silent, gashed by the deadly knife. 


N ot loud, but deep, the mourning for those who, side by side, 
Died in their country’s service—ay, nobly, bravely died. 
And Justice calls for vengeance on those who, sure and swift, 
With fell and bloody dagger took that which is His gift ! 


Ay, Justice calls for vengeance,—but net with bigot-scorn 
Of sad and startled Erin, who woe enough has borne, 

Why manacle the ation in which that blood was shed ? 
And wherefore lay those murders upon the Premier’s head ? 


F or lo! that noble woman, whose husband thus was slain, 
Mid all her grief, is praying his death be not in vain ; 

But that the peaceful message that cost her loved one’s life 
May be the means of healing that nation’s cank’ring strife ! 





So when we pray ‘‘God help them!” the friends whose | 

loved ones fell, 
That prayer shall we not offer for Ireland’s sons as well ? | 
And yearn that Agitation and Hatred there may cease, 
And that ere long to Erin may come the balm of peace? 


Yes ; for those sad bereaved ones, in grief the Jester bends ; 
For that heart-stricken widow—for all their mourning friends ; 
His sympathy man tenders, in true and earnest tone, 

But strength to bear the sorrow can come from God alone! 








A Jew-de-Mo. 


THE Jews on the Austro-Russian frontier are said to be | 
getting married at the rate of a hundred and fifty couples per | 
day. Though they are probably Jew-bilant at this, it seems 

scarcely Jew-dicious. At all events, they might have waited | 
until Jew-ly. | 
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STORAGE OF ELECTRICITY, 
(Possible future development.) 





THE MANGLE.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL COMPLETES HIS CYCLE. 


I UNDERSTAND it all now, Sir. The ‘ Ring” is a riddle no longer, 
thanks to an eminent musical critic and Wagnerite, who met me in the 
foyer of Her Majesty’s, and explained the whole business, “It’s all a 
matter of /ett-motifs,” said he. 

**You’re sure they’re all /ight ones?’’ I returned, thinking of the 
particularly heavy ride of the ‘*Walkyr” family on their night- 
mares, 

The E, M. C. and W. replied, in a somewhat stern tone, that Wagner's 
music was not a thing to joke about. (That has also been my undoubted 
opinion since I retired from the theatre last Tuesday, after three and 
three-quarter hours of Giétterdammerung, with the worst eye-headache I 
have ever had ;—but I anticipate.) ‘* Wagner,” added my exponent, 
**must be taken au sérieux.” 

** And aw ‘series,’” I was tempted to add, recalling the fact that I 
had been obliged (so to speak) ‘*to go the whole ‘Cycle’ or none” in 
booking my seat in advance, 

*“*There is nothing in the ‘ Ring,’” my informant continued ; ‘‘no 
passion, no deed, no situation without its corresponding ‘ motive’ in the 
music. When the situations recur, their ‘motives’ are heard again ; and 
when the action of the character becomes mingled, so do the * motives.’ 
—There, I have given you the key to Wagner, my friend!” 

I did not reply that in that case I would straightway rush off to Bay- 
reuth and lock up that famous composer before he did any more musical 
mischief; but I merely thanked the eminent musical critic, and passed 
in to listen to Siegfried under the new conditions. 

The curtain was up, and the hammer and anvil ‘‘ motive” in full 
swing until Siegfried entered, when I, of course, listened attentively for 
his **motive,” which for so young a man, if I may say so, seemed a 
decidedly ‘‘ crochety ” one. 

But it was, at any rate, preferable to that old nuisance of a Wot:'n's 
“motive,” which it was easy to hear was as ‘‘ bass” as ever; in facts 
Sir, to tell the honest truth, most of the motives of the characters in thc” 








——— 


_ number of Fun at our disposal for the purpose 





** Ring,” the trebles included, seemed bzee ones to me, though Wagner | 





has made them appear elevated by the simple expedient of putting them 
in a very high key! 

But to resume my narrative : events followed each other in quick suc- 
cession, and the ‘‘ motives” began to accumulate in a somewhat per- 
plexing manner for an amateur like me, The ‘‘ motive” power was, in 
fact, a little too much for me, and I found myself, after imputing at least 
one ‘‘motive” to Siegfried that was not his at all, and confusing the 
little song-bird’s ‘‘ motive” with that of the wicked old Fafner, instinc- 
tively turning over one in my own brain, which presently took shape in 
the form of a split-potash-and-whiskey “‘ motive” at the refreshment bar. 

After this I had great trouble in resisting a go-home-at-once ‘‘ motive,” 
which seemed to sound in my ear with great force, perhaps owing to 
the fact that it was in the key of ** Be sharp!” But I conquered it with 
a Casabianca-like effort of will, and sat out Sieg/ried to what I would 
call the di/ter end, but for the fact it was practically a Suife, seeing it was 
to be followed by the fourth wheel of the musical Quadri-Cycle on the 
morrow. 

I have net hitherto been in the habit of imputing ‘‘ motives” to any 
one, Sir, but in the present instance it is not only permissible, but is 
right and peoper s0 to do, Gétterdammerung is, in tact, as full of ‘* mo- 
tives” as the other three music dramas, and Wagner ought to get the 
credit of them—if, that is, credit attaches to this Cyclic performance ; 
and judging from my own experience I think ‘‘ money down” was the 
Schutz-Curtius mét d’ordre. Be this as it may, Sir, credit surely attaches 
to me and to those who, like me, have gone through the Xing of Nibe- 
lungen, and live to tell the story, —supposing you care to place a special 

. Why should nota 
Wagner medal be issued, Sir, or a Cycle ring, say, which could be pub- 
licly worn in evidence of the ‘‘ deed of d -do ” accomplished by all 
those who have gone successfully through the ‘‘ Cycle-logical” experi- 
ment I have tried to describe? 





THE Irish question is always referred to as a burning one. Of course 
does not Erin say to England, “I burn yer” (Hibernia)? 
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NATURAL ATMOSPHERIC CAUSES AGAIN.—THE RECENT HURRICANES. 
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gthe N. A.C. Adulteration Theory (started by the New York Cotten Fxchange Committee) 





There appears really to be a great deal in it 
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SHOULDER TO SHOULDER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


HUSHED for the nonce is the roar of the crowd, 
Mute are the factious, and humbled the proud, 
Champions of parties and leaders of thought 
Seem by a spell into unison brought, 

Eyelids are tearful and bowed is the head, 

For the guiltless—the victims to duty—lie dead. 


Erin, O Erin, thou country of woe, 

Must thou be ever thine own direst foe? 

May not the crimes that are done in thy name 
Stay their endeavours to tarnish thy fame? 
Canst thou ne’er bring thy dissensions to cease, 
And all thankfully list to a message of peace? 


Black are the arts that thy natives can ply, 
Striving to conquer the law they decry ; 

Base is the way thy conspirators wend ; 

Foul are the deeds that the reckless intend, 
Oft are they done ; but no murder, I wis, 

Has been blacker, or baser, or fouler than this. 


Shoulder to shoulder, now turned to one mind, 
Tory and Whig are in action combined ; 
Strong is the hand that they proffer this time, 
Heavy the foot they will plant upon crime,— 
Waging forthwith, to secure limb and life, 
Against brutal assassins a war to the knife. 
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COMMON SENSE; OR, FUN’S GUIDE TO AND 
FOR THE HOUSE, 


Q. WHAT is the House of Commons? 

A. An anomaly, 

Q. How? 

A. Inasmuch as it is nominally the Third Estate (though, in reality, 
the First), and the paramount authority in the realm, Perfectly irre- 
sponsible, it enacts the statutes ; it decides what shall be done, or undone; 
it can upset the monarchy—it has done so once—or make it Imperial at 
its pleasure. It can do anything, and ‘“‘can do no wrong ;” and yet it 
will submit its actions to the judgment of one who almost exists upon its 
will—¢.g., when it decided that a certain person was unfit to sit within 
it, it had doubts as to whether it cou/d so decide, and therefore deter- 
mined to refer the question to the arbitrament of a puisne judge. This 
judge, probably, was previously a hardly-known Member of the House 
—appointed to this post 4y the House, and removable at its pleasure. 
He, a responsible servant, sits in judgment upen a can-do-no-wrong and 
omnipotent master ! 

Q. What is the Government ? 

A. It depends upon which side of the House you sit. On one side 
it is the epitome of wisdom and administrative ability, on the other it is 
another name for incompetency. 

Q. What is the Opposition ? 

A. Asection of the House whose business it is, when the Govern- 
ment says ‘‘it’s raining,” to say ‘‘it isn’t.” 

Q. What is the Budget ? 

A. The programme of the system of taxation for the ensuing year, in 
which it is endeavoured to reduce imposts affecting the few (rich), while 
putting them on to the many (poor)—e.¢., the removal of the tax on hair- 
powder, the abolition of turnpikes and the horse duty, &c., then paid 
by the few; while placing a penny or so on the income tax, and the 
creation of highway rates, &c., now paid by the many. 

Q. How are candidates for Parliament selected ? 

A. Instead of finding the best man, they cast about for some one who 
can afford to pay the election expenses. 

Q. When Parliament meets, what does it do? 

A. It makes laws. 

Q. What is the use of laws? 

A. You may well ask. Parliament sits night after night, year after 
year, simply adding to chaos. This, in the teeth of the spectacle of the 
tribunals Parliament has appointed to interpret the Jaws becoming more 
and more hopelessly involved every day. We constantly see one tribunal 
interpreting a law in one way, and another tribunal in another. Again, 
there is no law extant that cannot be evaded—e.g., the law states that 
any person adulterating articles used as food shall be subject to penalties ; 
yet if you buy a loaf and analyse it to find it impure, the vendor may 
evade the law, because the law says ‘‘ food,” and the loaf you analysed 
was not ‘‘ used as food,” but for a chemical experiment. 

Q. What, then, would you have Parliament do? 

A. Endeavour to import the application of common sense. You see, 


you may zot do, that you may do it. It is impossible in an Act of 
Parliament to take into consideration every contingency likely to arise, 
and under every possible circumstance ; 640 gentlemen selected “‘ from 
ability to pay the expenses” cannot contend against the ingenuity of 
the million. Hence the premium for fraud—z.g., the Building Act says 
a room must be above a certain height; but it does not say that that 
height must extend all over the room. So that as long as the centre, 
or any part of the room, is the required height, the ceiling may slope 
straight down to the floor with impunity, and the Act practically becomes 
a dead letter. But if common sense entered into the question instead of 
the what-you-specifically-may-mot-do-you-may-do, it would insist on the 
room being a certain height all over. 

Q. But if you framed an Act for the compulsory use of common sense, 
would not that be evaded also? 

A. That would be Utopian, besides unnecessary ; but if the concrete 
theory now applied to the interpretation of the laws were repealed, and 


evaded. Ifthe now High Courts of Judicature became High Courts of 
Common Sense, deciding whether the ingenious million has complied, 
not with the concrete meaning of the law, but with its abstract aim, 
which is our benefit, why, by all means let Parliament go on making 





it stops adding to the muddle the better. 








| 
| 
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De Bustibus, &c. 


| THe sculptors have this year secured a room at Burlington House 
hitherto devoted to pictures. In fact, the rejected artists, as they put it, 


have been “‘ chiselled” out ef a gallery. 


it is the very existence of laws as at present understood which causes — 
malpractices, because it is assumed if the law does not mention a thing | 


the aéstra ¢ only were used, then the laws themselves could not be | 


laws for our benefit for ever; but, as matters now stand, the sooner 


DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


| ADAPTED TO MELODIES OF THE MOMENT. 


No, 13.—~A WuHoie Bac o’ Tricks. 


AlR—“' Tricky.” 


FE may be par- 
doned, surely, 
if we make a 
little fuss, 

For Epping 
Forest now 
belongs exclu- 
sively to us; 

But keep your 
eye on other 
“open spaces” 
if you please, 

For there are 
parties can't 
abear to see 
a field or 
trees. 

And they’re 
tricky! tricky! 
tricky! 

Their conduct 
may be clas- 
sified as 
**dickey; ” 

They ’ll always try to catch you in an N.A.P. 
Oh, they ’re tricky! tricky! tricky! 








A party’s found a recipe for slumbering when sleep 
Displays a disposition at a distance for to keep; 
He thinks of rows of books in alternation, sa it seems, 
With making finger-circles till he gains the land of dreams, 
Well, it’s tricky! tricky! tricky! 
But though it seems a little Mr. Dick-y, 
It ’s right enough if he can get his N.A.P., 
Though it’s tricky! tricky! tricky! 





Our fervent admiration is unlimited, of course, 

For what we call (descriptively affectionate) ‘the Force.” 

The case of Mrs. Miller, though it seems a little hard, 

Will be the means of strikingly increasing our regard, 
And it’s tricky! tricky! tricky! 

Is the merry diagnosis of a ‘‘ tickey;” 

They always calls a fit a drunken N.A.P., 

Oh, they’re tricky! tricky! tricky! 


Oh, have you ever heard of those vaticinating scamps 
Who send prophetic letters ‘‘ per return, for seven stamps ” ? 
They caught one in the Midlands, and were down upon him flat 
(We wonder what Trophonius will have to say to that !) 

He was tricky! tricky! tricky! 

His conduct was indubitably ‘‘ dickey ;” 

So off they went to prison with R.A.O.B., 

Who was tricky! tricky! tricky! 


A nuisance those ‘‘ Salvationists,’”’ the worst we ever saw, 
But still they have a right to the protection of the law; 
We're glad to see the justices have stopped the little game 
Of magistrates who'd wilfully deprive them of the same, 
Oh, they ‘re tricky! tricky! tricky! 
And their conduct on the bench is often “‘ dickey ;” 
Sut the public’s sure to catch them on the H.O.P., 
| Though they ’re tricky! tricky! tricky! 


Oh, sad has been the fate of that policeman indiscreet 
Who perpetrated burglaries upon his very beat, 
He might, in course of time, have made a competence, in fact, 
But some one waited up for him and caught him in the act. 
He was tricky! tricky! tricky! 
But now they ‘ve gone and caged him like a ‘‘ dickey ;” 
For the wary chemist caught him on the H.O.P., 
He was tricky! tricky! tricky! 


ES LS 


| 
Talking “Shop.” 
A MEETING was lately held by the Shop Assistants’ Labour League, 
to aid the movement for shortening their hours of labour, As this 
| movement is a perfectly league-al one, we do not think any one can run 


‘‘ counter ’’ to it. 
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CHEERFUL! | 


Go, bid the rain from yonder cloud 

In dense and steady streams descend, 
Request the thunder, fiercely loud, 

The welkin with its roar to rend. 
Across yon dreary vault above, 

Go bid the lightning-flashes play : 
The conflict of the storm I love; 

I would not, if I could, be gay, 
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Then bring me books of tragic tone, 
Eclipsing Edgar Allen Poe ; 
That I may read them all alone, 

By one dull taper sinking low. 
Grim, ghastly tales of woe and crime 
Shall share my loneliness to-day ; 
I-’en thus will I beguile my time, — 
I would not, if I could, be gay. 
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Or let my bell’s incessant clang 
Harsh creditors in crowds proclaim, 
While madly at my knocker bang 
Dread bores with Legion for their name, 
Let angry duns on oath declare 
They mean to sue unless I pay, 
While duffers talk me to despair ; . 
I would not, if I could, be gay. 
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Then let my frame be direly racked 
With aches and pains full sore to bear, 
With all the maladies, in fact, 
To which our human flesh is heir, 

Let fell Neuralgia mount her throne, 
And Gout assert its dreaded sway, 
While cramps extort the sigh or groan ; 

I would not, if I could, be gay. 








There are who find their only joys 
In wine or jests, in dance or song, 
I say to Laughter, ‘* Hold your noise ! ” 
I cry to Gladness, *‘ Get along!” 
I wish to spend my stay on earth 
In quite my own peculiar way. 
Let youth and folly cling to mirth ; 
I would not, if I could, be gay. 











THE FASHIONS. 
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WE SUPPOSE WE MAY EXPEC! TO SEF SOMETHING OF THIS SORT OF THING. 
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Our Hard-up Contribut»: frequently asked ‘‘ what had become ot that incorrigible blackguard 
and lazy scoundrel, the husband?” Xc., «ce. 

IIAs, to our horror and dismay, turned up once again. The last we We were glad to find that he had succeeded in getting what he 
heard of him was an application (med we say for money?) on thestrength —\anted, and not sorry that for once he had more than he wanted. 
of an approaching increase in the family. We had, however, been ie 
served that way so many times (we mean with regard to his applica- 
tions), eventually finding out that there had been nothing of the kind, 
the wife being apparently a most exemplary sort of person, and quite 


NEW LEAVES. 


The Day of Rest.—Of the illustrated leaves in the May number 
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incapable of anything so unwsthetic, that we paid no attention what- 
ever to the letter, more especially as we had received two from him of 
a similiar nature within the preceding twelve months. (Our H.-U. C. 
has a shocking memory in this matter, as well as for borrowed half- 
crowns.) 

It now appears that there was really cause for his appeal; but having 
cried ** Wolf!” so often before, he was unable, as far as we were con- 
cerned, to keep the wolf from the door, and his necessity must have 
been dire. It would seem, however, that the greater his need the more 
daring is his audacity, since his latest achievement, though connected 
with a baby, was anything but childish—it was ‘‘old-manny”’ in the 
extreme. On a previous occasion he had noticed that the nurse in 
attendance upon his wife was the happy recipient of sundry florins and 
half-crowns from the lady visitors, and being unable to afford the ser- 
vices of a Mrs. Gamp this time, he determined, he says, to personate 
that lady whenever any one called, and so become possessed of the 
numerous ‘‘ tips,” which, he playfully adds, is the probable cause of 
most monthlies getting «psy. 

The scheme, it appears, succeeded wonderfully well, his familiarity 
with the writings of Mrs. Brown enabling him to carry on the deception 
most thoroughly, or, to put it in his phraseology, allowed him ‘‘to do 
them Brown.” Clever, however, as was the device for raising funds, 
he always had a fund of humour,—there was one drawback to the plan 
which he admits was unpleasant, and we should certainly think it was. 
Amongst the many who called to see his wife and baby were some 
| objectionable relatives who utterly unappreciate the greatly gifted father, 
ind wher little imagining h lent 
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they were alone with him, little 


(better in intention than in results), we can only say, ‘‘ Sufficient of the 
day,’ and leave the ‘* Rest.” The Addantic Monthly has the first four 
chapters of Mr. Thomas Hardy’s new story, ‘‘ Two on a Tower,” which 
promises to be as ‘* Hardy’’ as his other works, if it does not ‘* Tower” 
above them. It also has Longfellow’s last poem, ‘‘ Mard River,” full 
of poetry and tenderness to the last, and other interesting matter. Zhe 
Century and St, Nicholas, usually so rich in illustrations, are this month 
more so, especially S’, Wicho/as, which deserves more than mere passing 
commendation. Zhe Antiguaryand The Libliog/aphir are {ull of matter 
peculiarly interesting to those who delight in such Lore-d-able glean- 
ings. .lacmilian’s, besides its continuation of ‘* Fortune’s Fool,” has a 
charming paper, ‘A Little Pilgrim,’’ and other noteworthy articles. 
The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boys’ Own Paper, Girls’ Own 
aper—it is only needful to mention them to vouch for the excellence 
of their contents. //ousehold Words is full of first-rate material, most 
material to its patrons, A summer number is promised for June the 
first. Zhe Zh-atre is an excellent number, with an admirable photo. 
of Miss Violet Cameron, the commencement of a story, ‘* The Player’s 
Child,”’ and a variety of matter pertaining to the theatre. Ze Folleé— 
ever fresh, because ever new. 

‘*The Lawn Tennis Annual,” by L. G, F. Winslow (F. Warne & 
Co.)—Is a comprehensive record of the games of the past year and fixtures 
for the present, laws of the game, &c. All players and lovers of this 
now national game will be glad to have this annual, and its completeness 
must fast win favour for Mr. Win-slow’s book. 

The Paper and Printing Trades Fournal.—This well-known journal | 
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THE GENTLE CRAFT.—SPRING-TIME. 
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vehicles, proposed in the last Budget. 


| woe in their case. 
be inclined to gig-gle at it. Educational ‘‘ coaches’ 
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THE BRITISH PROFESSIONAL SCULLER, 


GIVE a jolly good cheer, give a hearty hooray 

For British unchangeable love of fair play ; 

Give a withering sneer, give a bullying snort, 

At the notion that strangers can touch us at sport ! 


Give a noisy guffaw that is meant to imply 

The tricks of unfairness that foreigners try ; 
Give a wink to imply what is needless to state— 
That the English professional sculler is great. 


Make the cheerful remark that there isn’t a doubt 
That nothing ’s so easy as bringing him out. 
Observe, ‘‘It is done if you only provide 

A little encouragement, nicely applied.”’ 


Exultingly say, from the depths of your heart, 
‘* Just give the professional sculler a start, 
And see how his qualities come to the front, 
And see how the foreigner ’s out of the hunt !” 
Our British professional sculler is one 

With every quality under the sun— 

Of fairness and pluck, and the rest of the sort, 
Which gives such a manly complexion to sport. 


Hfe’d never descend to an act to disgrace, 

For the purpose of gaining success in a race ! 
The light of his honour amounts to a glare ! 
He’s thoroughly British, and noble, and fair. 


One fault he possesses; with pride let us say 

His over-nobility stands in his way : 

Though leading by miles, he would feign to give in 
To let an exhausted antagonist win. 


Aha! here’s a chance for his taking his place ! 
Let ’s see him compete in the Chinnery Race. 

Lo, meanness at sight of him trembles and scowls; 
Oh, isn’t he beautiful >—see how he fouls! 


The fire of our insular pride is aglow 

At the sight of his qualities—ssn’¢ he slow ? 
Unfairness and Littleness tempt him in vain. 
Three cheers for him—look, he is fouling again! 


He’s sculling as fast as a person could swim ; 

Why, Hanlan and Trickett are duffers to Aim / 
Hurrah for him! Excellent! Splendid! Encore! 
He zs so delightful—he ’s fouling once more! 


The Briton, indeed, has some reason to boast ; 
And Fun, in his triumph, proposes a toast : 
‘‘ That model of honour and star of fair play, 


49? 


The British Professional Sculler! Hooray! 





Wheel See! 
CARRIAGE-FOLKS are complaining of the additional tax on those 
It is a question of four-wheeler 


Some will find it a ‘‘ drag,’’ no doubt, and will not 
’ will, of course, 








PARLIAMENTARY MBM3s, 


IN writing for our last week’s issue upon the subject of Mr. Forster's 
resignation we said, ‘* Lord Frederick Cavendish has taken his place 
and we hope he'll enjoy it; he ought to do well.” Little, indeed, did 
we imagine that after those words were in print, but before they reached 
the public, the utterance of any good wishes for the success of the new 
Chief Secretary for Ireland could seem a ghastly mockery. Yet so it 
was! A terrible tragedy in Phoenix Park had sent a thrill of horror 
throughout the civilized world, and Lord Frederick Cavendish, together 
with Mr Burke, the faithful Under-Secretary at Dublin Castle, lay life 
less, gashed and scarred by the knives of dastardly assassins. An even! 
of such unbounded atrocity naturally produced an enormous effect ; al! 
parties, including the Land Leaguers, joined in denouncing it, and even 
Mr. Biggar was apparently tempted into giving vent to a qualified expres 
sion of regret: political differences were sunk, and the leaders of the 
Opposition tendered to the Government their hearty co-operation in an\ 
measures calculated to repress these Irish crimes and criminals: whils: 
at their next sittings the Houses, both of the Lords and the Commons 
immediately adjourned after touching tributes had been paid to the 
memories of the murdered men—tributes which were richly deserved. 
FuN, who—like all true jesters—can weep as well as laugh, desires to 
offer them his tribute too, and to say that as he hoped, se@ has it been— 


‘* They have done well.” 


Mr. George Otto Trevelyan has patriotically accepted the duties of 
Chief Secretary for unhappy Ireland; but G. O, T. has not g ot him- 
self a seat in the Cabinet. 

The Bishop of London has obtained a second reading for the Union 
of Benefices (London) Bill, and is to be congratulated thereon, as union 
in any portion of the Church is a consummation devoutly to be wished 

The Bishop of Exeter, also, has gained an identical favour for the 
Pluralities Acts Amendment Bill, which, it is hardly necessary to add 
is not one of the singularities of legislation, 

The House of Commons has graciously agreed that leave be given to 
Henry David Erskine, Esquire, Deputy-Serjeant-at-Arms, to appear 
and plead to the action brought against him by Mr. C, Bradlaugh. The 
latter personage is no doubt gratified to find that he has been able to 
wrest from an adverse majority at any rate one privilege which, as it 
has turned out, was to be had for the ershine. 

There has been some discussion about the frequent delays in the ap- 
pointment of Standing Committees. Of course, the sooner a Standing 
Committee is appointed, the sooner can it sit, and that is desirable for 
all parties. 

The debate on the Contumacious Clerks’ Bill has been adjourned, 
pending the report of the R»yal Commission which was set to examine 
the subject last year. Merchants, and other persons engaged in trade 
may be disappointed to learn that this measure is not designed to afiord 
them any relief. 

Mr. Pease has moved and gained a second reading of a Bill for the 
abolition of capital punishment in cases which he classifies as ‘‘ murder 
of the second degree.” To persons, therefore, whose crime comes 
under that heading, one may appropriately say Sax (7.¢., Pease) 
vobiscum, 

Sir W. Harcourt, on behalf of the Government, introduced a strin- 
gent Bill for the prevention of crime in Ireland, and Messrs. Parnell 
and Co. (who had lately been so shocked by one particular crime) 
denounced it furiously. However, they only mustered twenty-two votes 
against three hundred and twenty-seven in favour of the Bill, which 


looks well for its future stages. 
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NICE AND 





TOOTHSOME. 


| The Vicar.—**Gor your GRANDSON WITH YOU TO-DAY, Mrs. Brown.” 


| Mrs. Brown.—"* Yes, SiR. SCHOOLMASTER AIN'T WELL, YER SEE, SIR, AN ’E’S GIVE ’EM ALL A ’OLIDAY, SIR; SO I SES TO 
MESELP, I S#S, A BEYOOTIFUL TIME TO ’AVE TWO OF ’IS TEETH DRAWED, SIR!” 








Fetching Music. 


Tue Liverpool School Board has hit upon a happy expedient to detect 
the number of absentees. A band of music was engaged to play in the 
streets during school hours, and the result was that in four days 3,020 
children who ought to have been at school were found listening to the 
sweet strains of the musicians. It seems that in some of the slums it is 
impossible by ordinary means to get acquainted with the families of the 
residents, and we congratulate the Liverpudlians on the success of their 
** overtures,” 





That it should Come to this. 


Ir is stated that the authorities in France have determined to dispose 

of the crown of Napoleon III. by public auction. This will indeed be a 

| **knock-down ” blow to the Bonapartist party, and suggests that the 

object of the Republic is filthy lucre. The fact of their wishing to change 

*‘one crown” into many would not be surprising, were it not a well-known 
fact that they are not ‘in want of a sovereign.” 





WANTED TO KNowW. —The exact relation between the phrases ‘‘horse 
flesh” and ‘* bicycle meet.” 
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IN THE PRESS.—READY SHORTLY, ONE SHILLING. 
Post-free, 15, 2d. 


“FUN’S” ACADEMY SKITS, 


Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 


WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 
NESTOR. 








$s 


Over One Hundred Pictures of the most 
Humorous Kind. 








“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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aves" COCOA 

Cocoa t} 

the cup, yon 

cc" ESSENCE 


i 1! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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FUN’S DERBY HIEROGLYPHIC: OR CLEAR 








AND COMPREHENSIVE 








TIP TYPICAL. 
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ON IT. 
"ART FOR 


PUTTING A “POINT” 

Elderly Sage.—** AW, BILL, If GRIEVE MY 

A-COOMIN’ OUT ‘THE CHEQUERS’ JUST NOW.” 

itll. — NEVER MOIND, OLD 'UN! I BE WILLIN’ TO GOO BACK 
YEW 'LL STAN’ OF ANOTHER POINT.” 


TO 


SEE YEW 


IF 


PREPARATION. 
A DERBY MORNING MONODY. 


Mr. ARPARSNINE REGGLER, @ City clerk, awakes on the 
morning of the Great Race, and speaks :— 


HA! ten to eight. Too little time to seek, 
Rake out, find, furbish, polish all the host | 
Of rusty necessaries for this day, 
So long disused, a year ago Jaid by! 

Where is the rolling gait I never use 

Save on the Derby Day—the gait that gives 

Such evidence of ultra-horsiness ? 

Not this,—this is my City-going gait, 

A hurried, sharp, digestion-spoiling trot. 

Where are the seven turfy idioms 

With which I conquered Jones, who knew but six, 
Last Derby Day? I put the inclination, 

The Derby ‘‘ cock” intended for my hat, 

Upon this shelf—I’d swear I put it there ; 

This isn’t it, this is the rigid straightness 

I wear it with on ordinary days. 

And then my Derby wink that hints at tips, 
Straight tips, ‘‘good things,” and suchlike mysteries; | 
I laid it carefully in lavender, | 
Here, in this drawer—I’m convinced I did. 
Now, let me see—oh, yes! my Derby pose, 
The pose with which I gaze upon a horse | 
(So widely differing from the pose with which 

I gaze upon a ledger): one leg bent— | 
Yes, here ’s the bend—the head a little tilted— 

Yes, here’s the tilt; how very thick with dust! 
And now for my expression when I ’ve won 

Five shillings; an expression which converts | 
The shillings into ‘‘thous.” I’m nearly ready ; | 
I wish to goodness I could find my gait! 
Confound it! don’t you know, it wouldn’? do 
To go to Epsom with my City trot. 

Ila! Jones’s knock, he said he'd call for me; | 
Now, wre is that confounded Derby gait? 
Why, gracious heavens! Jones has got it on! | 





To Them that Have shall be Given. 

THE wedding presents to the luke and Duchess of Albany 
were dispatched from Windsor Castle to Claremont the other 
day ina couple of vans. A Radical reformer would no doubt 
consider this is a sign of the vavity of the presen? age. 








TWADDLE! 


(N.B.— The believer in Irish virtue is requested to skip the italicized lines, which of 
course do not bear on the subject. 


‘THE recent base and ghastly deed 
Has caused a howl of execration” , 
** The hearts of Erin's children bleed 
With horror and humiliation.” .. . 
** Such words as these should deeply move, 
Their touching eloquence appealing 
To all our sympathies ; they prove 
The sterlingness of Irish feeling !” 


Four striking figures, having done 
A deed exciting wid: sensation, 
Proceed to mount a car, and run 
The gauntlet of the population : 
Thev avive along at madcap pace ; 
Transpontine hats and bowies ovace them , 
They swwagrer all about the place— 
And not an Lrishman can trace them. 


Lines to be skipped. 


“The Dublin jarvies have agreed 
To hold a public demonstration 
To show their horror at the deed, 
And hold it up to execration.” . , 
** The lower classes all about 
Denounce the murders most severely, 
The hardest cynic cannot doubt 
Such sentiments are meant sincerely.” 


The four (or more) who did the work 


2s. “a 
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Or else they've tried another plan, 

And left the country—with asststance— 
And there ts neither boy nor man 

Who's seen or touched them, in existence. 


a 


— 


€s to be 


skipped. 


Lir 


‘* The Irish fervently proclaim 
Their hope that ¢Aey will be acquitted 
Of sharing 1n the guilt and shame 
Of horrors recently committed.” . . . 
‘* The instinct of the Irish mind | 
Repudiates with indignation 
All deeds of such repulsive kind 
As lately horrified creation.” . . 





~ ( Ten thousand founds—ten thousand, mind /— 

X| For him who aids the law in pouncing 

=| Upon those very men we find 

’ | The Lrish people all denouncing : 

=~ A chance fo free themseli es from blanie— 

> To punish those they've loathed and scouted— 
/ And win a foriune at the same 


Lhe offer flouted ! 


‘‘ The Irish chiefs, without delay, 
Have widely posted proclamations 
Denouncing in the strongest way 
The recent base assassinations.” . 
© The Lrish Members, with a will, 
And under every condiiton, 
| Recetve the Crime Suppression Bit 
| With unrelenting opposition.” ... 





~ ( negualled stroke! 


1¢s to be 
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THE OUTSIDER. 


ticed tothe ore when any kind o: sport was going on—dquite a giant in his way 


There used to be a wonderfully big man of the name of John, whom we aiways n ; = 
: ] } j , P , *viularly Da f iis W uue Cars age. 
—fellow witha big stick. u sed tohaveala sy wil im, too, who used to be particularly gracious ~regularly set her cap at burn. Lhis was so y + ag 
} lov ‘oul (ou 
Well, we missed sight of this big nu for a year or two: and we were shocked the other day to see him turn up again among the lovers of sport. Would y 
, well, nissea Sig! ae ee eee ee ib Deemer ees ’ nowt f t but at isn't the same he used tohave. We 
believe it? he s grown qulke€ a pigmy, a! 1 ed to looK Cown upon re gular! ly lop him now tae A Vig Sb4-% Bibb, sea 


dead now, ana 
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GENTLE CRAFT.—WAITING FOR BITES. 

















A KINDLY IMPULSE. 


WHILE plunging to our 
very eyes 

In all the joys that life 
supplies, 

We should not blink the 
fact profound 

That humbler 
breathe around, 


creatures 


Then common justicecomes 
to us 

And models our reflections 
thus :— 

‘*These humble friends, it 
well may be, 

Would rather like to share 
our glee,” 





Keflecting thus, with much 
dispraise 

Of my accustomed selfish ways, 

I thought, ** These lowly lives shall share 

My Epsom outing, I declare.” 


Ah, not in vain these simple rhymes, 
If they shall teach that there are times 
When men should place upon the shelf 
That all-absorbing idol—SELF. 


So, making out a little list 

Of sentient creatures which exist, 
Yet—be it said to man’s disgrace— 
Extremely seldom see a race, 


Pursuant to my noble wish 

I sought a man who dealt in fish, 
And asked about a crab or so, 

Or lobster, who would like to go. 


The kindly man replied with tears :-— 

'* They all would like, the little dears ;” 
Whereon I wept, for I had not 
Sufhcient means to take the lot. 


This wholesale notion being waived, 
He picked me out the best behaved ; 
And lapse of years shall not destroy 
The thoughts of that crustacean’s joy. 


Shall man forget the feathered throng 
That fill the lonesome groves with song? 
The feathered fowl? ‘**It shall not be” 
(1 thought)—‘‘a fowl shall go with me!” 


And lest the feathers—such a lot— 
Should render him unduly hot 

(The weather being borne in mind) 

I fixed on leaving them behind. 
some pigeons too—for these belong 
Distinctly to the feathered throng— 
Such dears, with pretty rosy feet !— 
I now resolved should share the treat 





To save them from the parching dust 

I had them covered with a crust | 
From whose enfolding shadow they 

Would poke their toes as if in play. | 


I think unnumbered facts reveal 
That vegetable forms can feel ; 

And I exclaimed, ‘‘ As this is so, 
Some vegetables, too, shall go!” 


Too few—too meagre pleasures cheer 
The common lettuce’s career ; 

In fifty such you ’Il find not one 
That ever saw the Derby run! 


With all my little guests around, 
I started for the classic ground ; 
My joy attained a purer tone— 
I did not live for self alone. 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE SCHOOL OF 
DRAMATIC ART. 


As you know, Sir, I went to the Lyceum on Monday afternoon at three 
o’clock at Lord Wharnclifte’s invitation. The hour of three was chosen, 
I believe, in order to prevent the notion getting abroad that a four-gone 
conclusion had been arrived at by the Committee as to the proposed 
School. We met to decide what the new Academy should be like, and 
after Mr. Boucicault, Mrs. Kendal, Mr. Sala, and others had stated their 
views, the noble chairman asked me for mine. Here they are, Sir :— 

‘“* My lord, ladies, and gentlemen,” I began (trying not to look at Mr. 
Toole, for fear he should make me laugh), ‘‘ Mr. Boucicault has told us 
acting cannot be learnt on a hearthrug, but all I know is that I have a 
professional friend whom I have seen many a time get up and act on the 
spur of the moment. (Laughter.) You laugh, so I suppose you see the | 
point of my remark ; it’s spur-pose, so to speak.* (Cheers.) Well, my | 
lord, I mention this to encourage the beginner. Mrs. Kendal, my lord, | 
has insisted on the necessity of keeping the new School select. Quite | 
so. There must be nothing whatever low about it, except, perhaps, the | 
comedians, It would be for the Committee to decide. But one thing | 
I would specially taboo, and that is, the turning of its class-rooms into | 
the cinder path of the pedestrian. In other words, my lord, let us shut | 
out those ‘ walking gentlemen,’ who of late years seem to have invaded | 
our stage. We don't want ‘walking gentlemen,’ in sooth, what we want 
is plays that will ‘run.’ (Loud cheers.) 

‘* Another important point is the teaching of elocution. This, as | 
Mrs. Stirling has remarked, is of much moment. She might have said | 
of many moments, as a matter of fact, for the Committee has already | 
issued a ‘minute’ on the subject, I am told. The delivery of blank | 
verse is to be specially taught. So far so good, but who is to teach it?” | 
(The Chairman : **Competent actors.”) ‘‘ His lordship says compe: | 
tent actors; but I say, No! for in that case you would have the delivery | 
of poetry taught by ‘ pros.’” (Loud and long-continued mirth.) 

I regret to say, Sir, that at this point I had to summarily cease my 
remarks. Mr. Irving wanted the stage, and thus at least five quips I | 
had jotted down on my programme are, at any rate for the present, lost | 
to the public. You may send your subscriptions, though, to 13 Regent | 
Street, W., thus following my advice, for I intend to subscribe myself— 
Your faithful Extra-Special, as usual. 








yet received a written offer ot the post of Professor ot Burlesque, 


* I have not 
ew School, but I am looking out for it by every post.—Y.E.-5.R. | 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


ALTHOUGH the earliness of the hour at which the Upper House now 
meets does not appear to have had the desired effect of inducing the 
nice young men among the Peers to step forth and distinguish them- 
selves, yet it seems to have let in the Lords Spiritual for an innings, 
who, besides putting a wet blanket upon the new statutes for Lincoln 
College, Oxford, have introduced an Imprisonment for Contumacy Bill 
for the express purpose of releasing the Rev. Mr. Green from durance 
vile. As neither the existing law nor the prisoner would exert them- 
selves to solve the problem, it was certainly a brilliant idea to cut the 
Gordian knot with a éz//, 

Mr. Warton is horrified to think that the public imagine the quality 
of patent medicines to be guaranteed by the Government. Would it 
not be well that a Patent-Pill Taster should be appointed, and that Mr. 
Warton himself should have the first offer of the post? It would keep 
him profitably employed and quiet. 

It has been pleasant to receive Ministerial assurances that we and 
our lively neighbours across the Channel are now in absolute accord 
upon the Egyptian Question. We presume that, at the next European 
concert, England and France will together play the ‘‘absolute ac- 
cord-ion.” 

As the report that Cetawayo would visit this country has been used 
in Zululand to create agitation (did the unfriendly Zulus think their de- 
throned monarch was going to be tortured by steam or electricity ?), 
Her Majesty’s Government have felt themselves compelled to postpone 
the visit. We beg to condole with Mrs. Leo Hunter. Oh, her pangs! 

In explanation of the directly indirect non-consensual agreement be- 
tween the Government and the ex-Members for Kilmainham, Mr, Par- 
nell favoured the House with a farcical monologue, entitled ‘‘ The 
Incomplete Letter Reader; or, What to Read and What to Omit,” the 
best point of which was wholly missed, until Mr. Forster drew attention 
to the fact that it had been left out, and produced a correct copy of letter 
in question. This, originally written by Mr. Parnell to Captain O’Shea, 
was handed to the latter gentleman to declaim, but he was so frequently 
interrupted by uproarious laughter and cheers from the Opposition 
benches, that he became almost inaudible and deserved to be dubbed— 
in Shakespearian phrase—the ‘‘ Inexpressive (O’)Shea.’”’ Enough, how- 
ever, was heard to afford excuse for a hubbub, and, when the House 
met the next afternoon, they ballyragged to their hearts’ content. 
Mr. A. Balfour shot peas at Ministers, and Mr. Gladstone spanked him 
soundly ; Mr. Gibson heaved half a brick at Mr. Gladstone’s head, and 
Sir William Harcourt chucked it back again; Lord John Manners 
almost forgot his surname; Mr. Forster, Sir Stafford, and several 
troublesome boys joined in the row; and, when it was all over, nobody 
was one penny the better. 

Mr. Gladstone has introduced a Bill to deal with Arrears of Rent in 
Ireland, the liquidation of which arrears by the tenants is greatly needed, 
Last year they tried to further this object by means of a loan, but the 
result was not encouraging, so they have determined to leave it a-/one, 
and to make State gifts instead out of the surplus of the Irish Church 
Temporalities. Now then, don’t all hold out your hands at once. 
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THE GENTLE CRAFT.—WAITING FOR BITES. 
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A KINDLY IMPULSE. 


WHILE plunging to our 
very eyes 

In all the joys that life 
supplies, 

We should not blink the 
fact profound 

That humbler creatures 
breathe around, 


Then common justice comes 
to us 

And models our reflections 
thus :— 

‘These humble friends, it 
well may be, 

Would rather like to share 
our glee,” 











Keflecting thus, with much 
dispraise 

Of my accustomed selfish ways, 

I thought, ‘* These lowly lives shal! share 


My Epsom outing, I declare.” 


Ah, not in vain these simple rhymes, 

If they shall teach that there are times 
When men should place upon the shelf 
That all-absorbing idol—SELF. 


So, making out a little list 

Of sentient creatures which exist, 
Yet—be it said to man’s disgrace— 
Extremely seldom see a race, 


Pursuant to my noble wish 
I sought a man who dealt in fish, 
And asked about a crab or so 

’ 
Or lobster, who would like to go. 


The kindly man replied with tears :-— 

‘* They all would like, the little dears ;” 
Whereon I wept, for I had not 
Sufhcient means to take the lot. 


This wholesale notion being waived, 
He picked me out the best behaved ; 
And lapse of years shall not destroy 
The thoughts of that crustacean’s joy. 


Shall man forget the feathered throng 
That fill the lonesome groves with song? 
The feathered fowl? ‘**It shall not be”’ 
(I thought)—‘‘a fowl shall go with me!” 


And lest the feathers—such a lot— 
Should render him unduly hot 
(The weather being borne in mind) 
I fixed on leaving them behind. 


Some pigeons too—for these belong 
Distinctly to the feathered throng— 
Such dears, with pretty rosy feet !— 


I now resolved should share the treat 











To save them from the parchit 
I had them covered with a cr 
From whose enfolding shadow 
Would poke their toes as if ix 


I think unnumbered facts rev 
That vegetable forms can feel 
And I exclaimed, ‘‘ As this is 
Some vegetables, too, shall go 


Too few—too meagre pleasure 
The common lettuce’s career 3 
In fifty such you ’Il find not on 
That ever saw the Derby run! 


With all my little guests aroun 
I started for the classic ground 
My joy attained a purer tone— 
I did not live for self alone. 
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* I have not yet received a written offer ot the post 
Facetiz, &c., at the new School, but I am looking out for it 


























W. EE. F. to W. E. G. 
(See Cartoon.) 


“Yes, WILLIAM, it’s just as I told you, 
He isn’t a horse to be coaxed, 
His trainers have duped and cajoled you, 
Both jockey and public are hoaxed ; 
You’d better by far have confided 
In those who’d have strengthened your grip, 
And not in your haste have derided 
The blinkers, the spur, and the whip. 


“T knew that Hibernian stable 
Too well to be gulled by their tricks, 
And hinted you’d never be able 
To substitute halfpence for kicks: 
Yet dearly-bought counsel disdaining, 
And blind to the faults of your steed, 
You altered the system of training 
Before it had time to succeed. 


“ The change didn’t work—but ’t were idle 
To jeer at a jockey who errs, 
So keep a firm hand on the bridle, 
And give him a touch of the spurs ; 
Though fresh and unruly, he’s faster 
And better and braver than most, 
Then, once let him own you his master, 
He’ll distance them all at the post.” 
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THE IRISH HORSE 
forster (the olf Fock.“ \H! 1 KNEW YOU WOULD HAVE TO TAKE 
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TO TAKE STRONG MEASURES WITH HIM.” 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. HOW TO WIN ON THE TURBF. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, HINTs To Petry PONTERS AND PROpDIGIOUS PLUNGERS. 
To win money upon horse- : 


No. 14.—A WINby ORATION. 
SS races everything depends upon 


the system youemploy. To bet 
without a system, say the turf 
advisers and combination-mon- 
gers, is simple lunacy ; but with 


Airn—We give ourselves airs this wek, and write toa tune of our own. 


—~«liE wind blows 
fresh from the 
nor’-nor’-east, 


i 









NA And Grisel_ in our New Patent Duplex Safety 
France has had Infallible Method (Registered), 
a feast ; success is certain and loss im- 





possible. There is a lot of sys- 
tems in common use among turf 
speculators, all more or leSs in- 
- fallible ; generally less, and some- 
times more so. There is the 
jockey system, the first or second 
favourite system, the combina- 
tion system, which of course is a 
little mixed, either of which will 
make a fortune in a season or 
two if you only start fair with 
half a dollar, and pursue the 


A political chance 
there was in 


\: that, 

Which M. Gam- 
betta he seized 
on pat. 

It put the Depu- 
tiesall ina state; 

But he would get 
up and he would 
‘* orate.” 

So the wind 


blows fresh from system consistently. Then there 
the nor’-nor’- is the newspaper selection me- 
east thod, which consists in backing 





(Which doesn’t all the horses that the paper 
concern our- prophets and Trophonius go for 


selves in the | jn big capitals; and the fixed sum system, the principle of which is to 


ae. ‘a least), lay out your money so as to win always a stipulated amount, say a fiver 

And the wind blows light {rom the sou’-sou’-west ora tenner, or ‘‘a pony,” or what you like. This last is a very simple and 

(A fact of subordinate in-ter-est). practical system, and gives you plenty of variety and a lot of calculation 

, . : , for your money ; but its disadvantage is, that while your winnings can 

Oh, the wind blows fresh, and the ane Reowe toud, unelie be md ctly estimated, sail losses, owing to the variable state 
With a brimstone flash from a thunder-cloud, of the market, must always represent an unknown quantity. We have 
And a score of myths from the elder time, never tried any of these methods ourselves, and so cannot speak of them 
And a loathsome gust of repulsive crime, with any experience ; but the following is a plan that has been strongly 
And a fiendish roar, and a fierce ha! ha} recommended to us by one who has applied to it the severest tests, with- 
And that is a German op-e-ra. ue 4 , out ever knowing it to fail. To find the winner of a race, says our 
Where the wind blows fresh till it veers a point, authority, take in your left hand a list of the horses engaged in it, and 

And concord ’s wellnigh out of joint ; in the right a short straight piece of wire, with a sharp point at one end, 

And you ’re much inclined to have a fit and a minute knob at the other, Now close your eyes tightly and poke 


the point of the wire through the list of horses : the one whose name you 
in thi i ight oneto back. Then get your 

1 : hav have penetrated in this manner is the rig 
ee ee at cea cabins money out like a man, and go into the Ring or up to the lists, or wherever 
yr? a Di Walhtires but I “* Walkure!” cried it is you want to lay out your coin, and inquire the animal's market 
a ae aes price; then as soon as you are told, put your pieces back into your 


(Which doesn’t agitate ws a bit). 














' vr into 
nen ee? eee oe see Mo (aaa pocket and go away. If this system be properly and conscientiously 
yr peor ttn. ( aah = worked out, rest assured you will never lose by it. 

: oe oe ~— Y, o tae “re clits o Geoee intens N.B,.—This method is copyright, but all purchasers of Fun’s Double 
ee ee ere es 4 Derby Number, price one penny, may use it without further payment 
(Which we all regard with indif-fe-rence), # ’ 
And the wind blows light and it makes no fuss Or royalty. a ae a ee TE 
(But it’s nothing at all to do with us). 
TIPS FOR THE TWENTY-FOURTH. 
OS, Se — mown i = = veaieninenl THE Derby is not a texophilite meeting, yet doubtless many will go 
(ane aeneey Canes SS ee inal in for Archer-y, and will be all of a ‘‘ quiver” lest their ‘‘ bow”-ideal 
Oh, the wind blows fresh, and the wind blows free ag eee : 
} , : of a jockey should miss his mark. 
(It’s not an unusual fact, ~~. adits daciane 4 takes 
And an ill wind blew Great Paul that day et a PY hse: 7 — ae ny ee 
| When he went through the road out Stratford way. cishe a jockey is ‘‘ scaled,” it does not necessarily follow that he i: 
| a ~ — — — ry wf iy ne oee Conversation at race meetings is usually of a ‘‘ course”’ kind, 
ggg wind blew light pet pg to the west It is not filly-al for a horse's offspring to give it the colt shoulder. 
, the wind blew lig : a. rot ; + ; der j “oe 
And Fun’s ‘* Academy Skits” are best. is pre-veil on Derby Day; in fact, many consider it a sort of re 
a You should not gamble, even in a meadow, but it is allowable to bet 
“6 ” **on the field,”’ 
wiv Gus Seas. a ae ee You cannot expect an unsuccessful jockey to be jockey-lar. 

THE encouragement of thrift amongst our soldiers is a “‘capital,”’ not If you were to say that the folks who go to the Derby in coaches from 
to say ‘‘interest ”-ing idea, but it must not be pushed too far. Other- | pratchett’s were “‘first-chop,” it might cause Hatchett-ation, even if you 
wise, in time of war there will be the danger of our warriors, taught to | caid it axe-identally, 
always save something, will be carrying out the precept by ‘‘ saving There is one kind of “rigging” not useful at sea, viz., “ thimble- 
themselves.” rigging.” That ‘‘rigging” is pea-culiar—in fact, not ship-shape. 

The man who risks a ‘‘monkey” on a race is ape-parently ape- 
An Oughty Paradox. person of great courage. ss 

Ir you have a secret to whisper, you ought to do it in a way in which An uncle’s grumbling is more unpleasant than an aunt’s es — 

you ought not to do it; for you ought to do it in a manner that ought The best man to manage a “drag would be a servant of t e oya 

low’ Humane Society. But fora ‘‘ break spot’’a billiard player. Pe- 

not to be al/ow’d, ane he por os 
_ cue-niarily speaking, he will study the ‘‘ pocket,” and is not to 








frightened even by a ‘‘ cannon,” 
One spot near the Derby course is ‘* Warren ”-ted. - 
When you get near Epsom, you can sing ‘‘ Ewell remember me, 
A pillar of the state is not always a winning-post, 


WHEN (MA-)cH#/VE MAKE A NOTE OF.—The use of machinery in 
fishing may seem a strange notion at first, but yet, if you come to think 
of it, what is the ordinary net but a most elaborate and complicated 


‘“mesh "ine ? 
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TURF CUTTINGS.—The DERBY and the OAKS. 


To Tue Epiror oF ‘* Fun.” 


IR,—My recent defeat 
(so unexpected and 
so unusual an ex- 
perience) has in- 
volved me in a 
feeling of doubt and 
diffidence wholly 
foreign to my 
nature, and it is 
with considerable 
trepidation that I 
this week approach 
the subject that is 
to make or mar me. 
I have staked my 


all upon the hazard of the die, and I must run the course—the Derby 
course, that is. That only metaphorically, however, for the stamina of 
the old man but ill adapts him to being driven at a breakneck pace 
through a roaring crowd by a gorgeously jacketed and active mannered 
party, armed with 
many whips and 
countless spurs ; to 
say nothing of its 
| being derogatory to 
|his dignity, and 
| likely to make him 
| look small ‘* before 
‘the boy.” Yes, Sir, 
I am forced to give 
them, but I am 
difhdent to a de- 
gree, that is almost 
painful in its 
novelty, of the suc- 
cess of the tips that 
are to come presently. It is a weakness, I confess, but the best and 
noblest of us have at times a feeling that they are but as other men; the 
cleverest and most intellectual of us have their moments of doubt as to 
the suitability of the tie they wear, or the style in which their hair is 
dressed,—and sodol, My ties are mever suitable, running too much to 
silk that has lost its gloss and thrown out tentacles; and as for the 
dressing of my hair—well, who docs like it dressed bald ? 

But this irresponsible frivolity is but staving off the evil moment: 
let me come 
to the point 
—the Derby 
and Oaks — 
The Derby! 
Oh, how I 
have thought 
of it all the 
week! The 
niggers and 
noses, 
dolls and 
drunkards, 
the lunches 
and lunatics, 

Pik FAVOURK-RITE the gamins 

and  game- 

sters, the bets and bawls, the low gipsies and the high jinks, the villany, 

veils, and vanity! How I loathe them all! I wouldn't go to the 

Derby this year even if I had the money for the railway fare, the power 

to walk, or the offer of a lift; and as I have none of these, the in- 

ar og is even less, But, as I said before, let me come to the peint 
—that is to 











Tike Hops. 








Tue Tip. 


Now be it ap ochryphal, be it absurd, 
Or be it, at most, metaphorical, 

Of Bruce and the Spider we’ve all of us heard, 
The legend, in fact, is historical, 

How it tried, and it tried, till it compassed the deed 
Which taught Mr. Bruce to be glorious ; 

But please to observe that sf ctdn't succeed 


d 


Til failure had made it notorious, 





Though Bruce be dismissed there are others, you ‘il find, 
Whose claims are not easily got over ; 








the | 





| 
| 
| 
| 


} 





| 











do; but I think I 


against it all round 


Nor Marden nor Quicklime should be far behind ; 
There’s Gerald and, mark you, there’s Shotover. 





To0o-TOO ONE—BAR ONE, 


Executor, Fenelon, each have a chance 


To those who’ve a fancy to take ’em, Sir, 
There’ssome- 


thing in 
Dutch Oven, 
backers ad- 
vance, 

And Sachem 
will never 
for- Sachem, 
Sir. 





| 
| 





But probably | 
inany who 
read will) 
suggest 

It were not a 
task of un- 
heard-of se- 
verity 





To give just one horse and exclude all the rest, 
And I will—though I pale at the awful temerity : 
Shotover is good, and Executor ’s good, 
These statements are far from erroneous ; 
But if Gerald don’t win, as that animal should, 
Farewell to the hopes of Trophonius. 


There, Sir, and that last line is the actual truth. If I don’t land over 


| 
this Derby I don’t | 
know what I shad 
have a good 
chance, as I’m 
acting on my in- 
fallible system of 
giving an unlikely 
horse, and betting 


(it will perhaps be 
as well to keep this 
a secret from sub- 
scribers), With 
regard to the Oaks 
my tip is simple 
and direct : don’t back Geheimniss ; you zay do something on St. Mar 
geurite, but I rather look for an outsider to come in—which seems only 
common sense, for how could an zwsider come in again? An early 
answer will oblige yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 

P.S.—There was a Lacrosse Club’s meeting at Stamford Bridge on 
the 13th. I didn’t go, because in my place of hiding the post calls but 
irregularly, and the invitation arrived too late; but a lot of other people 
went, and they didn’t seem to miss the old man much. Lacrosse is a 
pretty game, though the prophet is just about as ignorant on that topic 
as upon horse-racing, and words can go little further: to him it appears 
a cross between football and a sort of glorified hockey, which has always 
seemed to him the justification of its title. 





ARCHER UP. 








Dogged Determination. 


SEEING the Derby dog appear each year as a matter of *‘ course,” one 
would expect him to be a greyhound. 





AT the Derby, get near ‘Ae ‘‘corner”; at the Oaks, ‘‘acorn”-er 
will do, 
THE saddling-bell does not ring bridle chimes. 
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A Perfect Anchorite. 


THERE’s them, you know, as likes to go a-larking, 
And hereabouts or thereabouts to roam ; 
But pardon my ingeniously remarking 
That them there is as likes to stick at home. 
I once was in the swim, as you may term it, 
And studied Life in every funny phase ; 
Yet lately I’ve become an utter hermit. 
I never takes no pleasure nowadays. 
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When young I had a classic education, 
And that’s a thing as pulls a fellow through ;— 
My intellect was fit for any station 
(Particularly Bow Street, ev/re nous), 
I went, whenever anybody took me 
Free, gratis, to the operas or plays; 
But somehow all my spirits has forsook me. 
I never takes no pleasure nowadays, 
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In early life I patronized the Derby 

As oft as ever Derby Day occurred ; 
Then Epsom was a kind of rus 1” urbe 

(I speaks my Latin, mind you, like a bird). 
’T was fun to see the ’Varsities a-rowing, 

And on the race from Hammersmith to gaze. 
I’ve grown to be the slowest coach a-going ; 

I never takes no pleasure nowadays. 
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I found a scientific institution 
Respectable, and yet a little slow; 
I hardly ever missed an execution 
(They hangs at present in the gaol, you know). 
The tastes I had were very pugilistic ; 
I loved the Ring and all its pretty ways. 
I’ve lately been to no encounter fistic. 
I never takes no pleasure nowadays. 


~ 
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My life’s a great Sahara, dry and sandy, 
Without a blest oasis on the road ; 
I lodge where not a single pub. is handy, 
And have a church in front of my abode. 
To go upon the spree is my aversion, == = ———_——— 
At home in sulky solitude I stays ; skies dies 
Except a week a year for an excursion, APROPOS. 
I never takes no pleasure nowadays. | 











Barber.—“* Yrs, SiR, 17 1S A VERY OPEN RACE—THE Dery,” 


ms Customer,—‘' YE—ES.”’ 
How TO CLEAR THE ‘‘ COARSE.”—‘* Fine” them. | Barber (briskly). —‘* WOULD YOU LIKE TO HAVE ANYTHING ON, SIR?” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE DERBY. | ' On wergil ool reply, ‘Quite so, sir. Being an Executor, you see, 
¢ "tats Sun tide ealen cannot call his will his own. 
Tuner weeks ago, Sir, I wrote to the Jockey Club in this wise : “ Dear eos when Quicklime passes, he will say (that is, unless he turns 


‘lub, —Seei a is called by, why not | . 4” 
— dass taale-Veme btm era | against me like a base traitor), ‘How thirsty that horse looks ! 
Well Sir, up to this morning I have received no answer, which I | Whereon, fixing any adjacent notable haa vd in Tey Roecsngg! 
Pee . ow ’ ickli . ‘ ‘er if they slaked Ars thirst. 
think too bad, as I had prepared several characteristic facetize, -r Ms hp’ 7 preyed dg Pol ys When Kinadom saves tn 
j lown. am ; ; ‘ i 
wg eg cn «id empl “Why, pred pag st gd i friend is to call my attention to the fact, and I am to say, . st te 
mort ee 7 called. ee rt Darby and Joan” without | Some one has accepted King Dicky the Third’s offer at last, anc °) - 
tone Still, I have always de The Jockey Club wasarather stupid | 4 Kingdom for a horse!" on ai if the laugh does not go round the 
allie te nel ’ i ie alll ‘eorace | ring, I shall be much chagrined. 
body, on is answerable for many of the scandals it allows to disgrace Thus, you see, Sir, I have urgent reasons for being on the Downs on 
ae pire Wed lay, when I hope to see the best horse win, if, that is to say 
me . , ; ke last ednesday, when | 1, Hf, 1 Sy, 
7" wi Pog “Ww, saat — eth s ‘oe * — + Sir, a horse can both win and be won at the same time. At all events 
vere ea a sossediens ais tan bee en tena Club ities . he must be One to win, must he not? Which I think, Sir, is one to me 
€ te ] ra a, a UWe : 

** See how it puts its foot down,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ when there is any - 
scandal or anythink o’ that.” . he Way to A-Bridge it. 

Now, Sir, clearly I ought to have rejoined smartly, ‘‘ Put its foot down, | T a 7 rr a 
does it? Well, I’ve always noticed that when there ’s any row or mess Mr. BRIDGE peat ae Angee: = geen ste Boner the thought 
the Jockey Club puts its foot zfo it.” . The cor st tires oe “od yt yt 

But it was the next day I thought of this, and another sporting quip 1¢ company ni g smatl, or, 
occurred to me at the same time. It was this: No wonder such /ave 
decisions are arrived at in sporting circles, for if the stewards do act it 
is always a Jockey Club-foot that they put down, — | 

I say, though, Sir, this isn’t Derby gossip, is it? By the way, are | 
you going to Epsom? You remember the youth I told you about who | =A pypLIcAN named 
went down in his father’s estimation. Well, I have been asked to go | stand at his wife's nose. 
with a friend, who has informed me that I must leave it all to him and | hence his ink-quietude, 
he’ll take me to the Downs ina ‘“‘Jiffey.” I hope a ‘‘ Jiffey” isn’t a 
new kind of bicycle, that’s all. 





crowding on their cars, 
they were in-car-cerated., 
events, to change their car-toon. 


ed 


Im-Madge-inary. 
Madge has just been fined for throwing an ink- 
He evidently i-madge-ined she was an ink-ubus ; 


TT 


“A Drum, a Drum!” 











o, however, especially in order to work off several . neteae ; ing toa 
topical jokes Ihave worked up in cincert with my inend, who has 1 Icland the other, dy he police detoned« dctm oon 

. 4 ? ry alle y in- a an at paraac - Sire ’ ‘ . ‘ : 
promised to lead up to my facetic. When Executor gallops by, for in of anything but cheseévam nature. In fact, the scene was quite drum-atic, 


| stance, he will say, ‘‘ Look, Extra, how tractable that horse is. 


vrelurned unless 
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“A SOFT HAMMER TURNETH AWAY NOISE.” 


Old Lady,—‘'On, CARPENTER—YES—WHILE YOU WERE AT DINNER I—AH!—TIED SOME RAGS ROUND THE HEAD OF YOUR 
HAMMER, AS I FOUND THE NOISE OF IT THIS MORNING DISTURB ME VERY MUCH, YOU WILL FIND IT MUCH PLEASANTER NOW.” 











Bell Odd-meants. IN THE PRESS.—READY SHORTLY, ONE SHILLING. 


Ir the enormous bell to be placed in St. Paul’s sérikes, as there is no Post-free, 1s, 24, 
doubt it will, how will the cathedral authorites move it to a better /one 


of mind, and persuade it to continue work ? | 
According to the accounts of its transit, it has been moved to London a 4 99 
with great difficulty. From its unmanageable size we should not be FUN S ACADEMY SKIT'S 
surprised to hear that it will not ring when it is fo//ed, 
When it arrived at Northampton it was discovered that many persons ; 
had endeavoured to scratch their names on the metal. What cc have Skitched by GO RDON THOMSON. 
been their object? Perhaps their idea was, that as the ‘‘Great Paul”’ 
will be hung high in the cathedral, they would by this means succeed in WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 
‘* petting their names uf.” 
We cannot help taking exception tothe name. ‘‘ The Great Paul” NESTOR. 
sounds like a music hall comique. By-the-bye, when it is suspended 
it will have been a music hau/, There is no doubt, however, it is the Bell 


of the Season, pee ee | Qver One Hundred Pictures of the most 
Fee-sible. Humorous Kind. 


A WRITER in a daily paper complains of the exorbitant fees charged | 
by solicitors, and, in brief, says that too many clients suffer from this 


fee-sting. “FUN” OFFICE, 1§3 FLEET STREET, E.C. 














DOME tito, Ban Cadbury: 


BRILLIANT!! CLEAN!! NO DUST"! (CREA PENS CAUTION.—If Coco A 
SLES eo ESSENCE 
t 








For Exce!lenoe of Gold Medal For Cleanliness 
addition 


Quality. in use, 
Have met with general approbation Write as smoothly as a | Starch. 
being . 






Sold by Grocers and Oilmen everywhere. 


lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, the points g 
st mci by -w ore ; , fed | 4 
E, JAMES % SONS, Sout MAKERS, PLYMOUTH. | wo onc eatinee.ssmpiotie Worcraomcete | PURE LW! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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The Scientific Theatre, 


M. Figuier has introduced the idea of scientific play; 
—French Paper. 


SCIENCE, vast invader, 
Headstrong, heartless, hard 
Fetish of the trader, 
Banshee of the Bard ; 
Dingy despot, weighing 
Down a deadened age, 
Has it come to playing 
On the mimic stage? 


Playing !—perish playing ! 
Fun for babes and fools ; 
Make ‘‘the boards,” decaying, 

Benches for Board Schools ; 
Give, to further knowledge 

And endow research, 
Columbine a college, 

Harlequin a birch. 


Pundits pale and placid 
Quickly will amass 

Burlesques full of acid, 
Farces full of gas ; 

Patient and deserving 
Playwrights will expound 

Straight lines by H. Irving, 
By Salvini, Sound. 


Oh, with what rare bliss stalls 
Loudly will exalt 

Cavendish as ‘* Crystals,” 
Celine Chaumont’s ‘* Salt ;” 

Won't one’s morning paper 
Urge one to admire 

Kyrle Bellew as ‘‘ Vapour,”’ 
Sullivan as *‘ Fire”? 


For a Bouffe- Botanique 
Jersey’s Lily ’s cast ; 
For plays more mechanic, 
Well, the choice is vast. 
And when “‘ Bone and Blood”? is 
The new piece to see, 
Z know some good studies 
In anatomy! 


‘* The ‘Induction Coiler’ ’s 
Actively rehearsed :”’ 

** Steam, in Seven Boilers 
And a Final Burst ;” 

** Last nights of ‘ Torpedo ;’ 
‘** First of ‘Diving Bell’;” 

Such levers de ridau 
Figuier’s leaves foretell. 


Make us apprehend, oh! 
All the things we ought ; 
Cultchaw us ridendo, 
As we would be taught ; 
But place some reliance 
On a baser part : 
Let the stage have Science 
When it has got Art. 


Weather or No. 
SoME people are getting dissatisfied with 


the Meteorological Office, saying they can sel- 


dom ‘‘ hail’’ its prophecies as successes. 
| how, if it has often ‘‘ mist” its mark, it seems 
| pretty certain, as regards ‘‘ fogs’’ and ‘‘ frosts,” 
| now and then, if only in its predictions. 
| there, its snow use a-raining the officials, 





of the balloon to assent so frequently. 
there, a balloon must have a polite air or 
nought. 
though, isn’t it? not to say gas-tly). 


Any- 


But 


By a Bal-loonatic. 
ANOTHER balloon ascent! How very kind 
But 





(Aéronaut,—see? Rather cloudy, 
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ODOROUS. 


An de Bun, ( at W . 
COWSLIPS DO SMELL, TO BE SURE! 
’ | 

BE A*STANDIN’ OUTSIDE O’ RIMMEL'S!”’ 


a dcy in the county) to Mr. 
I DECLARF, IF YOU SHUT YOUR EYES 


Bung.—' Lor, B.! ’owW NICE THEM 
YOU MIGHI 


A New Step. 


Dr. RICHARDSON, speaking at 


as a healthful recreation, and said it should be taught in every school, 
averse to ‘‘hops” hitherto ; now there seems to 
rail at wine too, and now he praises de-port-ment, an 
In fact, the doctor has changed in toe-toe. 


afide affair. 


be some (m)alteration in his views, 


a meeting at Exeter Hall the other day, recommended dancing 
The doctor was always | 


Ile used to 
d considers the ‘‘ light fantastic’ a Beaune- 





An All-four-gone Conclusion. 
Tue Duke of Westminster, in a recent speech, said that the same legislation intended for 


Ireland would not apply to England, as the two nations were not on all fours. 
truth in this, for Erin especially is not at all-four-tunate just now. 





There is some 
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SAD DOG. 
‘*YOU DON’T SEEM TO LIKE MY LITTLE DOG, Mr, GRUMPHY. 


SORT DO YOU PREFER?” 
‘**UGH! DEAD ONES, MY DEAR—DEAD ONES—AND STUFFED! ” 





WHAT 


A Whitsuntide Warble. 
ERAS from your craniums cares and commotions, 
Whit-tide is e’er for enjoyment designed ; 
Away, for the nonce, with political notions, 


} Eliminate ‘‘Commons” and Lords from your mind. 
Haste from the town, with its smoke and its sorrow, 

l Take ye the steamer, the tramcar, or train ; 

f Let business take care of itself till the morrow— — 


t Go, chirrup and shout in a holiday vein. 
Wander where Flora exhibits her treasures, 

Stroll where the dickey-birds merrily sing ; 
Gaily go in for Arcadian p'easures, 

Boating and playing at ‘‘ kiss-in-the-ring. ” 
If you’re unable to run to excursions, 

You still can indulge in some near-at-hand larks. 
Go where the youngsters indulge in diversions, — 

Angle for ‘‘ tiddlers”’ in one of the parks, 


Remember that FUN is, as usual, noting 
All items of interest while ye are gone ; 
The cause of the Public he’s ever promoting, 
And if anything’s wrong, he’ll inform you anon. 
So rampantly revel in happy disorder, 
In sports that are rural go gambol and leap ; 
Old London’s a prison, and Labour’s its warder, 
So, why not escape while the warder’s asleep? 


G. Sharp. 


| Mr. Gorst intends to bring in a motion proposing tha‘ 
every piece of music sold shall have a notice printed on it 
stating whether it may be played or sung in public free 
This is to prevent discords between the purchaser and the 
owner of the copyright, who often gives off airs other than 
those published. The motion will minim-ize the action of 
the crochet-ty ones, and give the purchaser a ‘‘rest” from 
litigation. When purchasing this will form a counter-point 
worth arguing, and put matters on a better bass-is. 








Not Meet. 


THE Vegetarians have just held a meeting, at which they 
gloated over their success. The President seems to thrive on 





We presume the banquet was served on a vege-table. 


the diet, and considers himself quitea New-man. They are not | 
necessarily an irreligious body, though they take their Lent-ill. | 








DYING OUT. 


FuN’s mind in the present year, 1882, was gazing out through the 
windows of contemporary news, when a passing figure caught his eye. 
It was a pitiful figure—a prematurely decrepit figure, that crept feebly 
along in a poor aimless way. Yet the form and face drew the attention 
of the observer, for everywhere about them were to be noticed signs of 
past strength and mightiness: the form was bent now, and shrivelled, 
but still large; the arms, which hung down in a helpless way, had 
obviously once possessed terrible strength; the open nerveless hand 
evidently at some bygone time had doubled into a fist to fear and shrink 
from. ‘There were traces of a departed determination, too, about the 
brows; but the eyes were weak, foolish, and fishy now, and a childish 
smile sat continually on the features. A queer fact about the poor 
hgure, too, was that its right arm was tightly bandaged in a way to 
prevent the slightest movement, while heavy weights were attached to 
the ankles and hung from the bent neck. There were one or two points 
about the figure which FuN seemed to have seen before ; but on reflec- 
tion he concluded that his memory must be mistaken, as he certainly 
had not the slightest acquaintance with the broken-down invalid. 

So FuN turned from the window to forget the figure, and buried him- 
self in his newspapers. Ile read about Mr. O'Donovan Rossa, preach- 
ing, and assisting in, murder and outrage, unhanged and perfectly safe 
and comfortable; he read about Herr Jauner, in Vienna, sentenced to | 
four months’ simple detention for causing the death of hundreds of | 
persons by culpable negligence amounting to manslaughter ; he read of | 
William Cunningham, an ostler at Runcorn, committed to prison for | 
two months —(not twenty years, with the cat once a week)—for having 
intentionally set fire to a horse smeared with paraffin; he read of the 
Dublin lower classes unfined to provide the funds for tracking the 
murderers, and not placed under martial law for assisting them; and 
many other things of the sort he read, which did not surprise him now, 
for he was getting inured to such reading—they only kept alive within 
him the hopeless monotonous disgust which had gradually been coming 
over him fora year ortwo. Strange to say, the more he read these 





| your name?” 


miserable jokes detailed above, and others of their kind, the more he 
thought of the feeble figure that had passed the window. 


And so some time went by—call it some months—and during this | 
time every day Fun’s mind, looking out of the window, saw the feeble | 


figure, and each time the figure grew feebler, until it could not even 
totter along, and went by in a Bath chair. 

At length one day it failed to come by. FUN grew restless at its 
absence, and tried to plunge into his newspapers again; and again he 
read the same dismal impunity jokes and felt the same monotonous 
disgust, and the more he read the more the subject of his reading con- 
nected itself with the feeble figure. Then FUN could stand it no longer, 


but arose and traced the figure to its lair, finding it stretched on its bed | 


and unable to rise. It was muttering, in a doting idiotic way,— 

‘* Prisoner discharged—fine him half a crcown—eh? ‘Only murder?’ 
—dismiss him with a caution—three days’ simple detention. ‘ Flayed 
people alive, tortured animals, robbery with violence, stabbing without 
provocation ?’—let ’em off—he! he!—let ’em off scot-free—mustn’t go 
beyond a fine—give ’em something out of the poor-box.” 

At that moment the doctor arrived. Hewasa bland, mealy-mouthed, 
finicking person, full of false delicacy. 

‘* Who is this unfortunate invalid?” inquired Fon, 

‘* His name,” replied the doctor, ‘‘is Punishment of Crime. IT assure 
you that when he first came under my care, some years ago, he was in a 
most deplorable condition; but I rejoice to say that I am bringing him 
round—assimilating him tothe agein which we have the privilege ofliving.”’ 

‘* Bringing him round! Why, he’s DYING OUT by yards!” said 
Fun. ‘*You’re killing him, if you haven’t already done so, What’s 





‘*T am named Dr. Overdone Civilization at your ser 

‘** 7 see it all!” shrieked Fun; ‘7 see now why all those travesties 
of justice in the paper wou/d associate themselves in my mind with 
Here! Hi! Police! Here’s murder going on! Hi!” 











A ‘Tout ”-ENSEMBLE.—A thorough blackguard. 
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BRITANNIA’S SPRING CLEANING. 
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Perhaps some good may come, after all, of the search for certain rats which Britannia has been prosecuting lately among her lumber. She has not found the four 
(or more) rats as yet; but she has lighted upon a good deal of rubbish that ought to be cleared out 


- J ~ -_— _ —_—~— _ 

















She has been turning over a good deal of it to her useful servant A 1, with :—‘‘ Here—this isn’t what I am in search of, but it is something you've been ‘ wanting 
for a long time past.” 




















$ . . . 
It cannot fail to result in good if she only has the wisdom to finish up in this way :—" Here, Marwood, these are not the particular Irish-American rats I am 
with these to keep your hand in; and when you have finished with them, just 


trying to find; but as they all appear to be of the same breed, you might as well deal 
disinfect the place.” 
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CRAFT.—“HOOKED FOUL!” 
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THE MONSTER. 


WE’vE only to glance at 
the papers to see 

What a demon the Irish 
policeman must be ; 
completely unman ; 


However he can! 


state of atiairs 

Is the horrible fact of his 
hunting in pairs,— 
(the cowardly elf !) 


more by himself. 





To a nature composed of 
such tyrannous stuff 

One victim to persecute isn’t enough ; 

It hungers insatiably, crying aloud, 

‘Just give me a holocaust—hand me a crowd |” 


By wicked connivance of those in the swim 

A crowd is collected and given to him ; 

Some dozens won't do for his ogre like feast— 
Iie yearns for a couple of hundred at least. 


He waits till the crowd is sufiiciently dense, 
And then his atrocities duly commence ; 

He stands (by the spirit of cruelty led) 

And lets the assembly throw bricks at his head. 


For blood —as he shows by the way he behaves— 
Yes, blood by the gallon’s the thing that he craves ! 
To him it’s familiar—extremely well known ; 

(i course, by the way, it is always Ais own. 


The bricks that we mention are varied by stones, 

}iis victims expressing their tortures in groans : 

The papers give proof of it; daily we read 

Of **the groans of the crowd,” till our sympathies bleed. 


He crowns his atrocities (knowing no lull) 
By falling at length with a hole in his skull, 
And often, before he’ll consent to expire, 
The monster atrociously threatens to fire! 


He his the audacity, often, to heed 
The voice of the priest who approaches to plead 
For the lives of the victims he threatens to slay, 
And cruelly puts his revolver away. 


Ah! how can poor Erin be ever at peace 

Till such an oppressor's existence shall cease ? 
The cause of the Irishman’s bitterest tear 

Is the wicked policeman’s inhuman career. 





has arrived. Let us 
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| book on shorthand shows a long head, and not a hand short. 


The tales of his doings | | a 
| eight handy volumes, with maps and other illustrations, descriptive of 


Just fancy! My goodness! | , 
| don and the North Downs,” ‘‘ Round Reigate,” ‘‘ Round Tunbridge 
A sickening point in the | 
| —how easily they can go in for it to a T (Fisher) Un-win. 


A proof of his shrinking | 


From facing a hundred or | 





| selves of the wherewith to *‘ blow their cloud.” 


_ never be mine; she refused me duringa fit of indigestion brought on by 


| indigestion is cured, gout regularly flummoxed, and the wild eccentric 


| the express to Liverpool,” insinuated the worthy Medico. 


NEW LBAVES, 


‘‘THE History of Shorthand,” by Thomas Anderson (W. H. Allen | 
and Co.), is a full and comprehensive history of shorthand, its present | 
condition and prospects, and nothing short (h)-and-erson, So clever a 


‘* Half-holiday Handbooks” (T. Fisher Unwin), comprise a set of 
‘** Greenwich and Blackheath,” ‘‘ Dorking and Neighbourhood,” *‘Croy- 


Wells,” ‘Round Richmond,” ‘‘Kingston-on- Thames,” and ‘‘ Geological 
Rambles Round London ;” all admirably written, and showing how, 
when, and where people may enjoy, not only half but many whole holidays, 


‘‘The Pioneer Boy, and How he became President,” by W. M. Thayer 
(Hodder and Stoughton).—This is the story of the life of Abraham 
Lincoln, excellently well told, full of authentic information from the 
most reliable sources, obtained with great care by the author (who re- 
cently produced the story of President Garfield—‘‘ From Log Cabin to 
White House”), who most reverently and painstakingly put them to- 
gether in their present form—‘‘ Thayer ” and then. 

‘* The Cloud with Silver Lining ” (Benson & Co, St. Paul’s Church- 
yard).—From this dvochure we learn much about cigars—but, most im- 
portant, where the best are to be got cheap; and where those who are 
possessed of a silver lining to their pockets can therewith possess them- 


‘*Murray’s Time-Table and Diaries” are most admirably arranged 
little books ; easily carried and consulted. 

‘* Conservation and Restoration; on the Management of the Voice,”’ 
by Charles Lunn (Music and Art Association), Originally written to 
serve a charitable purpose. May charitably be considered to have an 
extensive range in the compass of its application and usefulness. 

‘*Quack Doctors’”’ is an exposure of impositions upon the credulous, 
which needs exposure, as the mischief worked by quacks is simply 
incredulous. 

‘* May’s British and Irish Press Guide” impresses us as being about 
as complete a coinpilation as could beconcocted. It isa guide to press 
into service. Its leaves should be as welcome as the flowers in ‘‘ May.” 








The Marvels of Hydropathy. 


‘‘T SHALL not live another month,” said Sir Jenkins. ‘‘ Refused 
because I’ve got the gout!” he roared, as he hobbled slowly across the 
room. At thismoment there was a vivid flash of lightning. Sir Jenkins 
shuddered, and sank into a chair. ‘‘Cast off this despondency,” said 
his faithful friend the doctor. ‘‘ Life is a web of many-coloured yarns.” 
‘*Stow your yarn!” remarked the baronet; ‘‘the Lady Quagmire will 
eating radishes; she’s gone I knownot where.” ‘‘ She has gone where 
‘*Ha! ha!” shrieked Sir Jenkins, ‘‘I fol- 
‘*You can catch 
**Go to the 
International Marine Hydropathic Company’s place, Seafield House ; 
Mr. C. Nau, from Moffat, is the new manager; he will manage to put 
you both right, and arrange your little misunderstanding.” In less than 
a month the joy-bells rang, and it is to be presumed that the aristocratic 
couple will live happily ever after; that is, if the baronet leaves off port, 
his lady avoids radishes, and they visit Seafield House twice a year. 


liver held well in check.” 
low her. Bring forth the fiery untamed hansom !” 





SOME people at Whit-tide are not a whit-tidy. 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS, 


Mr. FAWCETT declares that the Government has no intention of pur- 
chasing the business of any Telephone Company. That may be, but it 
does not follow that the Government will not be wanting some day to 
swap their Telegraph business for the rapidly increasing one first men- 
tioned, on the ground that a Telephone Exchange is no robbery. 

In the course of the debate on Mr. G. Howard's motion (defeated by 
a big majority) to open all national museums and galleries on Sundays, 
Mr. Broadhurst implored the House ‘‘ not to make ducks and drakes of 
the working man’s days of rest.” The phrase strikes us as original. 
We have occasionally, when the weather was bad, heard persons speak 
of ‘‘a beast of a day,” but never of ‘fa duck and a drake of a day”’ be- 
fore now. 

Lord Carlingford emphatically denies a report that he had, when in 
Dublin, paid a visit tothe imp:isoned suspectsin Kilmainham. He never 
even left his card for them with the turnkey. 

The Peers have evaded going into Committee on the Railways (Con- 
tinuous Brakes) Bill. We should be curious to see what they would do 
were it presented to them in the more intelligible form of a Continual 
Breaks-down Bill. 

Mr. Holden was greeted with loud Ministerial cheers on taking the 
oath and his seat for the Northern Division of the West Riding, whilst 
above the din, a voice (believed to be Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s) could be 
heard shouting, ‘‘Go it, ’old "un !” 

In reply to Sir J. Pease, Sir William Harcourt stated that he was 
satisfied that the statements of the convict Fury as to the treatment he 
experienced in convict prisons were entirely unfounded and untrue. It 
is a wonder that the Home Secretary, usually so ready with quotations, 
did not describe them as “a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and 
Fury, signifying nothing.” 

The Secretary and Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs have 
yersistently declined to answer too inquisitive questions about the 
SC ccatinn crisis ; for though they can be as urbane as any one, yet when 
it is not for the public advantage that matters should be divulged, 


Old Lord Granville 
Is hard as an anvil, 
And Sir Charles Dilke 
Isn’t soft as silk. 


There has been agreat expenditure of superfluous energy and midnight 
gas with respect to the passage of the two Irish Bills for the Prevention 
of Crime and the settlement of Arrears of Rent, the Land League party 
opposing the one, and the Conservatives opposing the other; but 
Ministers stood firm, and had their way by proceeding de dte in diem, 
In the course of these operations, Mr. Gladstone had a little brush with 
Mr. Lowther anent some strong language recently applied by the latter 
to members of the Cabinet, aud in this instance, at any rate, it could not 
be said of the controversialists that they were arcad’s ambo—because of 
their two names, only Lowther’s is connected with an arcade. 

So pressing has this Irish business been, that Mr. Chaplin actually 
felt constrained to forego his annual pleasure of moving the adjournment 
of the House for the Derby, a fact which a few non-sporting Members 
regarded as a ‘oke—and a horse-racey joke too. 
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GAMES FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 
(See Cartoon.) 
IN this sweet English home ot ours, 
When landscapes don their summer hue, 
And all the Janes are gay with tlowrs, 
And skies assume a deeper blue, 
A good old custom bids us lay 
Our daily tasks aside, and find 
In ever-welcome holiday 
Refreshment for the jaded mind ; 
And some do that and some do this, 
According to their tastes and aims, 
And reap invigorating bliss 
l'rom many sorts of Whitsun games, 


But, ah! another tale is told 
Of doings in yon Irish clime, 

Where games mean work of sternest mould, 
And holidays no easy time ; 

Where John Bull strives to smash enough 
A dangerous Aunt Sally’s head, 

And Justice plays at blindman’s buff 
To trace the vile assassin’s tread. 

Still, gleams of hope break o’er the scene, 
To mitigate its darker side ; 

So Ireland yet may grow serene, 
And revel at next Whitsuntide, 
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DITTIES OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MOMENT. 
No. 1s.—A CHEERING APPAIR. 


AlR—Prise offered Jor its discovery. 

(N.B.—The Author competes on equal terms with his readers ) 

OME chance for 
jokes one con- 
templates, 

As you will 
freely own, 
When Edward's 

fyrdre inaugu- 
rates 
The light at 
Eddy’s-stone; 
And, if you are 
in any way 
Inclined to go | 
so fur, 
You'll call his 
Highness, I 
should say, 
The Duke of 
Eddy-nbur'! 
Then hail to 
the lighthouse 

on the sea, 
and hail tothe 
Sailor Duke! 

to the anchor’s fluke! 





And hail to the ship of wood or steel, and hail 
And hail to the stone of the structure bold, that bears a light at sea !— 


It’s the only kind of hailing stone that never bothers me. 


Oh, ill requited parties get, 

To Polar Seas who go; 
Though brave the crew of that Jeannette, 

They lost her, don’t Jeannot. 
But here ’s a thought I’m pleased to meet 

(It makes me feel sublime)— 
Lieutenant Dannenhauer’s feat 

Was Dann-en-hauer time. 
Hurray! for the Yankee crew that went to scour the Polar Seas 
(For that is the kind of ‘‘ Yankee crew” to whom, ‘‘I guess, I freeze’’) ; 
Hurray! and hurray! and hurray! again, and a little one in for glee, 
For this is a kind of a-ray, you know, that rather dazzles me, 


With Egypt nearly upside down 
With revolution’s germ, 

It must, indeed, have pleased the town 
To read ‘‘ Khedive is firm.” 

And joy, I’m sure, could hardly cease 
Illumining each face, 

When flashed the news, ‘‘ L’Emperatrice 
Has been and won her case.” 

Bravo / for the monarch of an ancient race, who’s firm while all is loose; 

Brazo/ for an Empress with the prefix ex, who scorns not the legal 

noose ; 

Bravo/ for me, and him, and her; bravo! again for the three, — 

For this is a kind of bravo, boys, that never murders me, 


Those bold Australian cricketers 
Will more than hold their own; 
I think that wretched Fretheit, sirs, 
Were better left alone. 
The catapult in streets, one sees, 
Now holds a dreaded sway; 
And what a lark for those M.P.s 
To have no Derby Day! 
Hurza! for the cricketers bold and free, who play with a good result ; 
Huzza! for the ‘‘ worthy magistrate,” who hates the catapult; 
Huzza! for the time when Parliament is set from its duties free— 
For I do not mind when this huzza is billeted on me, 








One for their Nobs. 


Tne Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals failed to get a 
conviction in the case against four young swells charged with setting 
dogs on to worry a cat, though the evidence was most conclusive, the 
Steyning Bench professing to believe that these “ honourable” young 


gentlemen mistook the cat for a rat. It may sound severe, but we really 
should not have been sorry if the magistrates had remedied their neglected 








education by making all of them personally acquainted with the cat. 
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A PREPOSTEROUS POLIOY. 


“ Adulteration or food or drink, in the penal code of the Fatherland, is very pro- 
y aoe in the category of ‘heinous crimes,’ ae i pn entails excep- 
i vy penalties upon its perpetrator. Only the other Beckmann, 
a wine merchant of Neustadt, in the Palatinate, was tried . 3 for Inbeicating a 
liquor sold by him . . . as pure wine. Beckmann was convicted, and sentenced to 
pay a fine of two thousand marks to the Crown and all the costs of the prosecution, to 
suffer nae goers with hard labour for three years and a half, and to forfeit ninety 
thousand bottles of the vile beverage." —Daily Telegraph. 





How full of insanely ridiculous flaws 
Poor Germany’s method of penal correction 
Must seem to our British compilers of laws— 
If ever they make it a theme of reflection ! 
To people who scan 
Our capital plan 
With suitable faith and approval unshaken, 
It’s patent, indeed, 
That the Germans proceed 
Right through on a basis entirely mistaken, 


In place of applying to persons who * mix” 
A nominal fine as a little incentive, 
To such a transgression they blindly affix 
A penalty verging upon the preventive. 
They will in the end, 
Unless they amend 
This system of—may we not call it *‘ repression ’’? 
Discover, too late, 
They are sealing the fate 
Of a very desirable form of transgression. 


When any one likes to adulterate 4ere, 
Unwilling his freedom of action to stifle, 
We pounce on him, possibly, twice in the year, 
And, as a formality, fine im a trifle : 
He sticks to his ways, 
And, at intervals, pays 
A kind of a tax, making little impression 
On what he may earn ; 
And we grant in return 
A sort of a licence, or mixing-concession. 


To make the ‘‘assessments” unduly severe 
Were simply the greatest mistake in creation ; 
They mount to a nice little sum in the year, 
And form a delectable scheme of taxation. 
One truly conceives 
That the German believes— 
A notion too foolish for solid contention— 
The aim and design 
Of inflicting a fine 
Are the wholly preposterous ones of prevention. 


The foolish objection will doubtless be made 
That, granting this system, consumers will suffer ; 
But are we, I ask you, to sacrifice trade 
To please the consumer, or any such duffer? 
Is commerce, Sir, all 
To be shoved to the wall 
To suit the objection-to-poisoning humour, 
The liking-to-eat- 
What ’s-wholesome conceit 
Of the—hang it, it ’s like his presumption !—consumer ? 


Sena 


A Hurrigp THRATRICAL TOILETTE,—An actor ‘‘ making up” for 
a ‘* part” of lost Time. 























DITTIES OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE Music OF THE MOMENT. 
No. 15.—A Cueerinc Arrarr. 

Aln—Frise offered Jor its discovery. 
(N.B.—The Author competes on equal terms with his readers ) 


OME chance for 
oe 
templates, 
As you will 
freely own, 

When Edward's 
frire inaugu- 
rates 
The light at 
Eddy’s-stone; 
And, if you are 
in any way 
Inclined to go 
so fur, 
You'll call his 
Highness, I 

YY MQ should say, 
ANN YY Bai? The Duke of 
BN -o Eddy-nbur’! 
2S = Then hail to 
—_ the lighthouse 
= —_ aD Ms on the sea, 

‘ L sa and hail to the 

Sailor Duke! 

And hail to the ship of wood or steel, and hail to the anchor’s fluke! 

And hail to the stone of the structure bold, that bears a light at sea !— 

It’s the only kind of hailing stone that never bothers me. 














—- 





Oh, ill requited parties get, 
To Polar Seas who go; 
Though brave the crew of that Jeannette, 
They lost her, don’t Jeannot. 
But here ’s a thought I’m pleased to meet 
(It makes me feel sublime)— 
Lieutenant Dannenhauer’s feat 
Was Dann-en-hauer time, 
Hurray! for the Yankee crew that went to scour the Polar Seas 
(For that is the kind of ‘‘ Yankee crew” to whom, ‘‘I guess, I freeze'’) ; 
Hurray! and ce and hurray! again, and a little one in for glee, 
For this is a kind of a-ray, you know, that rather dazzles me, 


With Egypt nearly upside down 
With revolution’s germ, 
It must, indeed, have pleased the town 
To read ‘‘ Khedive is firm.” 
And joy, I’m sure, could hardly cease 
Illumining each face, 
When flashed the news, ‘‘ L’Emperatrice 
Has been and won her case.” 
Bravo / for the monarch of an ancient race, who’s firm while all is loose; 
Bravo/ for an Empress with the prefix ex, who scorns not the legal 
noose ; 
Bravo/ for me, and him, and her; bravo! again for the three, — 
For this is a kind of bravo, boys, that never murders me, 


Those bold Australian cricketers 
Will more than hold their own; 
I think that wretched Freiheit, sirs, 
Were better left alone, 
The catapult in streets, one sees, 
Now holds a dreaded sway; 
And what a lark for those M.P.s 
To have no Derby Day! 
Hurza! for the cricketers bold and free, who play with a good result ; 
Huzza! for the ‘‘ worthy magistrate,” who hates the catapult; 
Huzza! for the time when Parliament is set from its duties free— 
For [ do not mind when this huzza is billeted on me, 





A 
ee 


One for their Nobs. 


Tne Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals failed to get a 
conviction in the case against four young swells charged with setting 
dogs on to worry a cat, though the evidence was most conclusive, the 
Steyning Bench professing to believe that these “ honourable” young 
gentlemen mistook the cat for a rat. It may sound severe, but we really 
should not have been sorry if the magistrates had remedied their neglected 
education by making all of them personally acquainted with the cat. 
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FLOATS AND FPLIBS. 

A MASCOTTE, one of the 
liveliest operas of its class, 
has been revived at the 
Strand, with everything in 
the way of scenery and cos- 


may be, the success of the 
undertaking. In some re- 
spects the cast is the same 
as when the piece was 
played at the Comedy, and 
in some respects it isn’t. 
Compari are said to 
be odious—they are, how- 
ever, inevitable; but I 
think had Miss Clara Me- 
rivale “‘created ”’ Bettina, 
it must have been observed 


the part. 
Other changes are M. 


Desmonts as Fritellini 
(who seemed very pleased 
with his own rendering of ‘‘ Love is Blind ;” and it was pretty fair— 
especially the paralytic flourish at the finish!) ; Miss Maude Taylor as 
Fiammetta (a spirited and pleasing performance which suffers by ”o com- 
parisons); Mr. R, Mansfield as Matheo; and Mr. H, Ashley as the luck- 
less Laurent XVII.; Mr. Brough’s inimitably droll performance being 
fresh in our recollection. Mr. Ashley plays under severe conditions, but 
he comes through the ordeal with flying colours—by which I do not mean 
that the performance *‘ won’t wash.” In the matter of voice he is an im- 
| provement 
| upon his pre- 
|decessor, 
while in the 
matter of hu- 





bud Sreanv.—Lvuic-Higu anp AnGEL-Low. 











least holds 
his own, 


Among the 
“told hands,” 
Mr. Haynes’s 
Rocco 
**shines pre- 
eminent ;”’ it 
is something 
mellowed, 








‘THe STRAND.—TROUBADORATION AND SALTAKEL! 
S@ine vrom “La MAsk-orre, 
and is as unc- 


tuously funny as ever—in fact, it’s oily funny. M. Gaillard displays 
the same good voice and defective accent, and the loud strident laugh 
he occasionally indulges in is even more irritating here than at the 
Comedy, probably from the smaller size of the house. Miss Ada Wilson, 
as the chilly Bohemian with the passionless voice, again dances with 
Saltatory-ella-gance. The choruses are good, and the piece is safe for 


\ (GGANC#, 





months to come, I should say—or I wi// say, whether I should or not. 


London Assurance has been transferred to the evening bill at the Vau- 
deville, its obvious destination, where all the excellencies of a cast, pro- 
bably the 














strongest the 
piece has ever 


as striking as 


ed ‘ 
te 3 


Thorne must 
be getting on 
well—at any 
rate, he is 
perfectly sol- 
vent, for I see 
he has put 
up A/foney to 
meet the deficit in the morning bill, and no doubt he will eventually 
bring out Afoncy in the evening; and it will be no mere pretence, for he 
will bring it out to pay too, 





Tug Stranv.—A Tearinc Race. 


received, are | 


ever—as was | 
only to beex- | 





tume to insure, as far as | 





that she has neither the | 
necessary power nor the | 
necessary experience for | 


Mr. Pinero has his Tooles at work on a new three-act comedy. I 
mean, Mr. Toole will soon have his Toole’s at work on a three-act comedy 
which Mr. Pinero 
is now writing. 
There will be no- 
thing of the chisel 
about this Toole, 
I believe. 

Mr. A. Dowty’s 
little piece was pro- 
duced at Toole’s at 
a matinée \ast Satur- 
day. Mr. W. Far- 
ren, jun., just ar- 
rived from Farren 
parts, took another 
Farren part in the 
piece. The piece 
was a ‘‘ go,” and 








en 7h saree we we 7 cen Wena tiene 


‘Lee Vaupevitte.—Loapos As vRANCY, ONE OF 1HE 
PoINts, 


**Should Dowty deeds 
My lady please,’ — 
why, here’s her chance, you know. 





Little Miss Muffett will be the next novelty at the Criterion. What | 
an unfortunate piece for Messrs. Spiers and Pond if the lady should | 
turn out to be a teetotaler and related to that identical 

Little Miss Muffett 
Who sat on a buffet, 


or something of the sort. NESTOR, 








Haunted ! 


IIlaunted ! and not by a goblin grim, 
Haunted ! and not by a phantom shade, 
I{aunted ! and not by a spectre dim, 
Haunted ! and not by a ghost unlaid, 
Haunted ! and not by a ghoul’s foul breath, 
Haunted ! and not by a brain-gorged bat, 
I{aunted ! and not by a fleshless Death, 
Haunted ! and aye by a lady’s hat ! 


ITaunting my very existence through, 
Haunting me everywhere [ tread, 
Rises before me the party who 
Sports such a halo around her head. 
Everything do I like to see, 
Never a thing I behold in peace, 
Due to the hat that is haunting me, 
Due to the brim with its fringe of /isse. 


Sundays at service I’m always seen— 
Certain as fate, in the fronting pew, 
Cometh that wonderful hat between 
Me and the parson I wish to view. 
If I attend at a picture show, 
Closely I study the pictures, when 
Cometh that hideous large chapeau, 
Blotting the canvasses out my ken. 


Wandering I, with a drama-whim, 
Into a seat in the homely pit, 
Rises that hat and abnormal brim 
Right in the front of where’er I sit. 
Often in shops of a Bond Street rank, 
Looking and longing, I linger near ; 
Hardly a minute, and all’s a blank ! 
Caused by a cranium’s monstrous gear, 


What have I done to be haunted thus? 

What have I done to be thus condemned ? 
Though as a rule I am loth to cuss, 

Deeply that hat have I oft ‘‘a-hemmed !” 
Causing the threads of my life to be 

Naught but a colourless aimless plait— 
Really, I think there’s excuse for me 

When I ejaculate, ‘‘ that hat!” 











POLITICAL PARADOX.—Can a Minister be ‘‘out of place” who is 
‘tin office” ? 


—— 
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A PHENOMENAL Pixe.—A “Jack” of all trades. 
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Tue British Empire breathes again, 
And hope once more asserts its reign 
Within the late-despairing brain, 

So nearly shattered ! — 
No more the Realm, unhingéd, waits 
To see o’erwhelmed by fearful fates 
The second of its three estates, 

And crushed and scattered. 





The throne—with joy the words we trace— 
No longer totters to its base ; 
Poor monarchy escapes disgrace 
And dissolution ; 
The Mighty One, to lords estranged, 
Has not (as thoroughly arranged) 
Entirely re-designed and changed 
Our Constitution ! 





The Great Denonncer of thé Peers 
Who meant, despite our scalding tears, 
To take the Empire by the ears, 

And sorely scared us ; 
Whose potent name we hardly dare 
To breathe with reverential air— 
The dovghty Mr. Labouchere— 

Has somehow spared us. 


Scotched. 


Tue Highland Society’s banquet was a big success. Each 
' Mac made merriment his Mac-xim. The enjoyment was real, 
_a Scotch reel, in fact, and all were Scot-free, though some one 
| had to pay the piper—or several of them. The toasts were 
| responded to genially, not a single reply being a tart-'un. 
| Many clans were represented in an open, not a clan-destine, 
' manner, 














Not to-day, Baker. | = 


THERE is an organization afoot to raise the price of bread. 


a “pang.” We should say it will be the other way round— 
it won't give him any, it will charge heavily for it. If the | 
‘*Ring” insist on raising the prices, the people will be 

crusty, and speak in no floury terms, wheat take it. In | 
the interests of the poor we earnestly say dough-n’t. 


| A Sigh of Relief. a 
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MONEY MAKES THE HEART GLAD. 


Our. office boy, who is learning French, says it will give him | Grandfather (to Mary, going out to Service).—*‘‘ You'’LL THINK O° YER 
OLD GRAN’, THIN, SOMETIMES, MARY?” 

Mary.—‘* Ou, Yes, GRANDFATHER!” 

G-andfather (dreamily).—‘‘ It’s LITTLE GLADDENS A OLD MAN’S ’ART, 
I VE KNOWED TWO-AN’-SIX IN POSTAGE-STAMPS DO IT! 
sIX I’VE KNOWED Do IT!” 


AH !—ONE-AN’- 








EXHIBITIONS. 


THE Society OF BritTisH ARTISTS —The present Exhibition has 
the characteristic seemingly inseparable from all such collections of 
| possessing and displaying a number of middle-class, if not of inferior, 

works, yet it has in it a sufficient number of very superior if not high- 

| Class pictures of most marked ability to lift it above the ordinary, and 
| Stamp it as an excellent exhibition. Visitors will be best left to select 
| the favourites for themselves, They ‘‘ pays their money,” and are en- 
titled to ‘‘ take their choice.’? We hope they will, as there are many 
‘* choice ” things to take. 

THE FRENCH GALLERY isa collection always peculiar to itself for 
| its admirable display of foreign art, with a slight admixture of English 
| —all of high class—nothing ‘‘slight,’’ though scarcely to be singled out 
| for special mention. Many are deserving of more than ordinary obser- 
vation and admiration. 

THE GRAPHIC GALLERY.—‘‘Ten Years in Switzerland.” Water- 
.| colour drawings and sketches made during so many holiday tours by Mr. 
W. L. Thomas. The collection as a whole forms a monument of the 
industry and great capabilities of the artist for making wise and good 
use of his opportunities, Others might—not every one can—go and do 
likewise-ly, 

At Mr. Henry Graves’ GALLery there is on exhibition, in con- 
nection with the tercentenary celebration of Sir Francis Drake, several 
pictures and engravings. Mr. Seymour Lucas’s magnificent picture, 
**The Armada in Sight—Plymouth Hoe,” and Mr, Brierly’s fine water- 
colours, being the prominent features. 

L. H. Lerevre’s GALLERY has on exhibition ‘‘ The Lion at Home,” 
| painted by Rosa Bonheur, It is a masterpiece of work, full of the 
_ characteristics peculiar to the artist. The lion is a noble fellow, but not 














| nearly so lovable and comely as his wife and little ones, which are as | 


| pleasing and playful as can be. 


i 


THE INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER-COLOURS is always an 
interesting gallery. Ranking as it does amongst its members many of 
the most accomplished artists of the day, it usually has displays contain- 
ing works of great excellence, the present one being no exception. 

ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAINTERS IN WATER-COLOURS.—The present 
exhibition may fairly be pronounced as one of the best there has been 
seen in this gallery for years. An admirably illustrated catalogue has 
been issued by the society, wherein sketches—by the artists themselves 
—of the most prominent works in the gallery, enable visitors to preserve 
tolerably perfect reminders of the pictures. 

Messrs. GOUPIL AND Co.’s Fink ArT GALLERIES,—An exhibi- 
tion of water-colour drawings by modern Dutch painters is now on 
view, containing many delightful examples. 

Messrs. DowDESWELU’S GALLERY.—A. De Neuville’s picture of 
‘*The Cemetery of St. Privat’’ is now on view, This effective work 
depicts in a thrilling manner one of the most terrible incidents of the 
Franco-German war, The painter has lavished upon it the full measure 
of his great abilities in a way certain to advance his reputation. 





All Ale! 


In olden times Whitsuntide feasts, called ‘‘ Ales,” were kept up. 
Nowadays ales are put down—in large quantities too—and ’Arry, al- 
though pretty well when he starts pm (i soon begins ale-ing, 
till at length he often gets his wits-untied. 





Tue war between Calabar and Bonny is not the latter by any means ; 
it is, in fact, Cala-bar-barous, 





Tue CARRIAGE-MAKER’S FAVOURITE SONG,—Buy a brough’m! 
Buy a brough’m ! 
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Officer.—'* 1 CAN'T HAVE MEN COMING ON PARADE LIKE THIS, 
TIME, AND NOT ON PARADE.” 








TIMING IT. 
Scene—ludia, Officer inspecting ranks ; Sergeant-Major following. 


Officer. —“' Private ATKINS HASN’T SHAVED THIS MORNING, SERGEANT-MAjor.” 
Sergcant-Major.—*' He 1s GOING TO LET HIS BEARD GROW, SiR.” 


ANY MAN WANTING TO GROW A BEARD MUST DO IT IN HIS OWN 








Our Last Week’s Derby Hieroglyphic. 


Our readers will have noticed the triumphant result, the arrow from 
** Shotover”’ being the absolutely nearest to the winning post. Need 
we say more? Those who run mayread. Grateful, comforting, a boon 
and a blessing to men, an excellent substitute for butter at breakfast, 
&e., &c. See all future numbers for absolute winners and wonders. 


; 





Turco the Terrible. 


On dit that Turkey has lately adopted a torpedo which beats the White- 
_head torpedo by many heads, as to speed under water and general 
destructiveness. We suppose the Turks have been so ‘‘blown up” 
themselves that they now intend to return the compliment and blow 
'up others. This machine must be a powerful one if it arouses them 
| from their forfia(o) state. 


-_- 








| In the Sfetator, Addison tells us that ‘‘Good Sense was the father 


Whit-sun ! 


of Wit, and Wit's son was Humour.”’” N.B.—No relation with our | 


READY THURSDAY, JUNE 1st, ONE SHILLING, 
Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“RUNS” ACADEMY SKITS. 


Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 


WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 
NESTOR. 





Over One Hundred Pictures of the most 
Humorous Kind. 





“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 








ALLEN & HANBURY'S 


| Tue Oil for delicate “ DERFECTED” 


Stomachs. Does not 
cause the usual nausea or after-taste. C oO D 
See opinions of the entire Medical 








bard Street, London. 


Ailend WWanbarys’ ‘ough Cour, Lom O F L. 







LAUNDRESS. 


Reckitt's + at y 
Paris Blue,et- Dur s 
Press. Trade Mark, a Plough. SOuppl.e d to the Cece thks in 

me: 4. *varthearal imp. 2 pts., LIVER PRINCESS WALES he “addition "of ESSENCE. 


























PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! | 
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A SLIPPERY ANSWER. 
Schoolmistress.—** Now, MATILDA ANN, LOOK UP AND TELL ME WHAT FIRST CAUSED THE FALL OF MAN.” (V0 answer.) ‘* You 
Wuat FRUIT Was IT?” 


Matilda Ann.—‘* PLEASE, MARM!—PLEASE, MARM !—ORANGE-PEEL,”” 


(How!s heard.) 











| NEW LEAVES. 


“‘Ta.es of the Sea,” by Richard Gooch,—Half a dozen or so tales 
of the sea, whose special merits have earned for them the distinction of 
a seventy-eighth edition, with power to add to the number. 

‘‘ Words: a Foundling,” by A. Arouet (Charles Johnson and Co.). 





|—This is professedly a translation of an old MS., and truly the | 


‘* words’’ are mainly words of wisdom, and very like the wisdom of the 
| ancients, who were worldly wise. 

**Sir John Gilbert’s Shakespeare” (Routledge and Sons). Sixpenny 
Series.—The first four parts of this remarkable work contain fifteen plays, 
excellently printed on good paper. Ifthe bulk is equal to the sample, the 
ten parts when completed will make a magnificent volume. 

‘* The Park Band Society’s First Annual Report” shows the practical 
value of people band-ing themselves together to provide good music for 
the ple—a movement deserving of every possible encouragement ; 
and it is to be hoped that those for whose pleasure the band is supported 
will make it their pleasure to support the band. 

Holiday Handbooks. ‘‘A Trip to the Ardennes.”—The first of a 
series to be published at one penny; is an evidence of the enterprise of 
its producers; it is most admirably done in all respects, and ought to 
satisfy the most ‘‘ Ardenne’’-t. 








STEWED rabbit is a good dish, but too bony. There are very few 
| rabbits who have no bones, The crab, too, had made a better table- 
fellow had he less bones. 


| BILt, Injoyed ‘imself fine. 


Bank Holiday Reminiscences. 


(Compilea trom data supplied from the neighbourhood of Marylebone 
Police Court.) 


| Brix. I do like a bit of a ’olliday nown then. ’Ad a fine lark o’ Wit 
| Monday, 7 did—got drunk an’ broke my leg, / did. What sort ofa 
lark djoo ’ave? 

Tom. Rippin’, I tell yer! 1 was found wanderin’ an’ throwin’ stones, 
an’ ’ad to pay ten bob. What did ’Arry do? 

Set fire to a common, and then 

drunk an’ got hunder a ’ansom cab, an’ got ’is teeth knocked down ’is 
throat. An’ Sam, he ‘ad a fight with a feller an’ got mauled awful, and 
got run in for tumblin’ through a winder. Says he'd like a bank 'olliday 
ie the But Bob, ’ee ’ad the best lark—ar! ‘ee did ‘ave a spree ‘ee 

—'ee. 

Tom. Yus—’ee? 

Bitt, Wy, ’ee attempted to commit sooicide, but someun caught ‘im 
at it afore ee’d completed ’is arrangements. Says ’ee soe ‘ave 
such a day—fine ! 

(Sut for further larks, see Mr. De Rutsen's sheet.) 


Literary. 

Mr. Bret Harte has just written a new story of Californian life 
named “Flip.” That anything from his popular pen will be Harteil 
appreciated goes without saying, but it is to be hoped that his latest wi 
| not be unnecessarily Flippant. 
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Crescendo, 


Turn, Angelina, turn to hear 
My very last appeal. 

You don’t appreciate, I fear, 
The passion that I feel. 

To love me long might be a task 
Too painful to essay, 

So, Lina, try—’t is all I ask— 
To love me for a day. 





I have my merits, after all— 
Those merits don’t forget ; 

My brain, perchance, is pretty small, 
But might be smaller yet. 

Two foreign tongues in chatty style 
I fluently can speak ; 

Then strive, my Lina, strive awhile 
To love me for a week. 


In banishment my life would be 
The dreariest of blanks ; 
Your hapless Edwin could you see 
A private in the ranks? 
Yet I will join—and this I swear— 
The Fighting Onety-Onth, 
Unless, my Lina, you prepare 
To love me for a month. 


Yet wherefore shall I tempt my fate, 
And brave the battle-field ? 

That heart will soften soon or late, 
And only longs to yield. 

Fair lady, to my tender lay 
Incline one willing ear ; 

Attempt, my Lina, whilst you may, 
To love me for a year. 


You blush, you sigh. Ah, happy day! 
My pray’r, I know, is heard ; 

No longer turn that head away, 
But Fresthe one little word. 

Yes, yes, my Lina, be my own— 











HORFFICER WUR NEAR, I'D GIVE YER IN CHARGE.” 


ONE OF THE PLEASURES OF THE COUNTRY. | Renounce the world for me alone, 


Cow-boy (to Jones, who has had a narrow squeak),—‘' Now, THEN, WOT 
Db’ YER MEAN A-GOIN’ HON AS IF YOU WAS A-PRACTISIN’ FOR A CIRKIS— 
A-FRIGHTNIN’ THE POOR BEASTS LIKE THAT! IF THE PERWENTION 


My queen, my bride, my wife ; 


And love me all your life. 





WorSE THAN FIGHTING IN CHAPEL,—Playing “ Nap” 





| in church. 








| 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


THE Members of the House of Commons had a narrow escape from 
being treated like naughty boys at public schools, who, when they won’t 
do their lessons properly and misbehave themselves, get their ‘‘ exeats”’ 
stopped Indeed, Head-Master Gladstone, highly displeased at the 


whole of his class at work all through Whitsuntide; but at the last 
moment he relented, and abandoned the project altogether, to the de- 
light of some and to the regret of—well, not many. 

Still, before these big boys were allowed to separate, they were made 
to go again through the subject of the Prevention of Crime in Ireland, 
when the answers given by Master Dillon showed that he had so utterly 
failed to learn his lesson aright, that the Principal described his conduct 





as positively heartbreaking. Master Parnell, it is true, tried to smooth 


absolutely correct in his parsing, the Principal himself had failed to 
construe quite accurately ; but his interposition was of small avail, and 


most decisively rejected. 

They had to attend a Social and Political Economy Class, when 
many of the scholars put questions—chiefly of an Irish tinge; and the 
curious Master Wilfrid Lawson, having been unable to lay his hand on 
any crib that would give him the answer to the Egyptian (Question, 
succeeded in eliciting from the Principal an explanation which probably 
left him even more mistified than he was before. 








Then the boys were let out for a five-days’ exeat. What they all did 


| with themselves we have no means of knowing; but, judging from cer- 


tain reports that appeared in the public papers, we believe that some 


played at daw/ and some played at whoop. 


When the school was reassembled, Usher Dilke gave his pupils some 
needful instruction concerning Egypt, all of which was very interesting 
to the young gentlemen. 

a ee oes t the subject of the Prevention of 


the textual emendation that had been proposed by Master Cowen was | 


poor progress made during term, had formed an intention of keeping the | 


matters by pointing out that, while his schoolfellow might not have been | 


: 
- Crime in Ireland, discussing the matter in detail. The Monitors of the 


schoo!, who sit in a 100m by themselves, returned to work on the same day | 
—the 1st of June—but their ‘‘ exeat ” had never been in jeopardy, as they | 


are treated more as parlour-boarders, and do pretty well as they please. | 





“Spratts” are never Fishy, that’s Patent. 


A SENATOR looks after the constitution of the State, and a doctor 
looks after the state of the constitution. ‘‘Spratts Patent” seems to 
look after everything, for they not only feed the bow-wows at the 
Kennel Club’s Show (to be held at the Alexandra Palace next week), 
but they bench the canine exhibits as well. ‘‘Spratts Patent” have 
oy in a heavy stock of the physic dogs delight in, ‘‘ bark ; ” so all will 

well, 





Rather Lou-easy. 


AT a communistic meeting in Paris the other day, Louise Michel 
remarked that ‘‘it did not matter much if the universe melted so that 
equality prevailed.’’ But one would think it would not matter to any- 
body shen. If Louise is in the melting mood, perhaps the universe 
isn’t. Worlds are not given to dissolve, if meetings are. Neither will 
a meeting like this make ’em end. 


TENDERLY she looked up into his bronzed face, flashing on him the 
splendour of her large black eyes, as they stood on the deck of Louis 

rtin’s steamboat Zc/air, on their way from Rouen to Havre. ‘‘ Sid, 
do me a favour,” whispered Tottie. ‘‘ What is it you want, Tot?” replied 
Lord Wobbles: ‘‘the newest of new French dresses in ‘new-mown 
hay’ or in ‘putty’ colour?” ‘I’m rather mashed on the putty,” 
laughed Tottie, shaking her golden fringe ; ‘‘ but that isn’t it. Promise 
me you ‘ll take me this trip often; for the boat is stunning, and the feed 
at five francs (vin compris) is simply scrumptious. If you refuse, I ll— 
r’ll——” “What?” ‘* Why, write to your ma and tell her you’ve 
taken to absinthe, and are regularly gone on it.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITor or “Fon,” 


Srr,—I am aware that, to the superficial observer, my tips for the 
Derby and the Oaks gave every appearance of being distinct failures. I 
am not making this statement hurriedly or without due examination of 
evidence. The superficial observer has written to me in thousands and 
and prolific of threats, I will avoid the superficial observer. For my 
own part I think those tips were capital—almost perfect. What estima- 
tion was Bruce held in, may I ask? Was he first favourite or was he 
not? Very well, then! Did I liken him to the Bruce who contem- 
plated the determined spider, or did I not? Did I then remark that his 
namesake ‘‘ didn’t succeed till failure had made him notorious,” or did 


fully, ‘‘ Very well, then!” Dismissing the favourite thus, did I not 
further say, ‘‘ There’s Gerald and, mark you, there’s Shotover” (Ha! 
ha! mynoble sportsmen with eyes in your heads, did ye spot the ‘‘mark 


didn’t forsake ’em, but stuck to ’em like a brick, and came in third, thus 
proving the Old Man “‘ right again” with one, two, three, 
Now for the Ascot Meeting and my 


TIP FOR THE PRINCE OF WALES’S STAKES. 


How seldom interest forsakes 

The Prince of Wales’s golden Stakes ! 

How oft the Prophet cons the list ! 

Its charms the Prophet can’t resist. 

To think upon their varied weights 

This gentle bosom agitates ; 

And as he notes each dam and sire 

His ‘* bosom’s lord ” keeps beating hive 
Until his face is red. 


And then he turns his eye, of course, 
And scans each noble-looking horse, 
And says, ‘‘ Quicklime, I burn for thee, 
For Nellie such a chance I see! 
With Little Sister by the side 
Pursebearer soon may be descried ; 
But whether first or whether last—” 
The crystal globe is overcast 

And tumbles on its head. 


Though, with no crystal globe to aid 
The Prophet may well feel afraid, 
He feels a strong affection for 
The chances of Executor, 
But something in his noble breast, 
Which will not be at all suppressed, 
Says ‘‘ There’s Dutch Oven’s chance so plain,” — 
He murmurs ‘‘ Quicklime’’ once again, 
And toddles off to bed. 


And if you want anything for the Gold Cup, I should advise you to 
plump for Foxhall or Tristan. / think the latter, though some think 
' the former—I leave you to judge who is most to be relied upon—but if 
| you don’t like either, why, I'll give you Petronel and Chippendale in, 
there! 
| Referring to my Epsom tips once more and by the way, there are 
'many who consider—abusively consider—that I gave Gerald for the 
| Derby and deliberately scouted Geheimniss for the Oaks. I only ask 





tip. ‘‘I’m acting on my infallible system of giving an unlikely horse 
and I’ve got cash, and that’s how I got it. I’m having a high old 


holiday with it, too—more about that another time, though this week 


there will be no more from yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS. 





That’s Swann to us! 
WITH such a great rush of Electrical Co.s, ; 
With their ‘‘ Swann,” their ** Jablofsky,” and ** Brush” light, 
The cleces wil Fe: een ae " 
Very soon little more than a ‘light! 
Light Falls. 


An American electric light projector proposes to utilize the Niagara 
Falls, which he estimates at two million horse-power, for illuminating 
sixty-five cities between Boston and Chicago. We fear many will say of 
this project, ‘‘ Water-falling off wasthere!” In fact, it will be Ni-agara- 














i 


| vating them. 


the worst possible taste: the superficial observer is strong in language  -- 





Inot? And 4as his failure made him notorious or has it not? Wasn’t 
he ‘‘all of a heap” and nowhere? Again I remark, firmly but respect- | 


you !”’); referring to him once more as ‘‘ Shotover’s good,”’ thus show- | 
ing I couldn’t tear myself from him ; then again, ‘‘ Nor Quicklime should | 
be far behind,” and finally *‘ Sachem will never for-Sachem ”—and he | 








such to refer to my printed remarks immediately following the Derby | 


and betting against it all round.” Need more be said? I wanted cash | 





Y opinion, if I were to one, of 
The Wreck of the Pinafore, at the 
Opera Comique, would compara- 
tively valueless, as I have not seen it. 
** The Editor’s young man,” however, 
who went in m place, describes it as 


**indeed a although the actors 
m to get some fun out of it by 
efforts d of the fullest wreck- 
ognition. 


There was “an organized opposi- 
tion” on the first night; that i ang, 
some individuals expressed their disap- 
proval, instead of allowing it to rest 
inarticulate. These unruly interrup- 
tions of a section of “ first-nighters "’ 
would be rather ridiculous if they were 
not so worrying to the unoffending part 
of the audience, —it is such a vast ex- 
geod of powder to no purpose ; 
or, in spite of first-night call or cats’- 
call, newspaper slate or puff, a piece 
will almost always find its level in 
about a fortnight—sometimes sooner. 
But perhaps the merry gentlemen only want a “‘row.”” Anyway, childish 
as their conduct is, it is equally childish to describe them as ‘‘an orga- 
nized opposition.” I have observed that it isan ominous phrase usually 


connected with a short run. 


Do you remember Zhe Rosebud of Stingingnettle Farm, produced at 
the first Crystal Palace Dramatic Féte? I can’t say that I do myself, 
but I thought I’d just ask, because Mr. Byron has cut a lot out of it— 
it ran to quite four pages of a ‘‘ Lacy,” I believe—and put a lot in, and 
turned it upside down, and several things of that sort, until it has be- 
come Zhe Villanous Squire and the 
Village Rose, and will be played shortly 
—very shortly I should say—at Toole’s, 
with Mr. Toole as the Squire, ‘‘ farther 
than usual from the Madding Crowd.” 
I guess this ’squire will have a run of 
many knights. 





ANTICIPATORY SKBTCH OF Mr. 
TooLte as “THE Sourre,” WHICH, 


THEREFORE, CANNOT BE ‘TOOLE 


LATE. 








The Royal Victoria Coffee Hall con- 
tinues to flourish. They had ‘‘ A Grand 
Shakespeare Night” last Thursday,— 
Locke’s music to Macbeth, Shakesperian 
glees, and scenes from Othello, Mr. 
Sennett played Iago, and Herr Albert 
Alberg (aSwedish actor) Othello, whose || 
addresses to the Sennett were lovely. - 
No one need jest at the entertainments 
6 scoffee hall, they are decidedly ~ 
good. 


This (Wednesday) afternoon Mr. 
Brooke takes a benefit at the Adelphi. 
He announces some of the very ablest 
assistance, and I did hear that a *‘ new 
play,” by Mr. J. W. Boulding, called 
The Double Rose, was down for the 
occasion, but as it looks rather like a new title to that gentleman’s 
Kingmaker, 1 hesitate to assert it. I trust, however, in any case, that 
oo Brooke will let the seats over and over again—in double rose, in 
act. 


We all know that Mr. Booth is ed for a short season at the 
Adelphi, but it sounds something like a degrading conclusion to a holi- 
day, when we hear that ‘‘ when the Booth is closed Mr, Charles Warner 


will appear in Drink!” NESTOR, 





A Simpce Vittace MaAiven 
RUSTICALLY ADORNED. 
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To Prevent Mis-Stakes. 


Tue Stakes at Ascot are always well done ; there is nothing tough 
about them, except the struggle as to which shall win. Not even 
Hardwicke Stakes are hard-wicked ones, and the Fern Hill Stakes are 
not hill-fernished. And just to stake-uriosity beef-ore you attend the 
“* royal” meat-ing, we may as well say that the Prince of Wales’s Stakes 
are not served up on an Alexandra P and even the Windsor Castle 
Stakes are not Eton. It appears too, according to latest advices, that 
‘* Russian Emperor” will not run in the Coronation Stakes this year— 


not until May, 1883, in fact. 
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THE LAW LAID DOWN. 


It i as well, for the sake of making things internationally comfortable, that the ante should have clearly by heart the conditiens of American Citizenship, 
when not “to home.” 
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First of all, to become an American Citizen, it is necessary to smell a map of the United States. Columbia at once extends her 2gis over the smeller, and 


the job is done. 
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igo Ameriean Citizen is then at liberty to make his owi !aws tor himself in whatever foreign country he may honour with his presence. He is not amenable to 
Ce out, Senne or other, which govern the inhabitants of the country. He is not to be rated, nor taxed, nor anything else: and if he chooses to indulge in stirring 
up rder among the inhabitanta, he i not to be expelled, or even requested to quit, or Columbia will know the reason why 
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as N.=Joxe 7, 1882. 
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THE EGYPTIAN DIFFICULTY. 


PULLING HIM STRAIGHT. 








(A recently-discovered Hieroglyphac. 















































THE EGYPTIAN DIFFICULTY. 
(See Cartoon.) 
A VERY queer land was‘the land of the Nile 
In the days of pre-Christian history, 
And it still does its work in peculiar style 
And enshrouds its proceedings in mystery. 























Its hieroglyphs and inscriptions on stone 
Are most cunningly fitted to puzzle man, 

While its modern affairs are as strange, one must own, 
"Neath the sway of the slippery Mussulman. 


A something apparently lurks in the air 
That engenders the odd and fantastical, 
And the public contortions one witnesses there 
Show it also affects the gymnastical. 





Its rulers may come and its rulers may go 
Without gaining their Padishah’s benison, 

But for ever the Nile doth continue to flow, 
Like the brook we have read of in Tennyson : | 


And though England and France, wisely dropping their tiffs, 

Join to straighten a course that’s erratical, | 
The Question of Egypt, like hieroglyphs, 
Still continues to be enigmatica!. 
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Owing to the representations of the Agent, this—in a vague sort of way-- 
is what they expect. 


JONES HIRE A FISHING. 
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This—in a very decided manner— 
is what they get. 
| They are next discovered at Rimmel s. 














A BANK HOLIDAY MAUNDER. 


SING hey of a good and devoted swain, 
And he dwelt in the smoke of town 
Where the soot-flakes stain, 
And the fogs that reign 
Are aye of a murky brown; 
And never his nose from a black was free ; 
But, oh, and his lady was fair to see! 
Oh, the mud beneath! Oh, the smuts above! 
And tear me a bit of my lady-love. 
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Sing hey, and he towelled him free from dirt— 
(So free as he might in town)— 
And the blacks might flirt 
With his nice white shirt, 
But he flicked them (and streaked them down) ; 
And he chose and deputed one watchful eye 
To succour his nose from the smuts that fly. 
Oh, the skin beneath! Oh, the smuts above! 
And cut me a bit of my lady-love. 


Sing why did he towel himself so fair? 
And why did he take the train 
From Fenchurch there, 
And from Euston Square, 
And Waterloo, loop and main? ; 
From high and precipitous Ludgate’s ridge, 
From Liverpool, Paddington, London Bridge? 
Oh, the rails beneath! Oh, the cars above! 
And pick me a bit of my lady-love, 


Sing hey he was going to court his fair— 
No sooty and smeary slut ; 
Beyond compare 
And a bit to spare, 
And never a single smut ! 






The liveliest fancy could not suppose 

The tiniest black on Aer dainty nose. 
Oh, the earth beneath! Oh, the skies above, 
Do break me a bit of my lady-love! 


Sing hey, and they roamed till the daylight’s end, 
He wooed her the livelong day ; 
At every bend 
He would tear and rend 
Some bit of her form away ; 
And now and again, in his swain-like whim, 
If{e’d tear at her tresses or break a limb. 
Oh, the blooms beneath! Oh, the trees above! 
Now hack me a limb of my lady-love, 


Sing hey, and they parted at eventide, 
At eve when the birds were hushed, 
And bits of his bride 
On every side 
Lay bleeding, and torn, and crushed ; 
And he bore bits home of her mangled wreck, 
And thinks of returning to twist her neck. 
Oh, the ferns beneath! Oh, the boughs above! 
Come wrench me a bit of my lady-love. 





Sing DOT #6 ood and devoted swain, 


An dwells in the smoke of town; 
And when he is fain 
For his fair again 
He may search till the sun goes down ; 
For the fair he courted has bowed her head, 
And his love lies mangled, and torn, and dead. 
Oh, the waste beneath! Oh, the blank above! 
Now what can you tear of my lady-love? 
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DITTIFS OF THH DAY. 
APAPTED TO THE Mosic OF THE MOMENT, 
| No. 16.—Some Geop Wisnas. 

| Air—‘“* Now j0u're married,” 
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== OfCompanies for 
y Electric Light? 
With such a 
rush for 
**Swann” and 
“ec Brush,” 
They ’ll rapidly 
grow not worth 
a rush; 
Thus cheerfully 
Fun the mind 
repares 
Of any one who’s 
a heap of 
shares. 
Now you have 
‘em we wish 
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-~ “™ you joy! 
—_— . — = What d’you 
———e— ~~ think they're 
worth, my boy? 


Sooner or later there ‘ll be slaughter, 
Can so many live together ? 


Old Erin at last improves a bit, 

Ar other ** Moonlighter”’ has been hit! 

For vermin hke that we feel no ruth, 

We ’d wait till they a// were shot, in trutb, 

Before we'd ** concede” (and chance the worst), 
But others have made concessions first ;—and 
| Now it has ‘em we wish you joy! 
But think you 't will reform, my boy? 
Nothing but lead and lash of leather 
Will retorm it altogether. 


We ’re puzzled a bit, indeed we are, 

To know if they mean to crown the Czar; 

They always, as any one may con, 

Keep putting it off instead of on; 

And therefore the Czar’s uncrowned to-day. 

Though not without cause, we ’re bows! to say ;—and 
When they do it we wish him joy! | 
All his wits he must employ 
To keep himself from ruthless slaughter, 
A pleasant prospect altogether! 

For several years we 've tried, so hard, 

To compass a joke on *‘ burnt” and ** Chard ;” 

That Chard is a place you 'll gladly hear, 

It ’s somewhere away in Devonshire; 

And recently there arose some smoke, 

And also a fire—and there's our joke !—and 
Now we have it we wish you joy! 
It’s such a splendid joke, my boy; 
When we cannot find another 
This will serve for weeks together ! 


Our genial Lady Mayoress 

Is going to give a show (no less) 

Of beautiful roses. We suppose 

All prettily standing—rows on rose. 

Of counting them there we’ve no intent, 

Though thousands, they tell us, will be scent ;—and 
If you 're going we wish you joy! 
Very nice way to time employ ; 
just imagiga what an odour, 

b scenting all together! 

The Agricultural Horse Show’s past, 

The holidays, too, are done at last, 

The troubles in Egypt are growing big, 

The Zulus are like to runa vig 

The cricketing scores are reg’lar fun, 

And as for my ditty, that is done ;—and 
Now it’s finished we wish you joy! 
We haven't another verse, my boy ; 


And if we'd made it rather shorter 
You ’d not hate us altogether. 

















.™ he ‘ll be conciliated in a minute or two. 
_ and that bag of bright threepennies?” 





HOW THAT BILL WAS BORN, 


**Wuart in the name of 
stuff and nonsense are you 
trying to do, Funnie. my 
boy?” said Mr, Glad- 
stone, FuN’s great chum, 
dropping in a short time 


eT Hist! Sit down— 
don’t worry him—don’t 
tread on his corns. Be 
uiet; he hates noise. 
’m trying to conciliate 
him.” 
** Cracked !” murmured 
the Premier to himself, 








ceedings. 
proceedings certainly were 
odd. A small fly was 
buzzing in and out of Fun’s ear, tickling his nose, getting in his eye, 

reventing him writing, torturing his pet bald place at the top of his 

ead, And FUN was smiling at the small animal, and telling it little 
stories, and getting Jumps of sugar out of the cupboard for it. The more 
it worried the more FuN smiled. 

**I’m conciliating him, Gladdy,” said Fun. 

**Oh!” said the Premier, and went out in disgust. 

Next day he called round again, for he was ever sure of a welcome at 
Fun’s hospitable stove-ornament-side. ‘' Now, Funnie Wunnie, what 
in the name of absurdity?” he said. The small fly had developed 
into a bluebottle, and had got down Fun’s neck, and wouldn't come 
out. Fun had not slept all night for it; it would not let him write, or 
attend to his pressing affairs, or go out and enjoy himself, or anything : 
still FUN was singing comic songs to it, and telling it about the Oaks, 
and offering it chocojate creams, and inventing pet names for it. 

‘*Why the Moses don’t you smash the nuisance, Funny Bunny?” 
asked the Premier. 

“*Oh, Gladdy ! however cam you be so cruel?” asked Fon, ‘I’m 
conciliating it ; force is no remedy !” 

**Ugh!” said Mr. Gladstone, and went away ; and returned next day. 

**Ob, Funniky Wunniky! In the names of the Gdtserdimmerung 
and all the Walkyres, what—— ?”’ 

The bluebottle had now reached the development of a wasp. Fun 
was a mass of sting-mounds from top to toe: the insect had taken up a 
surly position on the top of a bookcase, and twice a minute it would 
descend and sting Fun on some spot hitherto overlooked. Nevertheless, 
Fun had hired a barrel-organ to amuse it, and was composing nonsense 
thymes for it; and kept supplying it with turtle-soup and Jargonelle 
pears, and flattering it in blank verse. 

“Here, lend us a towel, and I ‘ll soon have him——” said the Pre- 
mier. 

But Fon dragged at his coat-tails, with tears in his eyes. ‘* Qh, 
dont—don’t offend him !” he pleaded ; ‘I’m sure I can bring him round 
by concil——” 

P ‘* Waugh!” said Mr, Gladstone, and departed. Back he came next 
ay. 

** My goodness, Funnery Wunnery Wee! In the name of the Creat 
Labouchere and his little motion, what on earth—— ?” 

For the wasp had become a scorpion, and was at that moment going 
carefully all over Fon to find the tenderest part. 

‘‘Hush! Sit down,” whispered Fun, patting the reptile tenderly ; 
Where are those jam tarts 


The Premier was about to speak, but paused suddenly and clapped 
his hand to his forehead. A new light flashed from his piercing eye. 
He darted at Fon, and —— and shook his hand in fervent gratitude. 
He embraced him ; he cuddled him, and patted his hair flat, and gave 
him a choice cigar. 

‘“*Funnie!” he said, *‘I thank you. Isee. Itisa revelation. You 
are a ver Give me pens and paper.” And when Mr. Glad- 
stone had written thoughtfully for a little while, he arose and placed his 
manuscript in the hand of his friend and companion Fon. Fon read it. 

** Ah, Gladdy Waddy—vsar’s better,” he said enthusiastically. ‘* Vow 
we shall get on—like this.” 

And he set his heel upon the scorpion, and gave it a twist; and the 
reptile lay dead, 

And Funnie’s old chum, Gladdy, tied his manuscript round with tape 
—not red—and, embracing his friend once more, trotted off with it. 

It was the REPRESSION OF CRIME BILL. 








ACCORDING to a sporting paper, welshers swarm at Ascot. They’re 
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a nice (s)warm lot wherever they are. 
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Oscar to the Rescue! | 


BuT yesterday trifles were all we could boast, 
And few things were worthy of mention ; 
Political matters and muddles engrossed 
The whole of the nation’s attention, 
We frittered our time upon trivial things— 
Irish sorrows, and troubles Egyptian ; 
But the cablegram now some intelligence 
brings 
Of a bosom-enthralling description. 
Oh, sing it aloud to your lyres and your lutes— 
‘* Oscar Wilde has invented a couple of suits {” 


Now, therefore, O Parliament, takea back seat, , 
Oh, trouble us not, stupid science ; 

With the news of our Oscar’s most wonderful 

feat, 

We can set e’en your charms at defiance, 

O pictures, go hang ; and O drama, depart, 
Your allurements are vapid and silly, 

The only true Poet of Passion and Art 
Is the Bard of the Dado and Lily ; 

And now (try to grasp it, ye Philistine brutes), 
That Bard has invented a couple of suits! 
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Those garments designed by the wonderful 
Wilde, 
Are quite too intensely zesthetic ; 
And yet that apostle has oft been reviled 
In terms the reverse of poetic, 
One suit-is black velvet — consummately 
grand— 
The other, a moonlit lake’s hue is ; 
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Then, O Oscar the Utter, haste back to our 
land, 
Which dying to see them on view is! 
All Britain will languish until it salutes 
{ts Oscar, returned with those glorious suits. 





MARTYRS AT THE STAKES.—Backers who 
lose at Ascot. 





'T was midnight, and alone he sat 
In that bleak house, like grim old Krook 
He pondered o’er his mystic book, 

While near him cat-erwauled his cat. 


And as with trembling fear he shook, 
Came owl and vampire, ghoul and bat, 
And other startling visions, that 

Suggested Maskelyne and Cooke. 


VISIONS OF THE NIGHT. 


And neath that weird electric light 

His agony became intense : 

When came an imp, with imp-udence, 
To rob him of his second sight. 


What made his cheek so deadly white? 
Perhaps some wicked spell he sought, 
Or was it indigestion wrought 

Those visions in the dead of night? 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE EGYPTIAN CRISIS. 


A CRISIS, Sir, acts upon the impulses of your Extra-Special much as 
the dead camel affects the movements of the vulture of the desert, and 
when I was fully satisfied that there was one (a crisis, I mean, not a 
dead camel) full blown, in the land of Egypt, I made instant arrange- 
ments to visit that interesting country in order to really arrive, if possible, 
at the true state of affairs by probing for myself the affairs of state. 

Of course I understood that Egypt was blessed with a very mixed 
and miscellaneous Government, and that wellnigh every nation in Euro 
had its finger in the Egyptian pie, and I had accordingly put Ollendorff’s 
Franco-German-Italiano-Turco-Spanish Phrase Book in my “* Ottoman 
Porte-manteau,” a bag I had had specially made for my Eastern trip 
out of the best Turkey morocco. 

On arriving in Cairo I went straight to the Ismailia Palace, and 
having fortunately met with a countryman of my own at the gates, I 
told him the object of my mission. ‘‘ I want an audience of the Khedive,”’ 
I said, ‘‘and at once, if I could have it.” 

He seemed embarrassed. ‘I am only the Deputy-Assistant Ranger of 
the Household,” he said ; ‘‘but I tell you what, you must see M, Blu- 
ditre, he’s the Assistant Ranger, and he can manage it for you, no 
doubt ; but he knows no English, by the way.” 

‘*Very well,” said I, and off I started for my hotel, where I shut 
myself up with Ollendorff s French Method for six hours. 

The next morning I waited on M. Bludiére and made him a speech in 





my most idiomatic French. He seemed charmed, especially when I | 


hinted that with him was really deposited the direction of Egyptian 
affairs. He purred like a cat at this, and played with his Légion of 
Honour ribbon till I asked him to take me to the Khedive. n he 
changed colour, and said in choice French that A pppoe it would be 
better, just for form’s sake, vous savez, that I sh see Signor Polog- 
niari, and get his authority. ‘‘He is the Paymaster-General of the 
Palace,” he added. 

This nécessitated my return to my hotel again, and a new linguistic 
tussle; but diligence conquered, and I was, ready by the afternoon to 
tell the Signor, in his own sweet tongue, what I wanted. He was most 


polite, was Pologniari, and also gesticulative, and said we would go and 
But he wouldn't lead | 


see the Khedive twenty times in five minutes. : 
on when I pressed the matter. It was all right, he assured me, but still 


Z banieda ; 











there was a very sensitive Russian Secretary of the Privy Purse who 
liked to be consulted on all audience questions in his own tongue, 
‘*You’ll find him in his office,” said the Signor, ‘‘and I really think 


you ’d better humour him.” 

Well, Sir, it took me two days to pick up enough Russian to be able 
even to humour Count Kropokinski, and when I at last, aided by 
my diplomatic tact, wound him, so to speak, about my finger, he re- 
ferred me to an American official—Director of the Secret Bureau 
—who was the one man in Egypt, he assured me, to get me admission 
to the Khedive, 

I did think, Sir, I had reached land at last when I had really cornered 
the Yankee and explained my mission, But my face fell when he ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ Ah, it’s a darned pity you were not around my office last 
Tuesday, stranger, I was the Khedive of Egypt then, I was, you bet. But 
now, wal, now, Elkanah B. Subterfusher isn’t in the coon hunt at all; 
it’s the Maltese Chief of the Police that can manage what you want, or 
the Spanish Master of the Camels, I’m not sure which. My day is over, 
though, as the dog said, when they gave him the bad name of Beelze- 
bub, previously to hanging him.”’ 

I thanked that frank American, and went on, Sir, much vexed at 
heart, for I knew no Maltese, and my Spanish was not at all reliable. 
But I need not have troubled about that, for on my way hotelwards I 
met my original friend, the English Deputy-Assistant Ranger, looking 
very jubilant. 

" Nase ou heard the news?” he asked. ‘All the Maltese and 
Spanish officials are dismissed, and we are to have Prussians instead. 
The Germans are yentlemen, at least. You must get an introduction to 
Herr Handmayer, and he will do the trick for you,” 

I did get an introduction to Herr Handmayer, but he did not do the 
trick for me. It is not in his power to do so, in fact. The German 
supr only lasted about ten hours, and now I believe that Turkish 
influence is supreme. So I am about to look up Barbarbi Bey, and I 
hope he will put matters in train for me, But I say, Sir, can you wonder 
there is an Egyptian crisis every other day, when there are so many con- 
tinental cooks contisually at work spoiling the broth ? 

ee 

Do the horses in the race for the Gold Cup or the Hunt Cup run in 
cup-ples? We must look (c)up that. 
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A PRACTICAL PARTY. 


Tourist Fisherman No, 1.—*‘ ANY FisH ABOUT HERE, MY MAN?” Scot.—‘'Nag! Ye'Lt GET NAE FISH ABOOT HERR,” 

Tourist Fish rman No, 2.—‘' BUT THIS MUST BE THE PLACE A LITTLE FAT MAN IN A KILT DIRECT&D US TO AS A GOOD SWIM.” 

Scot.—** Ex! THat’s SANDY MACIN‘OSH, AN’ HE'S A LIAR. A MON THAT CAN TELL A DELEEBERRT LIE, WI’OUT IT’S IN THE 
WayY O’ GAIN, 18S A MAIST IMMORAL CHARACTER,” 








CURT COMMENTS. NOW READY, ONE SHILLING. 


On Tuesday, May joth, a greengrocer named James Warren was Post-free, 12, 2d, 
sentenced to three months for brutally assaulting his wife, when he 
coolly remarked that ‘* he had only done what a husband ought to do.” 





A regular panic has taken place at Cairo, from which place hundreds 
of Europeans have taken their flight. Under the existing excitement Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 
it is but natural that the Engli-h should take Care O! 
The visit of the Piince and Princess of Wales to Leicester was most WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 
successful, and, notwithstanding it is regarded as a hotbed of Radical- 
ism, the welcome given was most enthusiastic. Special police precau- NESTOR. 
tions were taken, however, Leicester should have been any m e. 

It is stated that £12,000 has been lost at Her Majesty's Theatre by 


th 1formance of th Nibclungen Ring. Evidently these representa- j 
tions I had anything but the right ring about them, . ¢ Over One .~ ed P a v7 of the most 
umorous Aind. 
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A Granp ‘STAND. "That which some people expect if one wins ; 
and if one doesn't ** stand,” one is awkwardly sit-uated, “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC, 











The magistrate ordered a judicial separation, which was most just after 66 } 9) 
such an un- Werren-table remark. ‘ 
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THE UBIQUITOUS CONDIMENT. 


awe = - or 
"A -_ jp - > 3 
Young Lady (to Fellow-Passenger),—** CAN YOU TELL ME WHAT STATION THIS Is, PLEASE?” 
Foreigner (looking out ot window at advertisement),—‘‘1 TINK IT IS DE COLMAN’s MusTarp,” 
[Didn't she make it warm for him after, though | 


Rive 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE POLYGLOT DRAMA. | all going it at once, in fifteen or twenty varied languages, to imagine a 


oe . | finale involving a general set-to, and quite a young holocaust of victims. 
WHAT an assorted band of histrions we have in our midst, Sir, I Now, that might be verp affective for jest oun pesteamanes,..1 wlaht, 


need not tell you, but it may be perhaps news to you that in addition to for i , 
; _ 7 tance, produce the Tower of Babel piece at the end of the season 
the present consignment I have reason to believe that it is only a | (OF PS , 
P . ; : f t l : 

question of time as to when a Chinese opera troupe, a Japanese tragedian, | anon peep 7 hes rs nee - o ee ae note 
a Red Indian pantomime company, a Mexican heavy villain, and the | be cleared off after one representation. SoI have decided not to put 
principal comedian from the Russian National Theatre at Nidjni Novgorod | |. ih. Confusion of Tongues, but I have been thinking that it will be 
w Ven well ‘hoa, iis Salas thus, I think it is quite plain, Sir, that | best to fall back on the ‘‘ Divine William,” and give a selection of his 

’ ) ad ) ’ eo Se . . mes " " , . 
the foreign drama must have a peculiar fascination for our English arpa 85 9 comes oer = ergelgpa ag wr tig 
society. For, as you will have noticed, they will pay double prices like | | « What ac rg rsa > Be! GiP h? beg 
| lambs, provided that the play given is in an unintelligible tongue. My | , oy BK CS CESS COE BCR, Sly OR ior 








idea is then, Sir, to foster this taste, and to do all I can to increase it. Othello - - (in Italian) by Signor Rossi. 
| Now, it has struck me, Sir, that if the average society man will pay _ Iago - - (in Yankese) - Mr. E. Booru. 
| 10s. 62. to listen to one language he can’t follow even with a book, he srabantio - (in German) - Herr NACBAUR, 
would, a fortiori, give at least double to listen to, say five or six assorted Cassio - - (im Danish) - M, ALBERG, 
| dialects he does not understand. At any rate, I am not afraidtoacton | Gratiano - - (in Russian) - MM, CRACKAFLEESKI, 
‘this assumption, and it is with reference to my proposed polyglot com- | Ludovico- - (im Spanish) -  Sefior CARRERAS. 
| pany and play that I have to consult with you, Sir. ; Duke of Venice (in Hiawathese) - Sittinc Cow 
| What I propose, then, is to make up as assorted a company as possible, (The Comedian of the Red Men). 
| to take a big theatre with plenty of elbow-room for the strange languages, Ist Senator - (in Japanese) - KUOMI TYCOONYA. 


and to then get a play specially written in some sixteen or seventeen | 2nd Senator - (in Chinese) - HO-HI-SA-HE. 





dialects or so, to bring out my company’s capabilities. | Clown - - (in Turkish) - Rawat Lakoum Bey, 

| Now, I may tell you at once that if I was not sucha stickler for origi- | Herald - - (in Polish) - M, MickazewskI. 
nality I might appropriate a Yankee notion and obtain my play without | Desdemona - (in French) - Mdme. SAkAt BERNHARDT, 
any difficulty whatsoever. I should simply have to get a set scene pre- | [Emilia - - (in Hungarian) - Mile. Ererka Bor, 

| Bianca - (in Pigeon English) Little Miss ALL RIGHTY. 


pared representing the Tower of Babel, to call my play 7he Confusion ! 
of Tongues, and then, having secretly instructed each of my foreign | Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Sailors, &c., by Kurds, Mesopo- 


‘*stars’”’ to come on and do all he or she knew in his or her language, tamians, Greeks, Phocians, Hebrews, Yorkshiremen, Scots, 


| to leave the rest to chance. a Tafhes, &c., &e, ' ) 
| It is at the very least ten to one that the first scene would end with | There, Sir, methinks that would draw even on ordinary dramatic 


several violent assaults, if not murders ; for I can think of nothing more | grounds, leaving out of the question the more purely linguistic and 
likely to arouse, say, a German “star’s” ire, than for a French “star,” | Ollendorfian aspects. At all events, I mean to have a try at the expe- 
| or a Russian one, to come on and cut him short with a soliloquy in quite | riment as soon as I can get my company together. So we shall see, Sir, 


|a different tongue. And you have only to fancy fifteen or twenty stars | we shall see! 
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| Tuy are coming in shoals! The air is dark with them, and the ear 
is full of strange sounds! They threaten to swamp ‘‘native talent” right 

and Jeft (but that is ‘‘native talent’s” own look-out, and it will do it 
‘no harm to get a little shaking up, mayhap). But there is a great 
| forrigninvasion, natheless, and from all quarters of the globe—to speak 

fig.catively. First we have the Divine Sarah from France, already with 
us; and truly she deserves support, if only for the hard work she gets 
through, and her ready invention of quaint peculiarities wherewith to 
attain an ne coign of vantage—yea, and other coign also, small 
blame to her, 








rom Denmark comes M, Alberg, who gave an idea of his Ofhel/o at 
‘the Royal Victoria Coffee House recently, and who now seems to be 
‘‘onen to offers ;” at least, no hints of prospective performances of his 
| have come to my far-reaching ears.* He is said to speak English with 
only-a very slight smack of his native tongue, which is a distinct feather 
in his cap, anyhow; but in 4 of his *‘slight smack,” he doesn’t 
appear to have made a ‘‘ great hit.” 





Italy gives us two performers : Signor Kossi (probably a foreign relative 
of the editor of a well-known ‘‘ comic”), who commenced a ad nights’ 
exposition of Aing Zear at Her Majesty's on Monday, of which you ‘Il 
Lear as much as [ could tell you hours before these lines are in print ; 
and Madame Ristori, who intends to supplement the list of her Ristorical 
triumphs as soon as those other invaders, the Germans, have cleared out 
of Drury Lane, where at present the Herrs are giving themselves (and us) 
any amount of (operatic) Herrs nightly. She is due on the 3rd of July, 
and ought to draw crowds from urban streets and Drural Lanes. 

Amid all these delicate attentions from France, Italy, and Denmark, 
it is pleasant to note that our American kinsfolk have not forgotten us. 
Not only are we to have the great Booth, who opens at the Adelphi on 
Monday week, but it is hinted that Miss Lotta will favour us with a 
sight of her burlesque powers ere many moons shall wax and wane. 
Well, we will wish her success, among the rest ; but she must remember 
it is not to be commanded-—it is all a Lotta-ry, 

And what return are we going to make for all this foreign liberality? 
| Why, —what do you think ?—we are going to lend Mr. Irving to the 

Yankees for a while! Let us hope they will appreciate the loan—they 
have often expressed a Yankee-ring after him. 


Mr, Boulding’s new play and Mr. Brooke's benefit ; we will not stay to 
inquire whether the muddle was in my head or anywhere else, that would 
be unworthy of us. That play—the benefit’s all over, so we'll say no 
more about it—Z%e Doudie Aose, is to be produced on the 17th (next 
Saturday), and not the 7th, as I stated last week with a gross inaccuracy 
of which I am properly proud. Mr. Boulding, by the way, seems de- 
termined to keep ‘‘all among the roses” in his historical dramas, 





The American will be produced for the first time in England at the 
Alexandra Palace on Monday. It is by Mr. James Derrick, and will 
be viven under the Derrick-tion of Mr. S, Wilkinson. 





The hundredth night of Aomco and Fulict at the Lyceum will be 





| duced at the Avenue; Zhe I i/lanous Syuire at Toole’s, Miss Thorne as 


I thought there was something muddled about my announcement of | 


——— 


| 
| 


| couldn't be found for the purpose; but M. Planquette has a tuneful 


| Vase—‘* Plump for Foxhall or Tristan; 7 think the latter.” 





reached on the 24th, when Miss Ellen Terry will take her benefit—it i 
for everybody else’s benefit that I uation &. ? nig: 


Miss Florence Terry makes her last appearance on the stage next 
Wednesday afternoon, at the oth —che "demi Say voy, ae eo 
when the principal attraction will be Mr. W. S, Gilbert's Broken Hearts ; 
but there will also be the Trial Scene from the Aferchant of Venice, and 
Trvine a Magistrate, Miss Terry’s sisters, Mr. Irving, Mr. Toole, and 
other prominent performers, will assist on the occasion. Though Miss 
rar tee she may be assured that she must leave rofcn //earts 
vxehind her. 


Manteaux Noirs (an old friend in some new mantles) has been pro- 


the Village Rose, of course (again I have to point out that there is no 
Rose without a Thorne—why, when this piece, in iis unreformed state, 
was last played in London, at Astley's, there was a thorn to the Rose 
then, George Thorne, and a very Hugley thorn too); and there has 
likewise been produced at the Princess's 7%e /’umany /’ye—or, as we 
may say, that rum ‘un y-Rye-ved there on Saturday last, More of these 
when I see them. 


It is reported that M. Planquette, who composed Les Cloches des 
Corneville, has been engaged to write the music of an English work, to 
be produced first in London. It seems odd that an English composer 


invention, and I’ve no desire whatever to throw a wef Planquette over 
the affair. NESTOR 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITor or Fun, 

S1r,—Right again, Sir !—right again! Ascot for ever! See my ti 
for Prince of Wales’s Stakes—QuiCKLIME !—QUICKLIME ! Ounce 
LIME!!! See how the Prophet harped upon it ; and is he not right, as 
usual? He is; I admit it. Then look at his remarks for the Gold 
Vase There ’s 
life in the old boy yet! Hooray! Vivat Regina! and no money re- 


turned! , . . I have a good thing for the Leger.— Yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS, 








“Nothing like Music to Cheer.” 


WHETHER you ’ve got a savage breast that requires soothing or not, 
go to the Royal Albert Hall on June 20th and 21st. ‘‘The French 
Musical Festival and Competition,” held on that date, promises well. 
Silver wreaths and all sort of goodies are to be given as prizes ; hurry 
up, and plank your money down for the best places ! 





A BOOK called ‘‘ Flattering Tales,” by Mr. Hake, is announced, Ac- 
cording to the song, ‘‘ Hope told Flattering Tales,’’ and gave folks 
heart-Hake. Let us hope this Hake will not be fishy. 
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NOTS BY THE WAY. 
GARIBALDI. 
DIED AT CAPRERA, June 2nd, 1882, 


Sze how the flags are floating half-mast high ; 
In sorrow let us ict bow the head ; 

The sad words that with lightning-flashes fly 
Tell that another mighty hero ’s dead. 


Brave, gallant Garibaldi is no more! 

Oh, how shall all his valiant deeds be told?- 
He stood amid the deadly cannons’ roar, 

A true brave patriot with a heart of gold. 


A long life spent all in his country’s cause ; 
Undaunted still he reared his banner high, 

And onward went amid the world’s applause, 
And shouts of praise resounding to the sky. 


Again, again he called his trusty band 

To fight for freedom and for hearth and home, 
To drive the tyrant from his native land ; 

His deeds shall live for ages yet to come. 


But heavy are the dark cloud-shadows cast, 
Now death has Jaid its hand so icy cold 
On that brave heart that cherished to the last 
The golden dreams his own brave words foreto’d. 


He fought for home, and well the battle won, 
He sought no honours but his country’s fame ; 
And now the battles and the life are done, 
But ever ’mong the brave shall live his name, 


Wonders will never cease. 


ALICE BROOKS, a respectable-looking servant girl at Croy- 
don, when charged with stealing some articles of jewellery, 
owned up to taking the things from a wish ‘‘to make herself 
look smart.”” For a wonder her judge was merciful and only 
imposed a fine, but some magistrates we know would have 
made her ‘‘ smart’ indeed by sending her to prison. 





Plate-onic. 
THE Visitors’ Plate, at Ascot, is not sent round for ‘‘col- 
lections ;” neither does the clerk of the course utter plate- | 
itudes a /a Plate-o. 








Jvurist.—**I SAY, MY MAN, DO YOU KNOW THE WAY TO II\RRO Vv?” 

Rustic (contemptuously).—‘** THE Way TO Akke*k! D’ vou THINK I SPENT 
NIGH ON FORTY YEAR ON THIS ’ERE FAKM, AND DUNN@ HOW TO 
* ARRER’?”’ 





HARROWING. 








PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


respect to affairs in Egypt, that they must heartily wish the whole subject 
at the bottom of the Suez Canal—instead of the Suez Canal being at the 
bottom of the whole subject. To avoid these wearing interrogations, 
| they would perhaps do well to issue daily bulletins, such as are some- 
| times affixed to the door of a house where some one lieth sick, to prevent 
| perpetual ringings of the bell and extra work to the servants. Thus 
notices like the following—‘*The Egyptian Crisis is a little better to- 
day,” ‘‘ Egyptian Crisis not quite so well—pulse feeble, and respiration 
impeded,’’ ** Doctors have just been in consultation, and report that the 
Egyptian patient is going on as well as can be expected,’’—might be 
pinned to the back of the Speaker’s chair, and would save a lot of useless 
'talk. Wecommend this idea to the authorities. 

Lord Bramwell has introduced a Bill to give magistrates at ()uarter 
Sessions jurisdiction over trivial cases of burglary and forgery, which 
crimes, as they can vary very much in intensity, he thinks are not all of 
a-Sixe. 

It seems that the Select Committee of the Lords irregularly threw out 
an Extensions and Dock Bill in connection with the Wrexham, Mold, 
&c., Railway, before hearing nearly all the evidence that was producible 
in its favour. No doubt they considered that such a Bill should, in the 
natural order of things, be docked. 





discussed in the Upper House, and the proceedings were wound u 


Waterford for having given them that opportunity of debating the ques- 
tion. Such gratitude for a very small mercy would appear to indicate 
that the noble earl finds the topical market growing flat. 

Of course, Messrs. Ashmead-Bartlett and Gorst continue to exhibit a 
pragmatical interest in colonial and foreign affairs. 


Of Bartlett and Gorst, 





Pray, which is the worst ? 





E ., | it is quite to the point. 
MINISTERS have had to undergo such a constant fire of questions with | a “4 


| suppression of the slave trade on the East Coast of Africa. What good 


The now hackneyed theme of the Kilmainham Treaty has been fully | 


Earl Granville, who said he was really grateful to the noble Marquis of | 


The above rythmical question may not be perfectly grammatical, but 
Mr. Campbell Bannerman says there are four vessels engaged in the 


can four or any other number of vessels do to rescue poor wretches who 
are actually beyond the pale of wesselage ? 

The Commons have been spending most of their time by patiently 
pegging away at the Prevention of Irish Crime Bill in Committee. The 
Parnell party, with its sections and sub-sections, and casual Kadical 
volunteers, regularly contest points in each clause, and are as regularly 
knocked down by a large majority, after which—to use the language of 
the prize ring—they regularly ‘*come up smiling.” There was one 
lively little scrimmage when Mr. O'Kelly povtested eguinst being called 
upon to listen for the twentieth time to Mr. Forster's ‘‘ infernal speeches,” 
and Sir II. Selwin-Ibbetson moved that those very unparliamentary 
words should be taken down. l:ventually the expression was retracted, 
and an apology made; so the words were not taken down after all: not 
that such a process would have done any good, for there can be but little 
benefit from taking down unparliamentary words if the speaker of them 
be not ‘‘ taken down ” also. 











Elec-tricked. 


Two burglars, at Liverpool, were recently arrested through an alarm 
given by an electric bell, which they had enequeneney rung on enter- 
ing the place. They could not hear it themselves, and thus the police 
had a bell-‘‘ pull over them.” No wonder the burglars felt bell-icose, 
and struggled, and went in for “battery,” for it was not an electric 
light affair for them. It will upset their profession entirely, Poor 
things ! 





A serious rising has taken place in India among some 209,000 
Khonds, who have been guilty of very cruel Khon-duct, 
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NATURE’S ACT OF REPARATION. 
“ 4 bog has lately been on the move ina part of Ireland, and, having journeyed across a high-voad, is still steadily travelling.” —See Newspapers. 
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Nature has had a touch of remorse in Tre'and at last. The sight of the landlord sitting in despair on his land his overcome her. ‘‘ How could I make such 
people as he has to deal with?’ she said with a li:tle sob. Then there occurred to her a way of making amends; she waved her wand, and the landlord’s land com- 
menced travelling eastward. 
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When it arrived on the east coast she gave it a litt'e shove off, and wished him better luck. 
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ELECTRIC LIGHTS. 


Rival Vendors.—“HERE YOU ARE, SIR! ELECTRIC FLAMERS, SIR! EDISON, SIR!—SWAN, SIR !- 
HAMMOND, SIR !—BRUSH, SIR!” &c., &c., &c., &c., &e., &c. 


























ern ee a - - _ — — - —-- ee _— - a — oe o- ame 





























ELECTRIC LIGHTS. 
(See Cartoon.) 
LoicuTs, loights! Patent loiats! Who’ll buy? 
Here’s a pretty asscrtment to try ; 
This electric invention, 
It’s needless to mention, 
Is the finest thing under the sky, 
And of orders the makers are full. 
Now, which will you have, Mr. Bull? 


Suppose you begin with a Swan ; 
A Brush, p’rhaps, your fancy ’s upon ; 
You wouldn’t be gammon’d 
If choosing a Hammond ; 
You’d be pleased with a nice Edis-on ; 
There are other kinds, too, I can pull 
From my stock. What d’ ye say, Mr, Bull? 


To buy them ’s becoming the rage ; 
They ‘Il be ev’rywhere soon, I'll engage, 
For wherever you’re walking 
You hear people talking 
About this new gem of the age. 
Great cry, but there’s also much wool. 
Come, make up your mind, Mr. Bull! 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 

No, 18.—A PEAL. 
AIR—“‘ All in the morning early.” 
1 LL in the morning 
Great Paul 

rang out 

From the home 
that he’d 
reached at 

last, 

And this ring was 
the ring of a 
gladsome 
shout 

That his travels 
were over and 
past. 

He looked abroad 
o’er the city 
wide, 


foreigner’s 
land ; 

Ile gazed at the 
Thames’s 
stream and 
tide, 


And the street that leads down to the Strand. 
And he saw the question of ‘* war or peace ?” 
A babble of ‘‘ politics ” never to cease, 
sirths, deaths, and marriages, fires and police 
All in the morning papers. 





All in the morning Great Paul tolled out, 
And his ring had a ring of pain, 
For a voice that once rang with the battle-shout 
Would never be heard again. 
The sword that battled tor Freedom crushed 
Would wave in his hand no more ; 
The brave old General’s voice was hushed— 
His battle of life was o’er. 
And he saw his simple life extolled, 
His love of freedom, his hate of gold, 
His virtues, gentle and manifold— 
All in the morning papers. 


All in the morning Great Paul rang out, 
And his ring was no ring of sham, 
For he was exceedingly pleased, no doubt, 
At the doings of Birmingham ; 
A Library (Free) they’d got, and fair, 
In place of the one that’s burnt, 
And lots of new leaves may be turned down there, 
And lots of new things may be learnt. 
For he saw accounts that pleased him quite, 
Describing the most imposing sight, 
And also the speech of Mr. Bright— 
All in the morning papers, 


All in the morning Great Paul rang out, 
And saw many things to please, 
And many to pain, and many to scout, 
Including the following—these :— 
Bathers and boaters who grimly drown, 
Another gun burst—no less, 
\ shoemaker drunken in Leicester town, 
And bothering ‘‘ our Princess,”’ 
The Bishop of Cleveland (Ohio) 
Ban ladies of ‘‘ Land Leagues” in a ro’, 
A landslip (Swiss) expected, you kno’— 
All in the morning papers. 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


PRIVILEGED. 
(By Special Desire of a Section of the Amerwan People.) 
Mr. OwnLIA BRITTUN (looking out of window). Here! Hil you 


sir! I won’t have you picking my flowers in my window-boxes. . . 
"will you? I’d 





| What? ‘You'll smash my windows into the bargain,” wi 
| like to see you at 


why, confound it, if he isn’t as good as his word ! 








And many a. 


| my shop; what can I do for 





_ tunely! Just carry this bundle of articles for me, and keep your eye in 
future on this worthy tradesman’s store, in order that he may not dispose 


| of any of his articles. 


| forgive my ignorance, and take all I have on the premises, 











Here, you, I'll give you incharge! . . What? “ Break in my 
street door, ana smash everything in my house”? Oh, very 3 you 
just wait until I get my boots on and come out, Why, if he isn’¢ 
smashing down the door! Yes, down it goes; and inhe comes! . . 
Here, you sir, wz// you let my furniture alone? Why, the house is a 
complete wreck! I'll just get my thick stick, and if I leave a bone 
unbroken in your skin——-Ah, here it is. Now, you villain, take that ! 
Ah, feeling in your pocket for a weapon, are you? No, not a weapon? 
Papers? What the dooce do / want to look at your papers for? J’m 
not interested in your rubbishing pap——-Eh? What? Oh, dear! so 
they are; your naturalization papers as an American citizen. Oh, pray, 
pray forgive my hastiness! Here is the stick. Please do excuse what 
I’ve said; I really hadn't the faintest idea of your nationality. Oh, 
don’t, don’t give me in charge. Oh, dear, policeman, I didn’t know he | 
was an American citizen, ©h, my wife and family! Mercy! mercy ! 














Mr, MEERLEAH NENGLY SHMAN. Ah, here’s a customer entering 
? Why, he’s taking the matter into | 
his own hands and getting down the goods for himself. Beg pardon, | 
sir, but you don’t seem easy to please. Will you allow me to show you | 
——? Eh? ‘* Not trouble myself, no business of mine’? Why—what 
on earth—he’s making the things up into a bundle and walking off with 
then. Hi!—beg pardon; perhaps you’ll be kind enough to pay for 
those goods? What? ‘* Wouldn't entertain the notion ; but will trouble 
me to hand over twenty pounds for your trouble in carrying them away" ? 
Oh—pooh, pshaw! g’long with you, you ’re insane, what next, stuff and 
nonsense! We'll soon settle /Ais matter. Here—constable! Hey? 
What do you say? ‘* You're a citisen of the United States of America” ? 
Phew! By Jove, I Aave put my foot in it! Oh, I really a thousand 
pardons! I was unaware—I really had no idea to whom I was—pray 





THE AMERICAN CITIz#N. Ha, constable, you have arrived oppor- 


/ might require ’em. 
* * * 


A CRIMINAL COURT, 


Tue Jupcer. We find, gentlemen, that the prisoner ran a knife seven- 
teen times through one of his victims and twenty-three times through 
another ; then proceeded to cut the babies and nurses into minute pieces, 
following up this behaviour by carving three policeman and a crowd of 
bystanders ; he then proceeded to cut off the tails of all the horses, 
cows, and dogs in the neighbourhood, and finished up by making a dash 
at Her Majesty the Queen. It therefore remains for you to decide 


whether he was guilty or not guilty. 

Tue Jury (in a breath), Guilty, of course! 

Tue Foreman, I think, perhaps, before giving our final decision, it 
would be as well for us to examine the knife. 

Foreman, Jury, Counsel for Prosecution, and Judge examine the 
knife ; wd suddenly turn timid and whisper nervously to one another, 
‘It’s a bow——! 

THE Jury (in a breath). We weren't aware that the pris——ah—the 
gentleman was an American citizen. Not guilty, of course! 

Prisoner is released without a stain on his character, and subsequently 


dines with the judge. bea 


— ——_ ——— 


> * 





A Musicat Licut.—The Fyfe-main, 
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FUN. 























Walton watched his float until the soothing murmurs of the rivulet lulled his senses in oblivion. 


THE GENTLE 


CRAFT. 


~ yy —_ 
Tweak ! 


Tweak! Wide awake ina moment. A predatory 


duck in search of a dinner has gobbled up his worm: in the fright of a sudden awakening, the animal presents itself to his astonished senses as the most awful of 


riparian creations. 


The naiad in the distance is more emphatic than select in her exclamations too, which increases his felicity. 
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REMOVING THE OBSTACLE. 


FUN silently rose 
When the moon she was high, 
With his thumb to his nose ; 
And his manner was sly ; 
And the streak in the East was the breadth of an inch 
And he went to the salt, and abstracted a pinch. 


In slippers of list 
Creeping softly about, 
With the pinch in his fist, 
Did he let himself out ; 
With straining attention and silence he went 
And hovered round corners, and listened, intent. 


A near-drawing tread 
Of one unaware ; 
FON white and then red! 
The salt in the air! 
A dash and a flutter! A struggle! A blow! 
A tail that is whitened with something like snow ! 


Wild writhings and twists 
Which presently flag ; 
A form that resists, 
But is crammed in a bag! 
Then ominous silence, and end of the storm ; 
And Fun toddles home with the bag and the form ! 


Ne ee 




















Fun joyful and proud, 
And planting bis flag, 
And jeering aloud 
At the form in the bag. 





A boon to humanity, gallantly bought— 
For the Demon of Needless Commotion is caught ! 


Said the Jester, ‘‘ Hooray ! 
We are all of us free; 
I’ve opened the way 
For a holiday spree ! 
No further excuses for working about— 
1 ’ll dress myself gaily and fetch ’em all out!” 


bad + * ” * 


Said Arabi Bey, 
And his sovereign too, 
‘* How queer that to-day 
We have nothing to do!” 
Said Grévy, Gambetta, the Pope, and the Czar, 
‘** Why, where’s our employment? We’re aimless, we are!” 


Then Messrs. Parnell 
And Davitt, they sneered 
** Here’s a beautiful sell ! 
All our work ’s disappeared ; 
It’s gone and it’s happened—it puzzles us how— 
That nobody ’s game for obstruction and row!” 


And the rest of the trade 
(Not exclusive of us) 
Whose labour is made 
By ridiculous fuss, 
With boundless surprise at the lack of *‘ affairs,’ 
Sat yawning, with nothing to do, in their chairs, 


Then in came the Wac, 
With excusable pride, 
And showed ’em the bag 
With the Demon inside : 
Then they cuddled the Jester—each man of the set— 
And they up and they ordered a great waggonette. 








To Horse! 
THE recent Horse Show was attended by large numbers, who took 


their pleasure anything but saddle-y, and there were no ‘‘ traces” of | 


their having been ‘‘ bit.” It seems that the dark horses took the 
bays—or rather beat them. Mr. A, B. C. &c. Coutts took a prize for 
‘* Fashion” — generally the ladies carry off the palm for that. Mr. 
Frisby does not seem to have been timid at the Show, for he got a 
prize for his ‘‘ Confidence.” But there, nae mare of that. 


a —  e 


A “First” Offence. 


A Mr. Georce HOLLoway has been summoned by the Chief In- 
spector of the Metropolitan Railway Company for having travelled in a 
first-class carriage with a third-class ticket. The defendant said he had 
been a first-class traveller for twenty years, and from force of habit had got 
into the wrong carriage. This Aolicw wey of getting out of the difficulty 


had no effect on the magistrate, who fined him ten shillings and costs, | 


June 14, 1882, | 
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thus proving the truth of the now almost historic assertion, ‘' Force (of | 


habit) is no remedy. 
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THE CAROLS OF CLOUDLAND, 
XIIL—MY NOSE AND I. 


O NosE! it is thy melancholy lot 
In beauty’s cause to suffer and be strong, 
For what were beauty, nose, if thou. wert not? 
But where hast thou thy meed of poet's song? 
Eyes, lips, ears, teeth, the tresses of the fair, 
Have all found poet-witness of their power ; 
Yet hath the Muse withheld hereto thy share, 
Save once to dub thee “‘ petal of a flower.” 
Yet, nose,, how bare all beauty without thee! 
The Venus found at Milo, ’reft of arms, 
Vies with her sister of the Medici ; 
But, without noses, where then both their charms? 
Fine feathers make fine birds? ’T is fashions’s lie! 
Art can—and does, full oft—dipense with clothes : 
This test with Venus Kallipygos try— 
Put on her silk dress and take off her nose! 
Again, what sweet delights to thee we owe, — 
The dream of Eden in the wild sweetbriar, 
The vague remembrance of an age ago, 
Borne by quaint patchouli, the wild desire 
That swells the soul of him who lingers near 
The busy cook-shop at the noontide hour, 
And deems Tantalus’ punishment severe, — 
These testify, O nose! thy mighty power, 
The subtle fragrance of the briar goes 
When winter comes, and vain sad Hope’s pursuit ; 
But then thou givest me, O tender nose! 
A welcome fragrance from the drtar-root. 
And then thy dignity! To pull the beard 
Of Eastern pacha were to lead to blows, 
So is the hirsute ornament revered, 
But what would happen if one pulled his nose? 


Nobody knows! 
And yet the jester’s theme 
Thou hast been through all time, and yet shalt be ; 
For if an inch too long or short thou seem, 
Or turned up, then ’tis all up with thee; 
Or if thou art of sunset’s crimson hue, 
Thy worldly credit is for ever lost, 
While, shouldst thou deepen into daybreak’s blue, 
Vain pedantry is blamed for deeds of frost. 
Th’ endearing form of other names we use 
(As when our Rose ‘‘ our Rosie’’ oft we call), 
Applied to thee, doth all endearment lose : 
ho calls her ** Nosie” must look out for squall, 


* * * * 


But, best of all the senses, who can praise 
Thy virtues and thy attributes enough? 
Unto thy wisdom I this tribute raise, 
For thou art literally up to snuff! 









































PUTTING IT MORE DELICATELY. 


SCENE—Hiigh Street, Bath. Two Footmen meet. 


Mr, Fohn Parkins.—**'OW ARE YOU GETTIN’ HON WITH YOUR NEW 
PEOPLE, MR. CHAWLES?” 

Mr. Chawles.—‘* WRLL, THE SALARY HAIN’S WHAT IT OUGHT, AND 
THE MANY CALLS THEY MAKES IS 'ORRID; HUP AND DOWN, HOFF AN’ 
HON THAT KERREDGE ALL DAY, 


TREADMILL!” 
Ur. Fohn Parkins (horribly shochked).—‘*' Mr. CHAWLES! Mr, CHAWLES! 


—SAY A-QUALIFYIN’ THEM ’ANDSOME MEMBERS OF YOURN FUR THE 
HALPINE CLUB.” 


IT’s REGLAR PRACTISIN’ FUR THE 








CURT COMMENTS. 


ACCORDING to the Avening News, there is a panic in the Meat | 


Market, several wholesale butchers having intimated that they cannot 


continue to execute orders for beef, and that their customers must con- | 


fine themselves to mutton and lamb. This is indeed a scare, if there is 
in truth a scare-city of beef. It will be /amdé on table to have ‘‘to return 


to our muttons”’ every day. 


An omnibus conductor has been charged with blowing a horn in the | 
City, and dismissed with a caution, as it was his first offence. It seems | 
that the Act of Parliament protects the City from anything ‘‘loud” | 


within three miles of the Post Office. We wonder the authorities don’t 


object to some of the costumes. 


It having become known that the barmaid of a public house in Smith- | 
field was to be married at St. Sepulchre’s Church, the butchers who | 


frequent the house repaired with their marrow-bones and cleavers to the 
church and serenaded the damsel. They were not permitted to enter 
the edifice, but had they been it would have had appearance of a 
religious mating. 

At. Leicester, on Tuesday, a man was charged with being drunk for 
the fifty-seventh time, when it was stated that he had become so accus- 
tomed to be taken up that he instinctively finds his way to the police 
station. On this occasion he had managed with great difficulty just to 
reach the inside of the front door. ‘This case is undoubtedly a psycho- 


logical study. We know something about ‘‘the force of attraction,” | 


but what is wanted now is some explanation of ‘‘the police force of 
attraction.” 


> ¥ 
a 





| change yourself into a Russian political spy, and after having 





‘“‘A Really Cheap Trip.” 

‘ No doubt, as the Parisian Figaro suggests, ‘‘a Jew might make a 
journey round the world free of expense, taking Russia as a start-point. 
The notion is, make yourself slightly objectionable; refuse to lend 
money without security to a holy Kussian; then the Ruskies will escort 
you tothe capital of Austrian Poland with aconsiderable portion of your 
back removed bythe knout. The Jewish Relief Fund people will kindly 
forward you from there to the United States free of charge. On arriving 
in the Land o’ Freedom, you must assume the character of a Chinese, 
when, after having probably lost both your ears and a few fingers by 
the useful ‘* bowies,” you can be sent free of charge to a Chinese port 
(the Americans do not appreciate Celestials); on arriving there, you 

been 
seared with hot irons and flogged with bamboos, the Chinese will 
kindly escort what is left of you over to Russia. On finding out that 
you area real Jew, the Russians will remove any small bits of super- 
ctily Geitstets tnd pad you bask, to the enpltal of Austrian Polead.— 
This trip should not be repeated often, 





Not Iron-ical. 

Mr. Ruskin, on being asked recently why he had selected smoky 
Sheffield for his museum in preference to other towns, answered that 
“ Tronwork, as an art, is always necessary and useful to man.” This is 
certainly what the French would call a fer reply. - Besides, Mr. Ruskin 
likes Yorkshire, and thinks its natives are not so very (Y)orkward after 


| all. 






























































in ne case will they be returned unless 
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Sgusre.—‘' YES, DUCKY, JAMES SHALL GIVE YOU A RIDE IF YOU LIKE, 
Fames,—‘* NO, Sik, NEVEK! I DON’® MIND A-CARRYIN’ HUP THAT THEER CHEAP CLARET AS YOU MAKES ’2M USE; BUT 
BEMEAN MYSELF BY CARRYIN’ HUP A HUMAN BEIN’, WHY, I’LL LEAVE FUST!” 


FLUNKEYANA, 
JAMES, JUST CARRY Miss Kosig UP TO THE NURSERY.” 











“How’s that?” 
THERE was some good cricket shown the other day in the match 
between the *‘ Perambulators”’ and the *‘ Etceteras.” We have often 
seen matches on the pavement between the perambulators and pedes- 


















are “‘ bow!’d,” not to say cheeky. 





A Neglected Headucation. 


ACCORDING to a society journal, the Prince of Wales received a very | 
diverting reply from the mayoress of a Midland county town whom he | 
ofiered to escort tothe refreshment-room. *‘ Thank your Highness,” re- | 
sponded the dame, ‘* but I'm shampooing a couple of young ladies, and | 
I don’t like to leave them.”’ From the term used she evidently did not | 
care to leave ral Aaw for the Hear-Apparent, | 





SeveraL Q C.s have been lately raised to the Bench. It will soon | 
have plenty of ex-Q.C.s for its conduct. By-the-bye, the latest acquisi- | 
tion to the Bench ought to satisfy even an Irishman, for he is a Day- | 


cent lawyer. 


Over One Hundred Pictures of the most 


“FUN” 


trians, and the perambulators usually ‘* score "—the shins of the latter, 

who, when they ’re hit ‘‘ to leg,” soon get ** out ”—of temper, and often 66 FUN’S 9 ACADEMY S YW [TS 
ball out wicket language. Sometimes, though, the perambulator people e 
| Skitched by GORDON THOMSON. 


WITH VAGARIES IN VERSE AND EXTRA NOTES BY 


NOW READY, ONE SHILLING, 
Post-free, 15, 2a, 





NESTOR. 
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Humorous Kind. 
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Reckitt's 


« _ mies » 
First-class, extra strong, with Oblique, Turned-ur, and Rounded a | | ee { \ é - 
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I JUICE 
For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 
Steaks, Fish, Game, Seene. Gravies, © 
&c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
plainest and daintiest of dishes. AUGE 


Unrivalled for Pungency, Pine Flavour, Strength, and 
Cheapness. The usual 2s. size bottle for 1s. Sold by all Grocers, 























Druggists, &e. 
“THE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” | 
s) by 1. Mofhtt, at 1 3 Fleet Street, E.C 
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POOR MARTYR, 


THTarry.—*'SO THIS IS YOUR LAST DAY AS A BACHELOR, CIs, 


WELL, I SUPPOSE WE SHALL HAVE YOU TEACHING IN SUNDAY 


SCHOOL IN THE COURSE OF A MONTH. YOU WON’T MIND NODDING TO A FELLOW ON YOUR WAY THERE IF WE HAPPEN TO MEET ; 


BUT ANYHOW, OLD MAN, I WISH YOU ALL MANNER OF HAP——” 
I ASSURE YoU I’VE RECEIVED THE WARMEST SYMPATHY FROM NEARLY 


Cis (breaking in),—*‘‘OH! DO—DO—DRY UP, HARRY, 
EVERYBODY !” 


i. 











THE PHANTOM FOE OF MONTMORENCY. 


Was he happy, enna in his dazzling halls of light ? 
Or did every vital quiver with the bite of inward kite? 

Was he happy, Montmorency, as he rent-roll’d in his gold ? 
Or did some secret serpent coldly fold him in its hold? 


‘¢ Ser De Clairville Montmorency!”’ sooth! it was a noble name ; 
A very noble visage, mighty limbs, and stalwart frame. 

And his blazon proud and ancient was at Heralds’ College known ; 
He only, in his cupboard, heard his skeleton’s low moan! 


And he was a china-maniac, off golden plate he dined ; 

On sofas utter, precious satin sofas he right daintily reclin’d. 

And his pleasures came from far and near—each country—every sea ; 
It was his boast, in earliest spring, to eat the earliest pea. 


And they gave him costly presents—with the rich, rich gifts consort, 
The usual injudicious friend presented him at Court ; 

His pet horse had won the Derby, he had co-responded twice ; 

Life should have been to him, meseems, a perfect Paradise! 


Yet a sombre shadow shaded o’er that fashionable brow ; 

Lo! here to-day—anon ’t is gone, a phantom foe, I trow! 
And amid his festal splendours most uneasy lay his head, 
Like a nest of boa-constrictors writh’d he on his wealthy bed. 


Oh, what was the guilty secret his vex’d soul did lacerate ? 

Of what concealéd horrors did the hidden phantom prate? 

And why, morn and night, at home, abroad, did he Montmorency haunt? 
And brandish his dead father? Did he shake at him his aunt ? 


Throughout Europe and through Asia he had persecuted him ; 
All from the Bay of Biscay to that Tartary called Crim. 








But as yet the world had seen him not, though his atmosphere was felt ; 
And soon or late, as sure as Fate, must the crushing blow be dealt. 


| Ser De Clairville Montmorency gave a most expensive ball ; 


And there the phantom came and made his long-expected call ! 
With a clear and closely-shaven blue Mephistophelean leer, 
Ife spoke, with supercilious, sharp, sardonic, savage sneer. 


| And Ser Montmorency’s ’scutcheon was smear’d over with a blot; 
| His hair, as is the custom, turned quite white upon the spot ; 


His false clothes no longer fit him, they grow baggy then and there; 


| He shrinks within them, as his foe appals him with his glare, 


| For like frozen bolts the phantom’s words strike terror to each heart : 
| All tell their beads, perspiring drops to each haughty forehead start. 


And the awesome secret then disclos’d did all—small, tall—appal, 


| And Montmorency cower’d and groan’d at that writing on the wall. 


And the ‘‘ Upper Suckles” shiver as they draw around them fast 
Their purples and fine linens, in each eye expressive ‘ Caste ;” 
Snort well-descended nostrils, curl ‘‘ blue” lips in pride beneath ; 
In dental sage old owelldous wands thels maaan teeth ! 


And they s one rigid besom swift across the marble floor, 

And convolutedly out—out—at the out-est door. 

Would ye know the fatal, fearful facts that to Montmorency put full 
stop °— 

His father’s name it ‘‘Gibletts!” was,—His ‘‘ ma” had—kept—a—shop ! 








Don’t De-Ryde. 
A CLERGYMAN at Ryde recently preached a sermon from the top of 
the steeple. That was preaching over the heads of his congregation 
with a vengeance. It must have been very in-spire-ing. 





nee ee 






























































~~ wee KO ~ feel 





254 FUN. 


Jone 21, (882 | 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or “ Fon.” 


Sir,—Would you or anybody like a tip for the Northumberland 
Plate? It’s a week too soon, and I can’t be certain of anything yet; 
but—just as a preliminary, you know—what do you think of Faugh-a- 
Ballagh as something to start on? Don’t be rash about it, however— 
there ’s Mother Shipton there, you know, with only 7 st. 2 lb. to carry: 
so perhaps you'd better wait for next week's tip. Meantime yeu may 
like to amuse your mind in the contemplation o!— 








spoxTinG SKxerca No. 3.—PorTRait or “ Fasuion,” WiTH ATTENDANT HOME. 


This plate is suitable for framing and hanging up in the coal-cellar 
_behind the door, and as such is gratefully presented to his sorrowing 
| readers by yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
| P.S.—What a evand tip that was of mine for the Ascot Gold Cup! 
It s true the printers mixed it a little and made me give Foxhall and 

Tristan both for the Gold Cup (a manifest absurdity), instead of one for 
the Cup and the other for the Vase, as I wrote it; but I’ve made my 
pile, so it don’t matter, and I forgive them. 


DELICACY, 


Tac Impressions of the Press on what takes place on the occasion 0° any 
fai ure of British Ov anitee. 


| 
| ee —_—_-_— 





| Chorus of GUNNERS :— 


It's been and it’s gone and it’s—(whisper it low, 

For fear it will hear and be hurt and disgusted)— 
It’s been and it’s—(hush! it would be such a blow !)— 
It *s—(don’t let it hear it !)}—it'’s been and it ’s—— 


‘ + . ) c ; - ” . 7 , 
7 ' | ‘ , 0} iv , i ; 














(Aside, to the GUNNERS.) If bent upon chatter, retire to the hold— 
Your thoughtless remarks would be sure to engender, 
In guns of his calibre, sorrow untold ; 
For his ears are acute, and his feelings are tender. 





Whisperid chorus of GUNNERS, retiring to the hold :— 
It's been and it’s gone and it’s—(whisper it low, | 
For fear it will hear, and be hurt and disgusted)— | 
It’s been and it ’s—(hush ! it would be such a blow)— 





It’s 
CAPTAIN (with a light air of carel-ssness, considerately drowning their 
voices). Ah, to be sure! just a ieetle bit rusted. 


(Zhoughtfully.) The thing ’ll get wind, as it’s easy to see; 
And tongues that are itching to wag I must fetter; 
The thing must be told to the Admiraltee, 
With care in preventing z¢'s seeing the letter ! 


Chorus of GUNNERS communicating the news to SAILORS and others in 
the hold, indistinctly audible :— 


It’s been and it’s gone—(but the words mustn't reach 
Its ears for the world !)—it’s in suck a condition ! 
It’s been and it’s up and it’s gone at the breech ! 
[Zhe Gun pricks up us ears and shows signs of suspicion 
and uniastness. 
CAPTAIN (with the greatest presence of mind, and patting it reassuringly). 
And a ‘‘go” at a breech is a weapon’s ambition ! 
[ The weapon is reassured ; and the CAPTAIN goes beloz: 
fo make his report to the Admiralty. 


Chorus of the ADMIRALTY :— 
We're startled to hear—(though it mustn’t get wind)— 
To strongest expressions of sorrow we’re goaded 
By the news that a weapon to which we had pinn’d 
Our faith—(sotto voce)—and trust, has 
First LorD of the ADMIRALTY ( just in time). —Been loaded. 
Been loaded, of course (which a gun must endure— 
Analogous thing to humanity’s feedings) 
(Aside.) Be cautious, I beg you: the weapon is sure 
To read the report of the present proceedings. 
All gabble about this unpleasant affair 
Must be, I assure you, entirely suspended ; 
A public exposure the gun couldn’t bear ; 
Moreover, the makers would be so otiended ! 
Just think how severely a rash revelation 
Would touch the gun’s honour and proud reputation ! 





Af rash (JORRIST in **7he louse” T wish to inquire—in respect of a gun— 
THE GUVERNMENT (wh spering together in dismay). An awkward 
dilemma by this is foreboded ! 

THF Querist, As [ve heard a report, though it may be in fun, 

That a weapon 
Mr. CAM! KELL-BANNERMAN (hastily cutting in). 

Was found to be slightly corroded ? 
Ah !—yes—and exactly—of course—to be sure! 
A mere little matter that greasing will cure. 





|dnother subject is hurrid into discussion, and the felines of the piece 
tf ordnance are spared, 





Wonderful Intelligence. 


THEY have some miraculously clever people at Arras, Pas de Calais. | 
The other day a balloon was seen sailing over the town, which balloon | 
presently descended, and after ploughing up the land for a mile or two, 
came at last toa dead stop Tne a#ronaut was rescued by an amiable | 
butcher who had pursued him from the town, and conveyed him and | 
his machine back to Arras, where, marvellous to relate, in the touching | 
words of the voyager, ‘*fée car was tistant/y recognized as that which | 
had floated over the town a short while b-fore.” Ctel! Is it possible? 
To think that out of the multitude of balloons, some thousands we are | 
told, but say hundreds, passing daily over the neighbourhood, the good | 
folks of Arras should be gifted with such extraordinary perspicacity as to | 
be able to recognize any particular balloon, or balloon-car, a short while 
after. Why, good gracious! if they were here in London they might 
actually identity a tram-car or a hansom cab that had once passed them | 
in the street. They might even ‘‘spot ’ the milkman, and the dustman, | 
the butcher boy, and the potboy, as the very same identical men and | 
boys that came around alout the same time yesterday. What active and | 
intelligent detectives these good Arras folks would make! And this 
sublime, this almost superhuman sagacity, to be wasted in recognizing 


balloons! Only think of it! 
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NEW LEAVES, 


‘‘Evectric Lighting ” translated from the French of Le 
Comte Th. Du Moncel by Robert Routledge, B.Sc. (Lond.), 
F.C.S. (Routledge and Sons).—All who wish to be enlight- 
ened—as all should—on the subject of ‘‘ Electric Lighting,” 
should procure a copy of this book, which clearly describes 
all about it, and ‘‘ wire in.” 

‘*Gaol Birds at Large,” by James Greenwood, the Amateur 
Casual (E. Longley).—A series of articles reprinted from a 
—, paper, written by one who is fly to the subject, and | 
would have others fly to the rescue of those who have been, | 
and might, but for feeling hearts and helping hands, continue | 
to be. Gaol Birds. 

The Century and St. Nicholas are, as usual, full of beauty 
and interest. //.zsehold Words—full of variety. Zhe Theatre, 
besides its ordinary attractive matter, has a photo and short 
memoir of the ever-popular Madame Adelina Patti. 7ie 
Squire is a number to satisfy and please its patrons. Ze | 
Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper (has a most 
remarkable coloured frontispiece of British birds), Girl's 
Own Paper, and Friendly Greetings are all evenly good. 








Refused. 
**CoME forth among the clover, 
The rain, the rain is over, 

And the flowers are cool and sweet ; 
Come forth among the grasses, 

Where ev’ry cloud that passes 

Throws a shadow at your feet ; 
Where buttercups are golden, 

And bright dew-drops are folden 

In each kingcup’s glowing heart. 
There ’s something I would fain know 
Beneath the shining rainbow, 

And I’ve something to impart.” 
She said, ‘‘Oh, pray excuse me, 
Your fancies much amuse me, 

But the grass is very wet ; 

And then the breeze that ’s blowing 
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Disturbs the graceful flowing 
Of my well-draped crinolette!” 


When the Early-Burly ’s done! 
WHEN a Countess wishes to ‘‘ Ausband” her resources, she | 
invites her friends to a small and ‘*early”’: 


| Young Shoddy—‘‘ THESE PORTRAIT CHAPS CAN ‘IT OFF A LIKENESS 
FIRST-CLASS, BUT SOME'OW THE EASE AND EXPRESSION OF A GENTLE- 


tae 4 MAN SEEMS BEYOND ’EM!”’ 


EXPRESSIVE. 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES TO THE DOGS AND HORSES. 


LAST week, Sir, the proprietors of the Alexandra Palace, instead of 
| going to the dogs, had very wisely invited the dogs to come to them, 
| the result being that 1,240 accepted their invitation, much to the secret joy 
' of a local wag resident in the village of Crouch End, who was, in conse- 
quence, able to work off an original quip of his, to the eftect that Muzzle- 

well Hill was the very best place in all London for a Dog Show. 

I went to these dogs® several days in my fearless old fashion, for, as 

I told one of the judges, it will never do to allow a ‘‘ Ma’stiff,” or a 
‘¢ Pa’squarrel ” either, to stand in my way. And once there I made my 
presence felt, too, by christening a pretty little asthetic-looking spaniel 
an ‘*Ellen-Terry-er,” and asking the secretary why he did not make 
the judges go through with their selections on a ‘* Choose-day.”’ 

But the dogs have really had their days, and I had better come on to 

the ‘‘gee-gees,” who are the stable attraction of the present time. I was 
| much amused on entering the Show on Friday to be asked by an ofhcial, 
'in a confidential tone, ‘* whether I had entered a horse?” 

| Entered a horse?” I exclaimed. ‘* Never! But I once walked into 
'a mule with a mop-stem, if you think that would do as well.” 

| But the official didn’t think it would, and so I passed gaily on to the 
| sheep-dog trials, to witness which, I think, is one of the best ways to 
| ‘*make colley-day ” that is opened to the confirmed cockney. 

One very clever dog of the colley breed was pointed out to me, which, 

according to his owner, had but one fault, a weakness for butter, which 
| he would steal in the most ingenious way. Seeing that the owner was 
a simple-looking Gael, I bethought me at first that I would try on him the 
crusted old quip suggested by his anecdote, and say to him, ‘‘ Ah, then, 
my good man, of course you call your colley ‘Grub’?” the reason 
being, of course, that he made the ‘‘ butter-fly.” 

But, Sir, I paused in the perpetration of this ancient facetia, and 
pictured to myself your emotion at meeting again unexpectedly a joke 


ds me of a friend of mine who, having had a young 
ssayed to keep it with a ** poet s license,’ 
assent to such a course with his fine dog. 


* Talking of dogs, Sir, remir 
co'ley given him by Mr. Alfrec ‘Jennyson,e¢ 
} ties far 100 prosaic to a: 
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you thought for ever buried, and I repented me of my purpose, Who, 


then, shall say that true nobility of soul does not still exist ? 
After this I certainly did expect that fate would be kind to me, and | 
I quite reckoned on finding a colley with ‘* black-beetling ” brows suffi. 
ciently developed to enable me to say to the Duke of Sutherland, who 
is a classical scholar, ‘‘ Surely, your Grace, this creature should be put 
in the ‘Colley-optera’ class?’’ But no, I had never a chance of this, 
and then, by way of a last straw, no one heard me call the ring where 
the sheep-dogs were exercised a *‘ Colleyseum.” 
But I shall never get to the Horses at this rate. As a matter of fact, 
though, I did, and one of my first remarks on seeing the beautiful 
Creatures was, ** Why, where are the foot guards for the horses?’ 
**What do you mean?” exclaimed Messrs. Jones and Barber, who | 
; 





eee 


were jointly adjacent. 

‘*Mean?” returned I, “‘ why, what I say. 
horse could even come here without its (s)entry!’’ 

Just then the hunters paraded, and the owner of one useful-looking 
animal said to me proudly, ‘* There, sir, that horse is up to any weight !’ 

And I could not help rejoining, ‘‘ It’s scarcely up to a wait at table, | 
is it?” 

The chestnut horse that took first honours in the Show was such a 
taking-looking creature that I took occasion to warn several owners of 
roans and sorrels whom I noticed in the ring, ‘* Aren’t you afraid of the 
winner going off with your quadrupeds?’’ I asked, and when they ex- 
pressed incredulous surprise at my suggestion, I replied knowingly, 
** Well, I can only tell you that the prize chestnut has borne off the 

_ bays as it is ; so why it shouldn't carry off the roans too, I fail to see.” 

Shortly after this effort I retired for refreshment, and having come 

' back, proceeded in the full after-glow of a liberal cold collation to chal- 
lenge the ring to tell me why No. 143a (Semiramide) was never likely 
to develop into a ‘‘ perfect cure” of a mare? 

When they gave it up, I hailed a jaunting-car, got up, and shouting 
out that the mare would never be likely to become a *‘ perfect cure” be- 
cause she was only a ‘‘ semieremedy,’' I urged my driver at a rattling 
pace from the spot, nor res‘ed tii] | was well out of the grounds, 


I understood that no 
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INTERNATIONAL ARRANGEMENTS. 
(Rendered essential by our present system of Musketry Instruction in the Army.) 


It s rumoured that a Conference of European Powers is to be held for the purpose of making International arrangements for the regulation of battles calculated to 
give Great Britain a fair chance in case of war. 
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The Britusa sviuier veisg unabic to shun cacept at a fixed mark and a kuown distance, it shall be incumbent upon the enemy, before commencing a battle, to 
advance and fasten a measuring tape to the British rifle ; the enemy shall then retire out of range, holding the other end of the tape, and (being laden with a series 
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FIND 





, 


4 


WY 4 
mm) 25 





y 


| Erith 
Ws: ‘ 
aa } 


| 
ii 


“4'/" 


, tf 
47 
tts ~ 
tA / 4 “i 7 
, 44444 “4 c SOS 
“Lt, ‘ . AG 
7 4 tA fh, 7 
‘th 44 
“ cd 7 , 4 < /, y 
‘ < Lh 
" 3 se 
Ay eres fp tt a= 
/ , o ‘ ) 
. Ofer t /, “ 
“Sg wiry W 
erad "6 Ae, “4 Pry | = 
, . 4 - - 
7 7 4 e 2 
, 7 , 
S04 4 { i 








UNDER WHICH THIMBLE SHALL WE 
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EGYPTIAN QUESTION. 





THE 


Dervish Pasha.—" NOW, MY NOBLE SPORT 
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EGYPTIAN CRISIS. 


(See Cartoon.) 


THE 





WaHici I wish to retnark, 
And my language is plain. 
That for ways that are dark 
And for tricks not in vain 
The Mohammedan Porte ts peculiar ; 
And that fact I am free to maintain. 


Which they had a small game 
And the Porte took a hand— 
Thimbleriyging, the same 
He did well understand ; 
But he took up his place at the table 


With a smile that was childlike and bland. 


Now, England and France 
Somehow fancied they had 
An exceeding good chance 
Ot defeating that lad ; 
sut he played with such cunning adroitness 
That they both felt uncommonly bad. 


They were kept in the dark 
As again and again 
He repeated his lark, 
And the moral is plain— 
That Mohammedan Porte is no chicken, 


.nd a sharp look-out one should maintain 
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DITTIHS OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
No. 1r8.—Wirn «ws AiR oF Surprise. 
AIR—‘' Now, wiat do you think my Uncle says?” 
§¥, what do you think of those R.A.s 
A-dining in grand Guildhall! 
And what do you think that rumour 
says 
Of Lowell and his recall ! 
And what do you think of district E, 
Where doctors who’re ‘‘black 
obtain! 
And what do you think of that M.P. 
Who carries the sword-stick cane! 
What! haven’t you heard—why, bless 
my soul!-—-about those merry 
R.A.s! 
And haven’t you heard—I do declare ! 
—about those ‘‘doctor” dis- 
plays ! 
haven’t you heard—well, only 
bi Ca think !—‘‘the House” is fright- 
Vos ened to fits! 
And haven’t you heard—good gracious 
me!—of ‘*Fun’s Academy 
Skits!” 


| 
| 
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But what do you think of those Zulus 
A-growing disturbed again ! 
And what do you think of the Resident who’s 
A-making them so complain! 
And what do you think of Miss M. North, 
Who's travelled about, and *‘ drew” 
Rare ‘‘ plants and their homes,” and setting them forth, 
Has given them all to Kew! 
| What! haven’t you seen—well, look at that!—the news from Africa’s 
| shore ! 
| And haven’t you seen—upon my word !—the name that Resident bore ! 
And haven’t you seen—well, now, by Jove !—(at Kew) those delicate 
‘bits’! 
And haven’t you seen—good gracious me!—old ‘'Fun’s Academy 
Skits !” 
And haven’t you heard of all those dead 
That lay in the Thames’s fold ! 
And didn’t you look behind in dread } 
And didn’t your blood run cold! 
And haven’t you heard of the ** Church Rate” fake ! 
(St. Barnabas, Kensing-ton) 
The churchwardens seem to be wide-awake, 
And many, no doubt, were done. 


And what do you think—well, now, by Jove !—of how those bodies 


got there! ; 
And what do you think—upon my word !—of just a bit of a scare! 


And what do you think—well, look at that '—of those St. Barnabas 


wits! 


And what do you think—good gracious me !—of ‘‘FuN’s Academy 


Skits !” 

It’s pleasant to know ‘‘ the Cosens case ’ 
Is probably quite unique— 

That captains who crowd their boats they trace 
And summon before ‘‘ the beak ;” 

It’s pleasant to know two days (at most) 
Will hold the Birmingham /e/e ; 

It ’s pleasant to know for the ** parcels post ” 
They still negotiate 


, 





| What! aren’t you thrilled —well, only think !—with “ gals’”’ and soldiers 


who steal ! 
| And 
** heel!” 


| And aren’t you thnlled—why, bless my soul !—that Bright to Birming- 


ham fiits! 


Of course you are thrilled—good gracious me !—with ‘* Fon’s Academy 


Skits!” 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 








| Prospects of the success of the new National Association for the Suppression 


of the Weed among the Immature, 

I1.—WARNINGS A FAILURE. 
TAMES (acrd ten). Here’s bosh! 
press our smokes 





” 


aren't you thrilled—I do declare !—with boats that ‘‘ settle” and 


Lot of old coves have had a meeting 
Never did hear such twaddle as they talked. 





The boss said he'd always bin dyspeptic when he used tosmoke, Yah! 
I hate smokin’—tried the gov’s pipe once, and it turned me up like 
mad; but I’ve a good mind 
JOHN (aged eleven), So've I. Don’t want anybody to smoke but 
themselves, just out o’ cockiness, becos’ they ’re older than we are! It 
makes oe sick too; but let’s get a penn’orth of cigarettes just to show 
em—only 
James. Only—it's such an awful feeling when you're sick, ain't it? 

[ Zhey hesitate, 








2.—PERSUASION A FIASCO, 

JAMES. Such a lark! Old cove from the Society called at our place 
and tried to persuade me not to smoke. Didn’t let on that I don’t 
smoke, just to draw him. Told me all about bad little Tommy who 
smoked and got ’ung, and good little Harry who didn’t and got made a 
bishop, or had a medal from the Humane Society and ten shillings out 
o’ the poor-box, and all kinds. 

JOHN, Yer! Jest you smoke and get apprenticed to a bishop, jest to 
show ‘em they don’t know anything about it. Come on, let's get two 
penuy smokes; never mind the feelings [ They hesitate. 


3.-— EXAMPLE A FRosT. 

James, That old cove that called has given up smoking intirely, and 
taken the house next door to ours to show me how much better he is. 
Been showing me all his old doctors’ bills about his corns and lumbago, 
and dislocating his ankle, all brought on by smoking. Looks over the 
wail every day, and says, ** Don’t I look rosy?” ‘* Yes,’’ I says; ‘‘jest 
been rubbing yerself with a towel, ’cos I saw yer!” 

JOHN. There's an old silly for yer! Let’s go in and get two clay 








pipes, and some bird’s-eye, and a box of lights, jest to show 'em—— 
James. Allright; oh, but I say—it don't go off for such a time—— 
[ 7hey hesitate. 
4.--TORTURE A Deap Letrer, 
Joun, I say, here's tyranny! That Suppression Society have been 
and got an Act of Parliament to put all boys found smoking on the 


rack, and cut their ears off! 
James. Wot! Well, we won't stand that! Let’s go and get the 
we cin buy, and a lot of cavendish, and sit and putf away 
Never mind being sick ! 
| 7hey do mot hesitate, and are lost. 


biggest pipe J 
on the lions in Trafalgar Square. 


5. SUCCESS! 

JAMEs. Here’s a caution! Those old coves have issued a circular 
telling you all about the good that smoking does—how it assists medi- 
tation, and southes the mind, and tempers your temper, and how nice 
and dignified the Red Indians and the Turks look sitting and smoking, 
and about the pipe of peace, and peace is what we ought to aim at, and 
how it would throw thousands out of employment if everybody dropped 
smokiog, and how many of the greatest men have been smokers. It 
says it’s the duty of every boy to smoke as much as possible, Alli those 
old coves in the Society have set up big pipes, and they're an view to 
all juveniles between ten pm. and two the next morning, every evening, 
sitting in a row, like the Chamber of Horrors, smoking away like fun, 


Let's go and shoot peas at ‘em. 

Juun. Kight you are. But, I say! 7 ain’t going to be teach-yer- 
granmother-twaddled about all that duty stuff. Idon’t believe smoking’s 
such a good thing as they make out. J ain't going to be blarneyed into 
making myself sick just for them | 

See any green? Let’s smash these pipes and 


James. More am I, 
put the a drinking-fountain, [Programme carried out. 


cavendish in 
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FLOATS AND FLIES. 


OR some time past 
Miss Florence 
Terry has not been 
very prominently 
before the public, 
but the announce- 
ment that her ap- 
wearance at the 
Savoy this day 
(Wednesday) is 
her last upon the 
stage will be re- 
gretted by many 
a playgoer as a 
premature cutling 
short of a career 
already not only 
full of promise, 
but marked by 
some very fair 
achievement. 
The gentleman in 
the initial is per- 
fectlyinconsolable 
about it; but I 

don’t care for Ais feclings, it is my own 1’'m thithing about. 





Chit! rois 18 Teery-nitt 


Mr. Abbey, the American manager, who will take charge of Mr. 
Irving and Miss Terry when they pay their six months’ visit to the land 
of freedom next year—and * how Abbey should he be with either !""— 
will have in his hands the management of the Lyceum here. [le pro- 
poses to introduce to English audiences (by proxy, of course) several 
American performers, amorg others the celebrated actress, Miss Clara 
Morris, who will 
thus make her first 
Abbeyrance in 
England, This 
ought to be a treat, 
for no one in Ame- 
rica has, they ce- 
Clara, a Morris- 
tablished fame. 


The Operatic 
lierrs have not left 
us yet—we are to 
have them fornearly 
another fortnight at 
Drury Lane -— ancl 
then !—and_ then! Ovex yt 
—the Kistori-tive!! 





Those German airs! Those German airs ! 
(Oh, say not they are bosh), 
They are remarkable atairs— 
They're like the weekly wash ! 
They rub you hard and souse you too, 
They stir you round about, 
They make you look extremely blue, 
And then they wring you out. 
Those German airs ' 
Or ‘weekly 
wash,” say I), 


Those German airs ! 


They shake you 
hard and = un- 
awares, 


They hang you 
out to dry; 


' They flap you in 
the wind, they 
do, 

They mangle you 
at that, 
So can you be sur- 
prised if you 
Come out a little 





Tne Avectrut.—Txuw Dovsre Rose, or THe Rev 


Tien UNDERSTUDY. 
flat ? 
However, they sing very well, do those Herrs, very well indee!; so do 
a trifle fond of Frows in theu Herrs, 


the Fraus—their musicians a! 


ay 


| 
| 





On Tuesday week (the 4th prox.) Miss Ellen Terry and Mr. Henry 
Irving will *‘ assist” at a matiné- for 
the benefit of the Royal Hospital for 
Children and Women, in the Waterloo 
Road, Lambeth. The entertainment 
will be held at Willis’s Rooms, and 
surely those whose hearts go out to 
the helpless and weak Willis-ten to 
their promptings on such an occa- 
sion, 


Not to be uncomplimentary, there 
was much Much Ado about Nothing at 
St. George’s Hall on the evening of the 
roth, when that piece was ‘‘ put cn”’ 
by ‘‘the Strolling Players.” The 
piece seems to have been very respect- 
ably rendered—nobody mouthed, al- 
though there was Miss Helen Maude. 
This lady—(who, I hear, is about to 
adopt ‘‘the profession,” of which her 
father is so distinguished a member)— 





I know to be an excellent actress, and \\ 
I can quite believe that her Deatrice Tur P ; —— 

° : . HE LHARMONIC pi OR i 
was distinguished by a thoughtfulness linia a. P ‘. 


and finesse above the average. Mr. | 
dmund Routledge, I am told, made a capital Benedick; and ‘‘z 


charitable object” made £100. 


Mr. Boulding’s new play, 7e Double Rose, has, of course, not been 
produced up to the time of writing (ten days ago, when you see this in 
print), and so I’m not altogether confident that I have caught the right | 
idea in the accompanying sketch; my intentions, however, are admir- 
able, and, I trus‘, will not be misunderstood. 

Much the same remark as the above will apply to my last sketch ; it | 
represents my notion of J/ajor Bages at the Philharmonic—a piece | 
which I have not yet seen, so that my imaginings concerning it havea 
freshness, as it were, as novel as it is invigorating. NESTOR, | 








Gold! Gold! Gold! 

Don’ go and collect millions of gold coins and store them up. The 
Master of the Mint (who is anything but green) says that 50 per cent. of 
the gold in circulation is light, and this *‘Can’t go on for ever, and it 
couldn’t if we would,” to quote the bard, and he delicately insinuates 
that gold may shortly have to be ‘*called in,’’ in which case many 
people will call out, if, as in the years 1842, ’43,’44, mulcts are made of 
2’., 3¢., or 4¢@, on each gold coin sent in by private individuals to the 
various banks, Such charges should surely he public ones. We are 
still in our verdant youth, but we do not spurn the most ductile metal, 
as the immortal Hood suggests young things do: we always want to get 
twenty shillings for a sovereign, if possible. 








The Cowardly Assassins. 

I-XCELLENT busts of Lord Frederick Cavendish and Mr. Burke are now 
on exhibition at Madame Tussaud’s. What a pity figures of their murderers 
are not on exhibition also! If ever such a desirable addition is made to 
the waxworks, the Irish scoundrels should have a small room to them- 
selves, in common fairness to the comparatively respectable murderers 
now gracing the **’Orrors.’’ Mild inoffensive parties like Lefroy and 
Palmer would blush, could their opinion be asked, to have the waxen 
efigics of these bloodthirsty ruffians placed near their own, 


Weather or no. 

FROM Edinburgh it was telegraphed on the 12th inst., ‘* The tops of 
the Grampian ranges are white with snow, nearly an inch fell yesterday. 
In the Deeside district during the past few days the weather has been 
bitterly cold, and snow has fallen to a considerable depth.” What a re- 
markable coincidence! In London every one has been exclaiming that 
“it is Deeside-dly too cold for June.” 


A-palling! 
THE new Koman Catholic Bishop of Southwark is Dr. Coeffin, who, 
by all accounts, is already ‘‘ buried ” in that see. 


THE Military Tournament seems to have been much admired. But 
for the benefit of those who could not go, it should be stated that those 
who took part in the sword contests were not sordid, and that the 
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PARLIAMENTARY MEMS. 


From the extremely snail-like progress which the patient 
Commons have made with the Prevention of Crime Bul in 
Committee, it seems not at all improbable that the Irish will 
have used up all the crime they have about them before that 





ES WAS ne ip «87 


; repressive Measure COnes into force, Ii this should so happen, 
we beg leave to doubt whether the whole Land League Party 
: would weep more than a bucketful of tears between the lot of 





: them. 
i In consequence of the baronetcy and knighthonds that | 
were iately con'erred on the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs of | 
London, as memorials of the Quren’s opening of Epping 
Forest. Mr. Latouchere a-ked the Home Secretary to wnem 
he (Mr. L.) could apply fora baronetcy or some other reward =| 
Sir W. Harcourt thought he knew ot no responsible person 
who would entertain any such application on the part of the 
| honourable Member— but he never said so. 
| «After a short but sharp debate in the Upper House upon 
|the Bill for Legalizing Marriage with ones Deceased Wiie's 
| Sister (in which Bill, by the way, our Royal Princes take a 
mysteriously strong interest), the advocates of that change in 
| the law found they had been defeated by four, as weil as 
| be- fore ; but since the majority against them had been larger | 
on the previous occasion, that vast number of men who are 
| presumably awaiting with eagerness the possession of the Mit ‘i i ia ih HY 
j}1ight to marry their deceased wives’ sisters may. take heart, | vith | Bi Int eI 
and confidently expect to be able to celebrate their second Hi HiT ii a 
wed tings before the end of the century. ee Gi bil ATT 
Mr. Gladstone assured Baron de Worms that to destroy the | ['}! Hi ula t 
Suez Canal would be extremely difficult, not to say impos- | iW mi Hi i Hit 
‘sible. Consequently, if the worthy Baron wants to go and | Hil \ 
play upon its banks, or sail his litde boats in its waters, any | wt bi HH 
|danger tu his person or property will be extremely proble- | a My 
| matical, not to say unlikely. | t nl i 
| Mr, Chamberlain says that the permitted manufacture of | _ fiji) Hy Hi Ba ah ' (| 
| lard or oleomargarine cheese will enable dairy companies to HH Hh AR AR i 
| work up them refuse skim-milk into a wholesome article of 
|food. Londoners may be pardoned fur wondering whether 
their home-n ade cheeses will henceforth turn out sky-blue. 
The Eyyptian (Question—or, rather, the Egyptian Questions 
—miust be very trying to Lord Granviile and Sir Charles 
Dilke, who are perpetually under examination ; sof. r, howe 


ety 



























ever, they have borne the strain extremely well, and tree A STUDY 
quently displayed striking ability by flooring their examiners. . . 

Mee. “ | NO! HE 13 NOT UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF ROSY WINE, BUT SORE 

; Distketss. His TAILOR HAD MEASURED HIM THAT MOKNING FOR iKV 

A Musical Note, of course. _ COMBINATION Gakuint. THe ROGUK WtisPERED (WITH : as 

Ir does not toliow because a man is continually blowing TWINKLE IN HIS Eyt), ‘‘YOU HAVK A FINK CHEST, SIR; BUT IT HAS 

SLIPPED A LITTLE DoWN!” [/¢ was Ais last order, 


his own trumpet, that his opinions are sound. 











For, oh, my rival Oliver, most sages would select 











Sambo to Oliver. | 
(A negro pauper lunatic has died at Virginia, whose brain is the heaviest on record, | ae than a Protector’s brain, the brain that men protect ; 
save that of Oliver Cromwell.) ould say that quiet is the one delight that life has left, 
| Prefer the smarting to the smart, the daft unto the deft, 
| MASSA,—Dbut wherefore massa you? I rather guess, ole ’oss, : 
| Setween us two at this here date there’s neither boy nor boss; | For see where monster brains will end—Bicétre or Capitol ; 
| I rather calkerlate that fate, as toys with king and clown, Poor Poll is vastly happier, believe me, than poor Noll ; 
| Has played it equally with both disgustingly low down ; | See how they brought poor you and me, those Bro dingnagi an brains, 
| To linger loathsome lives out-chained, or, dead, to hany in chains, 
| Has crammed our craniums with pounds, when ounces were enough, meee Sue , he half ji 
| Of that unnecessary and embarras ssing brain- stuff, And t - 1D some ittle triumphs half illumined our drear fates— 
Tnat makes us not alone proclaim that we are men and brothers, pee igh — q at and B lived upon the rates ;— 
| But makes a nigger Jose his head, a white man cut off other's, , _— weg d neither veg tor brains pipes 1 or sina'l, 
| Sut rather join the hosts who thrive upon no brains at all, 
That stuff, my poor chum Oliver, how dreadfully it weighed san om 
| On me. the sim ple cad, and you, the sublimated Cade ; BI : 
(it boiled beneath our close-cropped heads, hot as though currycombed ; ooming. 
| It told upon our tongues as well—I Grivelicd, and you foamed, WANTED very urgently, funds to take 250 poor little pale-faced 
children of our Lond on courts and alleys (attending the Hattield Street 


It drove us wrong by devious routes under unsteady guides — Rayyve! Schools Goiden Lane, E.C ) for ** A Day ia the Coun'ry.” 


Me straightway to Strait Waistcoats, and you, sharp. lo lroasides ; ; Contiibuions wil be most gratefully acknowledged by the Hon. 
Secretary, Mr. G. A, Robotiom, 43 Alfred Street, Colebrooke Row, 











| It lei you bravely to ordain, ** Away that bauble sweep |! 
lt made me think that baubles were the only thing; to kcep. London, N- So send your mite to help briog a bioow on the faces of 
t those pale little mites, 
| [t gave quite equal victories, that brain, to you and me; 
l reached my Naseby when I jearnt just half the AB C; What (Sweet)stuff and Nonsense! 
And probably you ‘il now allow, without the faintest fiown, | 
Tue Lambeth Guardians have been discussing over the purchase of 


That you were somewhat cracked before you begged that broken crown. 
two penoyworth of sweetstuff by a policeman, who had captured some 
The urchins hooted at my heels wherever I was seen ; | runaway boys from Norwood School. Those guardians are nice (sugar) 
I fancy that your poor attempt at purple proved you green ; candy-dates for popular favour. Why are they not more ju-ju-bilaot, 
| And if you come to counting up the ills big brains betall, | instead of showing such dis-comfit-ure? But there, there are good and 
| Perhaps the whitewashed workhouse was as easy as W hitehall. | bad of ** all-sorts,” 
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Piscator (who has firmly hooked a fine root).—*' Now, Boy! 
Biy.—** AH! HE'LL BE A PRIZE, SIR. 
STUFFED AND PUT IN THE ‘Rep LION’ AS A CUROSITY.” 


S‘ee® 


¥. = ne 1 © t- 
Love 
Raf OV FL 


SW 5 ie EF 
; MAA OO ALPE, 
A FISHY STREAM. 


GENTLY DOES IT! 
THERE’S HONY LIN ONE FISH CAUGHT IN THIS ’ERE STREAM FUR FOIVE YEAR, AND HE’S 
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WE'LL HAVE HIM OUT IF I STAY HERE A WEEK.”’ 


[ Piscator does not remain a week, 








A Pig-ture. 


A PIG-KREPER in the country has just been fined for neglecting to 
report an outbreak of swine fever on his premises. Perhaps this will 
teach him to keep his pigs (s)tye-dy. His neglect to comply with the 
sanitary laws is a por-cine of thoughtfulness. 


_— + 





Sayce-t thou so? 

PROFESSOR SAYCE recently delivered a lecture on ‘‘ Hittite Inscrip- 
tions.” We believe the learned professor possesses valuable information 
regarding these matters, and with his customary kindness he preferred 
imparting it to holding Hit-tite. And it is but fair to Sayce so, 


This comes Hopping! 

Ir was recently feared that the hop crop would be far from good this 
year; the bine, for instance, was bine no means promising. But a slight 
change in the weather has given them an (h)opportunity of being more 
hop-ful of success. 


Micur not the cold winds of the present month be called June- 
nippers? 





NOW READY, ONE SHILLING. 
Post-free, is. 244, 
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| The Vegetable Boot. 


Dr. Anna Kingsford, the vegetarian, has succeeded in “eliminating 
| from her clothing all animal products,” her last conquest being vegetable 
! boets made in Regent Street. 

Poor poets of the common school 

Make it their idiotic rule 

To hymn the wretched rose, and pule 
With lilies and a lute; 

I see a nicer modern Muse 

Who’s shed mankind’s coarse carnal shoes, 

And wears to match her—well, say blues, 
The Vegetable Boot. 


And by my admiration borne 

Above such sorry jests, I scorn 

To mention the material corn 

As good for corns that shoot ; 

I will not hint potatoes ought 

| To prove the stuff her kindness sought 
| In having innocently wrought 

| The Vegetable Boet. 





Ifo! perish he who deals a blow 

At blues when such boots—and greens—sow, 

Who such heels plant and such soles grow, 
Have faith—we’ll not uproot ; 

With parings build the happy pair, 

Lace them with hemp or maidenhair, 

We'll bless the novel nymphs who wear 
The Vegetable Boot. 


For hard and heavy bestial hide 

Seemed always grossly misap} lied 

When round a lady’s instep tied— 
Her giv?’ suggested goutt. 

Morocco less than Indian corn 

Should her dear tootsicums adorn, 

And pull on with a chouficur horn 
The Vegetable bvot. 


| Ah, fitly clothed the lovely limb 
In grass and gourd new sutors trim, 
We want, to keep the dear foot slim 

And soft, ferns, flowers, and fruit ; 
Ard when dear Beauty’s brought to book 
(Cheque-book) her poet or her dook, 
The ruined wretch has left to cook 


A Vegetable Boot. 
HIN 





A GENERAL EAVES-DROPPER,.—The rain. 





IT COULDN’T HAVE BEEN PUT MORE TENDERLY. 
Vicar.—‘* DRINKING AGAIN, MUGGINS? THAT WRETCHED, HORRID 


3EER |” 
friend (inlerposing).—*' BEGGIN’ HOF YOUR PARDING, SIR! I KIN SPEAK 


TERMS OF HAFFECSHUNATE COMMENDASHUN OF YER GIFTS AS A 
PREACHER, ’AVIN’’AD A BIT OF HEDDICATION MYSELF; BUT AS A JUDGE 
Oo’ ALE, YeW AIR HOUT OF IT,” 














INNOCENCE TRIUMPHANT. 


THERE was too much wickedness, too much deed-seated cunning, an 
over-supply of worldliness in this great city of ours. Innocence was 
dying out—being done to death by Trade, and Commerce, and Com. 
petition, and Facility of Intercommunication caused by Improved Loco- 
motion. The heartrending fact was not recognized by ordinary minds, 
but it was recognized to the fulness of its painful significance by the 
Magistrate. And the Magistrate said unto himself, ‘‘I will assist to 
put Innocence on its feet again, and save it from extermination !”’ 

Innocence, dying out as it was, was not far toseek. It was observ. 
| able in swarms wherever there was a plate-glass window, or a defence- 
| less person, or a horse, or a bicycle, or a railway—particularly a railway. 

For a plate-glass window was good to smash, being expensive; and 
a defenceless person was good to fling flint stones at, and blind; and a 
horse was good to frighten (or, if Innocence had the luck to bea trades- 
| man’s boy, to lash, and larcerate the mouth of) ; and a bicycle was good 
to fling the cap in, with the design of maiming the rider; but, oh! a 
railway was the best of all, for trains could be wrecked, and engine- 
drivers killed, and many other delightful ends attained. 

Innocence began with the plate-glass window, and was taken before 
the Magistrate ; and the wise Magistrate admitted the inconvenience to 
Trade of having its plate-glass windows smashed frequently, and dis- 
missed good little Innocence with a pat on the head, because he badn’t 
intended to do any harm. So Innocence, thus encouraged, went off 
and found a place where there were all the flint stones in the world, and 
in a week there was not a plate-glass window in London. Innocence 
had triumphed over cunning and worldly-minded Trade—one of those 
tyrants that had combined to stamp out its poor little life. 

So Innocence went on upon defenceless age; for age is ever the com- 
cence flung stones and 
before the Magi- 








panion of worldly-wisdom and craft. And Inn 
oust + the e, f , and was ree tT re br nsictht tit 





strate, who acted as before. Therefore Innocence triumphed over 


another of its scheming foes! 

Encouraged by this progress, Innocence set to work upon the horses 
and bicycles; and by the time some few thousand persons and animals 
had been maimed, Innocence’s third foe began to recognize the fact that 
worldliness is not to have it all its own way when Wisdom, combined 


with Power, is en the side of Innocence. 
But the worst part of Innocence’s third foe, Improved Transit, was 


yet to be attacked ; for which purpose Innocence proceeded to— 


‘‘ Throw a stone down a shaft of the Metropolitan Railway, to the common danger 
Osborne, a travelling inspector, in answer from a question from 5ir 
» effect of the stone, had it fallen on the head of an engine-driver, 


of the publi . 
would hz Not long since one of their drivers was injured af this spot, 


nas, said the 


have been death 





and the result was an accident at the Mansion House Station.—Sir lhomas said he 


could not bring his mind to think the boy intended to do any one any in.ury; and, | 


as his father had promised to flog him, he should hand him over to the care of his 
parents. 

So Innocence—not, perhaps, this same atom of Innocence—went off 
and collected bigger stones—(not intending to do any one any injury)— 
and flung them down all the railway shafts they could find: and after 
some few thousands of travellers by rail had been slaughtered, Inno- 
cence’s greatest enemy of all, Improved Transit, died an unnatural 
death, and Innocence had conquered and (there being no easy chance of 
slaughtering any more crowds of people) rested on its laurels. 

It was a lovely time, this Millennium of Innocence ; and Vice—that 
is, anybody over twelve years of age—did not dare to venture out of 
doors for fear of its life. 

For it is better that thousands of peri people should run the risk 
of slaughter, than that one innocent should suffer a little in order to 
deter other innocents from committing crimes not intended to do any 
one any harm. 

* See case before Sir Thomas White at the Mansion House. 
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characterized 
Mr. J. W. Bould- 
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ails Wee zie = ing’s apparent 
Tue Avecru:.—Tnn Boat Race From tite BATTLEMENTS ; penchant for 
EXCITEMANT OF THE Queen DowaGeR, WHO EVIDENTLY lengthiness, the 
HAS SOMETHING ON, idea is fostered 
that thetwo plays 
were originally one piece, subsequently cut in halves, as being otherwise 
unsuited to any stage out of the Celestial Empire. Among their simi- 
larities it may be pointed out that each opens with a young lady apos- 
trophizing the white and red roses, and each closes with an important 
battle raging furiously in the vicinity of the wings: in the case of 7he 
Double Rose the conflict is watched and described from a battlemented 
terrace by the Queen Dowager of Edward IV. (who may be described as 
the heroine of the piece), and her cries of encouragement to one of the 
leaders irresistibly call to mind an interested spectator of the Inter-Uni- 
versity Boat Race. 


In spite of some incongruities—for instance, Richard, who informs 
the Lady Elizabeth that she is ‘‘in his power,” ‘‘in one of his castles,’ 
‘surrounded by his men-at-arms,” &c., &c., is nevertheless cowed and 
defeated at the mere aff arance of the Queen, though the castle, men- 
at-arms, &c., &c., presumably still exist—the piece contains a large 

uantity of good stult The third act in particular is very spirited and 
dveenaile (though inordinately long), and the language is often stirring 


and dignified. The fourth act is, however, weak and almost unneces- 


sary. 


The most noticable thing in the acting was the very clever portrayal 
of the Queen by Miss Sophie Eyre, who is to be congratulated upon 
playing a long and exacting part with a spirit, variety, and intelligence 
which were eminently pleasing. Mr. W. Rignold (a rather unconven- 
tional Richard III. in appearance) played with all the force which might 
be expected of him. There is a sort of stiff-backed, bent-kneed strut 
frequently adopted by actors when playing **in blank verse,’ which may 
be called the ‘** blank verse walk,” and Mr. T. J. Nye displayed it to 
perfection as Buckingham, an otherwise meritorious performance. Miss 
Agnes Thomas was quite equal to the demands of the Lady Elizabeth, 
singing two unpretending songs prettily; and the two little Misses 
Neville deserve a word for playing the young princes with a spontaneity 
not very usual in children. Mr, McIntyre’s part was not so long but 
what he might have learnt it. 


Mr. Sims's Romany Aye can scarcely be called an advance upon Zhe 
Lights o’ London—the pictures of low life are as fresh and as obviously 
the result of painstaking observation and keen appreciation, but the in- 
dividuals are not quite such pleasant company, in spite of their rich 
humour; the pair of ‘* bashers’ are about as near repulsive as one need 
care to go. 


Then we have almost too much sensation for our money, although the 
wreck misses fire somewhat, and so reduces them. Not that I can with- 
hold praise from the intense dramatic power of depicting the coldly 
horrible evinced in the Black Croft Cellar scene. The merits of the 
piece as a melodrama are undoubtedly of a high order; familiar as 
many of the incidents and one or two of the characters are, by a simple 
natural touch here and there, displaying the master-hand, they are in- 











vested with a reality they have previously lacked, while the dialogue is 


constantly interesting and frequently witty. 








varying moods and emotions—running the whole gamut almost from the 
terderness of aT 






ficrceness of an- 
ger and the 
agony of horror 
—are depicted 
in a really 
powerful style. 
Miss Eastlake is 
most successful 
in the calmer 
moments of 
Gertie Heckett, 
although she 
plays the scene 
with her father 
with much pa- 
thetic feeling; 
but nothing 
could be dain- 
tier than her 
performance of 
the first scene 
with Jack— 
which is a 
genuine idyll— 
thanks to author, actor, and actressalike. Two bits of Cockney character 
are made the most of by Mr. George Barrett and Mr. C. Coote—the former 
being a great favourite. Mr. E. S. Willard plays the poor villain, who 
never by any chance succeeds in any of his schemes, who has been de- 
ceived by his father into the belief that he has a right to the family pro- 
perty, is called lots of names and ill used generally—in tone, manner, 
and bearing he is admirable. Miss E. Ormsby is painstaking and suc- 
cessful as the gipsy, Lura Lee, and Mrs. Huntley makes a good hag, 
working up the hag-ony in first-rate style. The scenery is, of course, 
magnificent. 
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THe Princess's.—THE RuM UN AWRY. 


On Saturday afternoon and evening Mr. Toole takes his benefit at 
Toole’s. The best talent have promised their assistance, and there will 
be a treat fit for a king in King William’s ’treat. 


A new piece (My Sweetheart) and a new actress—in England, at least 
—(Miss Minnie Palmer) are said to be on the eve of appearing in 
London. Be prepared to give a hand to this Palmer on a pilgrimage. 


Monvy has been placed in the evening bill at the Vaudeville, promoted 
from the morning performances. With a strong cast and an attention to 
detail for which Mr. Thorne is gaining a reputation, it is most creditably 
placed on the stage, —not the only form, let us venture to hope, in which 
it will be found that Money is placed to the credit of Mr. Thorne. 

NESTOR, 








The Element of Improbability. 

IN reference to the boycotting of a National School teacher in Ireland, 
the Daily News says:—‘‘ The teacher appears to have offended the 
people by his having given his services for the purpose of aiding in a 
claim for compensation in the case of a mountain which has been burned 
down.” This is news indeed! We thought that nothing they might 
do in the ‘‘disthressful counthry” just now would astonish us, but the 
burning down ofa mountain is good ground for surprise. How on earth 
was it done? They are a fery race, it’s true; but we cannot help 
thinking there are su/sfantia/ reasons for doubting this story. 








Ale-imentary. 
A GROCER in the country has just been fined for allowing drinking 











on his premises. It was proved that about one hundred persons had 
been served with ale, besides ham and eggs, on Sunday mornings. 
Doubtless the excuse was that they attended for eggs-ham-ination. 
Anyhow, they seem to have studied ale-iquart parts pretty deeply. That 
tradesman’s conduct could hardly have been grocer. 





A Cab-age-itation. 
Six thousand cab-drivers protested the other day against the exorbi- 
tant demands of cab proprietors, which prevent cabby from gaining a 
fare living. They say the behaviour of the proprietors is far from 





hansom, so no wonder those six thousand were ‘‘ growlers.”’ 

A youTH named Akers has been up at Hammersmith, accused of j 

causing bodily harm to a companion by shooting him. This is a habit | 
hi for some time past an unpleasant characteristic of leagues 
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DITTIES OF THD DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MCMENT, 
No. 20.—A Loox Rounp. 

A1rr—‘‘ Look at that!’ 


AW! Look at 
how they’re 
going on 

In Egypt’s dis- 
tant clime; 
To land our lads 

and smother 
yon 
We think it’s 
almost time. 
About their ears 
we'd like to 
buzz 

’ (\Ve mean to 
speak our 
mind), 

It puts us ina 
rage, it does! 

But Ignatieff’s 
resigned, 

A school they ’r® 
going to start, 
look at that! 
look at that ! 





For to teach dramatic art—look at that! 
And Davitt ’s gone away, which he’s welcome for to stay 
Just for ever and a day—look at that ! 


Then that ‘‘ Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill” 
Has very nearly passed ; 
And soon John Dunn most likely will 
Be sorry that he ‘‘sassed ;”” 
In spite of some opposing din 
(Which only need amuse) 
Salvationists have scored a win ; 
And Bismarck ’s scored a lose. 
They ’ve given us alarms—look at that !. look at that ! 
By discovering some arms—look at that ! 
At a place in Clerkenwell, but ‘‘the force” to bungle fell, 
Which is rather of a sell—look at that ! 


The Irish person hides his gun, 
And never, never yields ; 
We know he’s buried more than one 
In cultivated fields. 
Authorities are weakly ones, 
And only merit scorn, 
That do not go and get those guns 
By digging up the corn. 
The Corporation wish—look at that ! look at that ! 
No Shadwell Market fish—look at that! 
So implacable to foes, why, that Corporation goes 
To the Commons to oppose (avd the Lords)—look at that ! 


A Russian Princess (Olga) ’s dim 
And ‘‘come to town”’ we learn ; 
The Dons who built those jackdaws in 
Should execrations earn ; 
That Sanguinetti gains no tear 
So far as I can find; 
And Bismarck ’s looking for his bier— 
Herr Bitter has resigned. 
The ‘‘ Hamilton” is passed—look at that! look at that! 
And some treasures we have massed—look at that ! 
‘*Grant’s folly’ shortly flits, in Kensington it sits, 
Where they ’re selling it in bits—look at that! 








Not Guild-y. 


A GENTLEMAN in America proposes a Church and Turf Guild. What 
an odd(s) system this would be! The Church is not supposed to attend 
to any races but the human race; though certainly its aim is to make 
The Church is surely stable enough to do without back- 
ing, especially of the turf kind. Would the proposer make the church 
clerk also clerk of the course? He should be a more correct card than 


one *‘ better.” 





that. But doubtless the clergy will make a ‘‘grand stand”’ against such 
t 
a course, 





NEW LHAVES, 


‘‘HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW,” a biographical sketch, by 
F rancis H. Underwood (George Routledge and Sons).—Pending the 
projected production by Longfellow’s family of a full account of his life 
and correspondence, the present ‘‘ sketch” will be a welcome addition 
tq the groups of similar works, prepared as it is by one who has pos- 
sessed peculiarly favourable facilities and capabilities for presenting it 
as almost a finished picture. 

** Realities of Irish Life,” by W. Stewart French (Longmans, Green, 
and Co )—Sunbeam Series—is a vivid display of the characteristics of 
Irish people, and is best described by the title of the book. 

** Round Bromley and Keston” adds another to Mr. T. Fisher Unwin’s 
series of admirable ‘* Half-Holiday Books.” 

The Day of Rest as a separate publication ceases with the June 
issue, and will henceforth be incorporated with the Sunday .Vaeasine, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF Fon, 
The Cave. Wednesday last. 

S1r,—About that Northumberland Plate—I’d no idea, when I last 
wrote, that they were going to make Faugh-a-Ballagh a favourite, or I'd 
have had nothing to do with it—though, having once taken to it, I feel 
loth to part with it. Nor, had I known they intended to scratch 
Mother Shipton, would I have had anything to do with Aer. However, 
the event is 


HERE' KEV! Look — aw__ 





(SrortTinG Sxetcu No, 4.)—AN Important Fixtures, 


and as such, must be attended to properly and in due form, so here 


goes for my 
TIP FOR THE NORTHUMBERLAND PLATE. 
A certain amount of reflection 
Enables the Prophet to find 
That—(’tain’t his selection) 
A Soter ’ve affection 
For Soter is over his mind. 


It ‘‘takes lots of doing” to beat a 
Sly Sophist, and many will shrink ; 
But then if you meet a 
Fair lady like Tita, 
She’s sure to be winning, I think, 


The mare Isabel is a pictur’, 
And Victor Emanuel’s pat, 
Or, putting it stricter, 
He ’s sure to be Victor, 
And what can be plainer than that ? 


But all this is only a lot o’ 
Mere metaphor, leading astray, 
So take for your motto, 
** Hurrah! for Ridotto!” 
The winner, Hurrah! Clear the way ! 


Jes’ so—clear the way, and allow me to remain, 
Yours, &c., as ever, TROPHONIUS, 








Tue ‘‘CenTAuR” OF ATTRACTION AT THE HAMILTON SALE.— 
‘* The Loves of the Centaurs,”” by Rubens. 
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Science was getting on like mad, disc 
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AN OVERDONE PACE. 


overing and inverting a thousand things to the minute, and inventing a long Greek name for each. 


World looked on in admiring awe. 


But suddenly Science stopped, and 


It was wondertul ! 











sat down with a despairing flop 
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BETWEEN EGYPT AND ERIN. 


“HOW HAPPY COULD I BE WITH NEITHER !”—Beggar's Opera (New Version). 
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BETWEEN EGYPT AND ERIN. 


(See Carteon. 
The PREMIER chants 


I HAVE read or been told 

That Captain Macheath 
(A highwayman bold 

Who went armed to the teeth), 
When two jealous girls 

Stood enraged at his side, 
Gave a couple of twirls 

And provokingly cried, 

“ How happy could | be with either, 
Were t’ other dear charmer away ! 
But, while you thus tease me together, 
To neither a word will I say 
But tol de rol lol.” 


I’m atraid I am not 
So light-hearted as he, 
Now I find I have got 
Two girls hanging on me; 
For the row that they make 
And the way that they cling 
Have induced me take 
Up his cue and to sing— 
How happy could I be with neither, 
Were both of these charmers away ! 
sut since they thus plague me together 


I’ve scarcely the courage to say 
Tol de—— [Bursts into tears and exit 
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The Symptoms, 
WiTH HINTS ON TREATMENT. 


First notice if he sits alone, 
And meditates or writes a lot, 
Or talks in an abstracted tone, 
Or walks about at nights a lot. 
Observe if he delights to wade 
Through multitudes of ‘‘spooney ” verse ; 
And if he hints a certain maid | 
Is peerless in the universe. 


And also note if he awaits 
The postman’s coming eagerly, 
And if he often vows the Fates 











Are smiling on him meagrely. 
Observe if he appears to pine, 

As though affairs were grieving him ; 
And if he’s disinclined to dine, 

And appetite seems leaving him. 


If ever and anon ‘he groans 
With sobs and sighs mysterious, 

And mutters in abstracted tones, 
Be sure his state is serious. 

And if he raves of some ‘‘ sweet dove,” 
And gazes on a carte at times, 

You ‘Ill know he’s suffering from Love, 
Which much affects the heart at times. 


Your treatment must at first be mild— 
Don’t rashly mar his ‘‘ mooniness ; ” 

A man’s as helpless as a child 
When suffering from ‘' spooniness,”’ 

Love patients ne’er like being chaffed, 
Although they show inanity ; 

Just give him wedlock, ¢hat’s the draught 
To bring him back to sanity. 





By your Leaves! 


LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, we regret to say, still | 
continues in delicate health. The noble lord has gone to 
Beech Lodge, Wimbledon. Although, politically, we do not 
bough to this branch of the Marlborough family tree, we sin- 
cerely hope the change will cause him to Bech-eerful. Who 
knows? Perhaps some day the pop’lar M P. may be asked 
to take the ’elm of state when there is an alder-ation in the 
Government, and Conservatives Wood-stock it, So let him not 
re-pine. [Oak-come, we say, don’t carry this any fir-ther!—Epb. ] 
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“WHAT IS TO BE DONE WITH THESE PRECOCIOUS 
INFANTILE EXCRESCENCES?” 


E-xcrescence (age nine). —‘' YES! CAPTAIN RACQUET, YOU ’VE NOT PLAYED 
SO BAD, AFTER ALL, WHEN WE CONSIDER YOU ARE A COMPARATIVELY 
BATTERED MAN, AND I’M JUST IN MY PRIME. YOU CAREFULLY MANAGED 
TO SECURE THE WORST GIRL TOO, DEAR BOY. TELL YOU WHAT—I 
DON’T MIND NOMINATING YOU AS A MEMBER OF OUR CLUB, IF YOU LIKE.” 








WHY? 


tive mind ; 
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opened our eye, 
And still we record 


““Weisy ?* 


or ashore, 
Is Oleomargarine filth to the fore ; 
The stuff is supplied with a name that deceives ; 
The thing is a swindle; the sellers are thieves ; 


sut any device that would thoroughly clear 
The land of this horror ‘‘ would be too severe ; 
Would ruin the trader.’”” We simply reply, 

‘* Why shouldn't we ruin the fraudulent?” WHY? 


WE know we shall figure (Prepared to be scouted, an 
to some of our kind 
As one of unduly inquisi- | 


The scornful may hit us 
a staggering blow 

By sneering at ‘‘ people 
desiring to know ;”” 

To such a disaster we ’ve 


presumptuous 


In any direction, afloat 


Not yet do we quit our presumptuous ground : 
Another inquiry we have to —_ 

flouted, and slanged), — 
**WHY shouldn’t O’Donovan Rossa be hanged?” 


| One more little matter we have to discuss, — 


Yet, taking the risk of The refuse o. nations find harbour with us; 


appearing to pry, 
Weventureaquery. That 
query is ‘*‘ WHY?” 


As long as they ’re simply contented to dwell, 
And try to behave themselves, all very well ; 


3ut when they would sting us, the Continent’s dregs, 
For giving the shelter their homelessness begs, 
WHY shouldn’t we quietly seize by the scruff, 

And pitch in the Channel, such dastardly stuff ? 


We beg, in conclusion, to offer a prize 
To any one sending convincing replies ; 
Our columns affording such answers a place, — 


weg They ’re likely to need but a limited space! 








A Welsher. 


| Tue Ruthin magistrates have decided that a publican who can speak 
no English, but only his native language, is not fit to be a licensed 
victualler, and they have refused to renew his licence. It would be 
| more sensible if they refused a licence to any man who could mot speak 
the Janguage of the country in which he wished to carry on his business, 
Ale in Welsh is cwrw, pronounced coorco, The magistrates treated the 


man cru-elly. 


A LADY WITH A MASCULINE NAme.—The Deceased Wife's Sister Bill. 





Contributions in no case will they be returned unless 





vidadrt., Peturn or pay Jor 
ttamped and directed envelope 
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OUR AMERICAN COUSINS. 


(Aristocratic Houscheeper is showing Yankees over the Duke of B——a’s Collection of Pictures. American Cousin breaks in suddenly).—‘' I 
SAY, MARM, DON’T IT STRIKE YEW THAT THERE’S A POWERFUL DIFFERENCE IN THESE RUBENS'’ PICTURES? SEEMS TO ME 
THEY ’RE LIKE BLUE POINT OYSTERS—SOME’S A GOOD DEAL STRONGER IN FLAVQUR THAN OTHERS,’ 


[Aristocratic Housekeeper calls wildly for sal volatile. 








Alpha bed-—. 


ORIENTAL scholars tell us that the A in Abednego cannot be pro- 
nounced, or expressed by writing, in any European language. They say 
the nearest approach to the proper sound would be by sounding three 
Hi’s. Probably the best method of obtaining the nearest approximation 
to the correct sound would be to pronounce the A with a long yawn, 
and then go to ‘** bed.” 





Tite Accidental Death Insurance Company have resisted a claim at 
Manchester for £1,000, on the ground that by walking on the railway 
the policyholder had been guilty of contributory negligence. 

The umpire, Mr. J. B. Edge, decided in favour of the claim, with 
costs against the company, 

To perceive the justice of such a claim he must have been a very sharp 

Edge indeed. 
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Raising the Girton. 


SEVERAL ladies from Girton, &c., have carried oft prizes at the Cam- 
bridge Mathematical Tripos, as senior optimes, but none passed as 
wranglers. Our Henpecked Contributor says this is strange, as women 
always shine in the latter class. The biute! Mrs, FUN says she will 
Tri-pos-itively to get him discharged. 


To judge by the number of German military officers receiving the 
order of the Osmanie, it 25g as if the Sultan were willing to give it 
to os-manie as like to come for i’ 





Herr Bitter, the Prussian Minister of Finance, has resigned, be- 
cause of disagreement with his colleagues ; in fact, through Bitter-ness, 
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FACTURI 


OIL ALLEN & HANBURYS. 
LONDON 





PRINCESS WALESs 


LAUNDAES= 








we presume, 
JUICE 


For Cutlets, Chops, Curries, 





> 


Steaks, Fish, Game, Soups, Gravies, 
e &c. Adds an appetising charm to the 
ia oS 1 ve Y plainest and daintiest of dishes. 
: x ‘ 





Unrivalled for Pungency, Pine Flavour, Strength, and 
|Cheapness. The usual 2. size bottle for 1s. Sold byall Grocers, 
Druggists, &c. 


‘THE CLIMAX OF PERFECTION.” 
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